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PREFACE 




American literature has become one of the leading national literatures of the modem 
world. In sober fact, without chauvinism, it may be said that Poe and Emerson, Hawthorne 
and Melville, Whitman and Mark Twain and Henry James were surpassed, in their 
century, in few countries, and that in the twentieth century, especially in the period between 
the wars, American writers showed a fresh creative impulse not equaled by those of England 
or perhaps any other land. We have, of course, no older classics, no Dante or Moli^re, no 
Chaucer or Shakespeare. Yet our literature clearly has a claim upon attention because of 
its value as literature — its evocation of imaginative forms, its varied and penetrating 
comment on human life. It also ha^ a claim because of its revelation of the development 
of the American mind, of the enduring and changing aspects of our intellectual and spiritual 
condition. 

These claims have been increasingly recognized in the curricula of our colleges and 
universities. Students and instructors alike have experienced a growing interest in Ameri- 
can literature, both as literature and, even more, as a means to national self-knowledge. 
Between 1890 and 1918 American literature became the subject of an established course 
in a majority of our institutions. Today the course is offered in virtually all colleges, and 
more detailed courses are offered in many graduate schools. 

Along with educational experience has come growth in scholarship. Great progress has 
been made since Barrett WendelPs Literary History of America and William P. Trent’s History 
of American Literature, which appeared nearly half a century ago. The limits of interpreta- 
tion in those days are suggested by the manner in which the subject was outlined. Wendell 
wrote on The Seventeenth Century, The Eighteenth Century, The Nineteenth Century, 
Literature in the Middle States from 1789 to 1857, The Renaissance of New England, and 
The Rest of the Story. His history, it has been said, is little more than an account of 
Harvard College in relation to American literature. Trent divided the subject into The 
Colonial Period, The Revolutionary Period, The Formative Period, and The Sectional 
Period. Though writing in 1903, he found it necessary to end at 1865; indeed, he even 
apologized for including 1830 tq^ 1865, on the ground that this period forced him to treat 
“tentatively and to a certain extent in impressionist fashion authors who have seemed 
almost a part of our generation.” 

In the years since these works appeared, the field of American literature has been widely 
cultivated. We have had the valuable Cambridge History of American Literature’, we have had 
Parrington’s substantial survey of American thought; we have had no end of special 
studies of periods, authors, forms, ideas, etc. We have had such literary critics as W. G. 
Brownell, Paul E. More, H. S. Canby, Van Wyck Brooks (Americans Coming-of-Age), Lewis 
Mumford ( The Golden Day), and F. O. Matthiesscn. We have had fciore and more historiczJ 
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specialists, we have had the American Literature Group of the Modern Language Associa- 
tion, we have had the learned journal American Literature, we are on the verge of securing 
a new collaborative literary history of the United States by our best scholars. Thanks to 
the development of criticism, scholarship, and instruction, we are now in a far better 
position to estimate the achievement of the United States in literature, and to understand 
the historical growth of that literature as a main feature of American civilization. 

To register this progress in terms of a college textbook, and if possible to add something 
to it by a fresh effort to see essential meanings and values, is the object of the third edition 
of the present work. If the new edition is markedly different from the first and second, 
it is largely because scholars know more and understand better. Yet the governing inten- 
tion is exactly that stated in the preface to the first edition, published in 1925: “To provide 
materials for a study of (1) the literary achievement of our writers, especially of the major 
writers of all periods, and (2) the historical development of our literature.” 

This twofold intention I have tried to carry out better than was possible in the edition of 
nearly a quarter of a century ago, better than was possible in the second edition more than 
a decade ago. It may be appropriate to state here just what I have done. 

1. Periods of American literature. I have made a fresh effort to distinguish the periods of 
our literature in a way that will illuminate its development. There has been increasing 
dissatisfaction with the traditional schemes of division: the chronological, as “The Nine- 
teenth Century”; the geographical, as “The Middle States”; the political, as “The First 
National Period.” Even more objectionable is the use of these schemes in miscellaneous 
combination. What is involved is, of course, much more than a choice of names; it is, 
rather, the choice of a way of conceiving of the central drive that gives some degree of 
unity to each period. In each case the central drive should be sought, I think, in a literary 
or cultural impulse. The concepts of Romanticism and Realism I introduced in the edition 
of 1925, giving a full explanation the next year in an article published in the Saturday 
Review of Literature. Farrington likewise employed them, and they are now widely current. 
In the present edition, I have adopted The Age of Reason for most of the eighteenth century 
and the early years of the nineteenth. Throughout the book I have tried to make it plain 
that American liteiature is both American and European; that, while it has its own subjects, 
attitudes, and e nphasis, it is also a part of the intellectual and spiritual tradition of the 
Occident. Too often has the study of our national literature been pursued in a spirit of 
provincialism or isolationism. 

2. Introductions. I have thoroughly rewritten the historical introductions. I have dealt 
not only with the literature but also with the natural setting or physical environment, 
and with the people of European stock who have been the actors in the American story: 
their changing experience and values in relation to the conquest of the land and the influx 
of European culture. It is hoped that this will supply a minimum background for com- 
prehension of the several periods, and, in the case of many students, revive their memory 
of a much richer background already gained in American history. In writing the intro- 
ductions I have tried to give the concrete facts and suggest their meaning in a way that 
might challenge the student’s thinking. I have sought to avoid the usual textbook styles, 
both the falsely sprightly and the dully matter-of-fact. 

3. Topical outlines. I have included brief topical outlines at the end of each introduc- 
tion. This was suggested to me by the difficulty students have in organizing in their minds 
the material of the earlier periods, a confusing experience that starts the course inauspi- 
ciously. In later periods the multiplicity of authors and the wealth of reading are often 
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sources of confusion, and in the contemporary period the pattern of thought and expression 
may seem no pattern at all. To be sure, each instructor will have his own way of ordering 
the material, perhaps modifying his scheme from year to year. For this reason it would 
be quite impracticable to organize the table of contents by topical subdivision. Besides, any 
one way of outlining is certain to be more or less arbitrary or to insinuate prejudice. In 
order not to dominate the method of study, I have contented myself with presenting the out- 
lines, for whatever suggestive value they may have, at the close of the introductions where 
they can be consulted by instructor or student if he so desires. 

4. Selections. I have considered with great care the literature to be placed before the 
student. The passage of years and the rapid tempo of change in our times have thrown 
American literature of the past century and a half in far better perspective. Many writers 
have silently dropped into oblivdon, are no longer part of our essential literature. A 
number of the old major writers have continued to lose stature. Others, within our times, 
have grown. Wherever the second edition did not reflect these changes I have now en- 
deavored to recognize them. 

I have dropped all selections from novels. As American literature has accumulated, it 
has become evident that the novel, long omitted from similar texts in English literature, 
no longer has a place in American anthologies — if indeed it ever had a place, since ex- 
cerpts from novels are never satisfying. It is now assumed that novels will be “parallel 
reading.” 

I have never omitted standard literature because it seemed hackneyed, and I have never 
included novelties because they seemed fresh and attractive. I have tried not to ride any 
hobbies, nor to allow my “personal estimate” to play a part. I have aimed only to be 
loyal to the subject, which is American literature, to the student who is to experience and 
understand it, and to the instructor who is to guide the student in experiencing and under- 
standing it. 

5. Headnotes and bibliography. I have rewritten many of the headnotes on authors, in 
whole or part. I have sought to be objective, not by giving biographical facts in a random 
and aimless manner, but by presenting them in a way that would suggest their significance 

the kind of personality, mind, and achievement they point to. I have also supplied new 
notes to many selections. As in previous editions, dates of publication below the titles are in 
ordinary type, dates of composition in italic type. Bibliographical reference, throughout 
the notes, have been improved and brought to date. As an appendix I have included an 
“American Civilization” bibliography, selected and arranged in harmony with the aims 
and organization of the book. 


Acknowledgments. For advice on various questions arising in the preparation of this edition 
I am indebted to several of my former colleagues at the University of Iowa: Bartholow V. 
Crawford, Paul Engle, John C. McGalliard, Austin Warren, Rene Wellek (now of Yale); 
also to some of my associates at the University of North Carolina: Raymond Adams and 
Gregory Paine in English, Hugh T. Lefler in History. 

Grateful acknowledgment is extended to Doubleday, Doran and Company for per- 
mission to reprint selections from The Writings of Colonel William Byrd, edited by J. S. 
Bassett, copyright 1904 by Doubleday, Page and Company. 


Norman Foerstek" 




CONTENTS 


THE Puritan Mind 


INTRODUCTION 3 

John Smith 7 

A Map of Virginia: 

The Indians 8 

William Bradford 11 

Of Plimoth Plantation : 

The Corn-pact 12 

The Landing 12 

An Habitation 13 

Hardship , 15 

The Settlement at Merry Mount 17 

Thomas Morton 20 

New English Canaan: 

The Maypole at Merry Mount 20 
A Great Monster 21 

John and Margaret Win- 
THROP 23 

Letters 24 

Nathaniel Ward 28 

The Simple Cobbler: 

Woman s Fashions 28 

Against Toleration 31 

R.OGER Williams 33 

The Bloudy Tenent: 

For Toleration 34 

A Letter to the Town of Provi- 
dence 36 

Vnne Bradstreet 37 

Prologue 38 

An Epitaph on My Dear and 
Ever Honoured Mother 38 

To My Dear and Loving Hus- 
band 39 


A Letter to Her Husband 39 

The Flesh and the Spirit 39 

Contemplations 40 

The Author to Her Book 44 

Michael Wigglesworth 45 

The Day of Doom : 

Men of Good Works 45 

The Heathen and the Infants 47 

Edward Taylor 49 

The Preface 50 

The Soul’s Admiration 50 

The Joy of Church Fellowship 51 
Housewifery 51 

The Ebb and Flow 52 

The Reflection 52 

Meditation Eight 53 

CoTiDN Mather 54 

Magnalia: 

The Life of John Winthrop 55 

Essays to Do Good : 

The Duties of Schoolmasters 64 

Manuductio : 

Poetry and Style 66 

Samuel Sewall 69 

Diary ; 

A Trip to Europe 70 

Courtship of Madam Winthrop 74 

Sarah Kemble Knight 76 

Journal : 

The Start 77 

Connecticut 78 

Hew York 80 

The Return 81 



X 


CONTENTS 


William Byrd 
The History of the Dividing 
Line: 

The English and the Indians 
Life in North Carolina 
The Alligator 

A Progress to the Mines: 

Social Manners in Virginia 


Jonathan Edwards 
Personal Narrative 
Sarah Pierrepont 
Nature 

Sinners in the Hands of an 
Angry God 

Conclusion to The Freedom of 
the Will 


88 

90 

97 

98 

98 

107 


THE Age of Reason 


INTRODUCTION 


111 


Benjamin Franklin 117 

Autobiography: 

Ancestry 

Studies f f ^ 

Morals 123 

Public Service 127 


Dogood Papers: 

No. VII: Funeral Elegies 132 
On Liberty and Necessity: 

Man in the Newtonian Universe 133 
A Proposal for Promoting Use- 
ful Knowledge 134 

The Way to Wealth 136 

Rules by Which a Great Em- 
pire May Be Reduced 140 

The Sale of the Hessians 144 

The Ephemera 145 

The Whistle 146 

Proposed New Version of the 
Bible 147 

The Handsome and Deformed 
Leg 148 

Information to Those Who 
Would Remove to America 149 


Letters: 

Charity^ Hope, and Faith 153 

Sea-Water and Thirst 155 

Sunday Observance 155 

Future of Science 156 

To George Washington 156 

Science and War 157 

Cotton Mather 157 


Old Age 

158 

Deistic Religion 

159 

John Woolman 

160 

journal: 

Boyhood and Youth 

161 

A Journey to the South 

164 

A Plain Way of Living 

165 

At a Yearly Meeting 

167 

St. John de Cr^vecoeur 

167 

Letters from an Anjerican 

Farmer: 

On the Situation, Feelings, 
and Pleasures of an Amer- 

ican Farmer 

168 

What is an American? 

175 

John Dickinson 

188 

Letters from a Farmer: 

Letter III 

189 

The Liberty Song 

191 

Thomas Paine 

192 

Common Sense: 

Thoughts on the Present 

State of American Affairs 

193 

The Crisis : 

The Times That Try Men s 

Souls 

196 

The Age of Reason: 

A Deist's Belief 

198 



CONTENTS 


XI 


Ethan Allen 209 

Reason the Only Oracle : 

A Universe of Perfect Order and 
Decorum 209 

The Federalist 212 

No. II: A Momentous Decision 212 
No. X: S -pedal Interests and the 

Union 214 

Thomas Jefferson 219 

Autobiography : 

The Framing of the Declaration 219 
The Declaration of Independ- 
ence 220 

Notes on Virginia: 

N(5 Dictators 222 

Education for Democracy 224 

Religious Freedom 226 

Negro Slavery 228 

First Inaugural Address 228 

Letters : 

Scientific Concerns 231 

Schools of Agriculture 232 

Natural Aristocracy 233 

Portrait of Washington 236 

The Sage of Monticell o as Deist 236 


Three Connecticut Wits 
John Trumbull 238 

Essay on the Fine Arts: 

The Future of American Lit- 
erature 239 


The Progress of Dulness : 

Tom Brainless at College 239 

Tom Brainless Seeks a Wife 240 

M’Fingal: Canto III 
The Libcrty-Polc 240 

Timothy Dwight 247 

The Triumph of Infidelity: 

A Minister^ New Style 248 

Greenfield Hill: 

Sweet Simplicity 248 

Church and School 250 

Joel Barlow 250 

The Hasty Pudding 251 

Philip Freneau 256 

The Power of Fancy 257 

The Northern Soldier 259 

The House of Night 259 

To the Memory of the Brave 
Americans 264 

On the Emigration to America 265 
The Wild Honeysuckle 265 

The Indian Burying Ground 266 

To an Author 266 

Ode (God Save the Rights of 
Man !) 267 

On the Anniversary of the 
Storming of the Bastille 268 

The Republican Genius of 
Europe 268 

On a Honey Bee 268 

To a Caty-Did 269 

On the Uniformity and Perfec- 
tion of Nature 269 

On the Religion of Nature 270 


THE Romantic Movement 


INTRODUCTION 

Washington Irving 
The Golden Reign of Wouter 
Van Twiller 


273 

Chronicles of the Reign of Wil- 



liam the Testy 

295 

281 

Rip Van Winkle 

301 


The Legend of Sleepy Hollow 

310 

282 

English Writers on America 

325 



CONTENTS 


Legend of the Rose of the 
Alhambra 

James Fenimore Cooper 
Notions of the Americans : 

American Literature 
England : 

The Americayis and the Lnglish 
The American Democrat: 

An Aristocrat and a Democrat 
Preface to The Leather-Stock- 
ing Tales 

William Cullen Bryant 
Thanatopsis 
The Yellow Violet 
Inscription for the Entrance to 
a Wood 

To a Waterfowl 
I Cannot Forget with What 
Fervid Devotion 

0 Fairest of the Rural Maids 

1 Broke the Spell that Held Me 

Long 
Mutation 
A Forest Hymn 
To the Fringed Gentian 
The Prairies 
The Poet 

On the Nature of Poetry 
Editorial : 

The Election of Lincoln 

Edgar Allan Poe 

’Neath Blue-Bell or Streamer 
Romance 

Sonnet — To Science 
A Dream Within a Dream 
To Helen 
Israfel 

The City in the Sea 
The Sleeper 
Lenore 

The Valley of Unrest 
The Coliseum 
To One in Paradise 
Dream-Land 
The Raven 



^ Ulalume 

375 

329 

The Bells 

376 

For Annie 

378 

336 

Annabel Lee 

379 


Eldorado 

379 

337 

Lieeia 

380 


The Fall of the House of Usher 388 

340 

A Descent into the Maelstrom 

397 


Eleonora 

406 

345 

The Masque of the Red Death 

409 


The Cask of Amontillado 

412 

347 

The Purloined Letter 

416 


Hawthorne’s Twice-Told Tales 426 

349 

The Philosophy of Composition 429 

350 

351 

The Poetic Principle 

436 

352 

Ralph Waldo Emerson 

441 

352 

Thought 

442 


The Rhodora 

442 

353 

Each and All 

442 

354 

The Apology 

443 


Concord Hymn 

443 

354 

The Humble-Bee 

444 

354 

The Problem 

444 

355 

The Sphinx 

445 

356 

The Snow-Storm 

447 

356 

Friendship 

447 

358 

Forbearance 

447 

359 

Grace 

448 

Fable 

448 

364 

,, Ode, Inscribed to W. H. Chan 


ning 

448 

365 

Bacchus 

449 

367 

Hamatreya 

450 

367 

Days 

451 

368 

Two Rivers 

451 

368 

Brahma 

452 

368 

Waldeinsamkeit 

452 

369 

Shun Passion 

453 

369 

Terminus 

453 

370 

Journals: 

453 

370 

In Europe 

371 

At Concord 

457 

371 

Nature 

463 

372 

The American Scholar 

483 

372 

Divinity School Address 

494 

373 

Self-Reliance 

503 



CONTENTS 


XUi 


The Over-Soul SIS 

Character (English Traits') 524 

Illusions S2S 

Henry Thoreau 533 

Familiar Letters : 

Erom Emerson s Home 534 

Work and Leisure 538 

A Business Depression 539 

Independence 539 

The Inward Morning 540 

Smoke 540 

Haze 541 

Inspiration 541 

Civil Disobedience 541 

Walden: 

Economy 553 

Where I Lived, and What I 
Lived For 563 

Sounds 570 

Visitors 578 

Brute Neighbors 584 

Conclusion 589 

Nathaniel Hawthorne 595 

Preface to Twice-Told Tales 596 

Sights from a Steeple 598 

Wakefield 602 

The Ambitious Guest 606 

Young Goodman Brown 610 

The Minister’s Black Veil 617 

The Maypole of Merry Mount 624 
Endicott and the Red Cross 630 

David Swan 633 

Rappaccini’s Daughter 636 

Ethan Brand 652 

Herman Melville 661 

Hawthorne 662 

Benito Cereno 666 

The Portent 707 

Malvern Hill 707 

Seedsmen of Old Saturn’s Land 708 

John Greenleaf Whittier 708 

Democracy and Slavery 709 

Massachusetts to Virginia 712 

Forgiveness 714 

Proem 7 14 


Song of Slaves in the Desert 715 
Ichabod 715 

First-Day Thoughts 716 

The Barefoot Boy 716 

Skipper Ireson’s Ride 717 

Telling the Bees 719 

Barbara Frietchie 719 

Laus Deo! 720 

The Eternal Goodness 721 

Snow-Bound 722 

Abraham Davenport 730 

The Meeting 731 

Henry Wadsworth 

Longfellow 734 

Hymn to the Night 735 

Serenade 736 

The Skeleton in Armor 736 

Mezzo Cammin 738 

The Arsenal at Springfield 738 

Nuremberg ^ 739 

Evangeline, Part the First 740 

The lewish Cemetery at New- 
port 754 

The Warden of the Cinque Ports 755 
My Lost Youth 756 

Sandalphon 757 

Divina Commedia 757 

Chaucer 759 

Milton 759 

Venice 759 

Nature 759 

The Three Silences of Molinos 760 
The Cross of Snow 760 

The Bells of San Bias 760 

James Russell Lowell 761 

The Biglow Papers: 

A Letter from Mr. Ezekiel 
Biglow 762 

What Mr. Robinson Thinks 765 
The Courtin’ 766 

Sun thin’ in the Pastoral Line 768 
Ode Recited at the Harvard 

Commemoration 772 

Auspex 778 

Democracy 778 

Harvard Anniversary 788 



CONTENTS 


xiv 

Oliver Wendell Holmes 793 

The Ballad of the Oysterman 794 

Old Ironsides 

My Aunt 795 

The Last Leaf 796 

The Chambered Nautilus 796 

The Living Temple 797 

To My Readers 798 

Dorothy Q. 798 

At the Saturday Club 799 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast 


Table (selection) 802 

Augustus B. Longstreet 823 

Georgia Scenes : 

The Fight 823 

The Horse-Swap 829 

American Civilization: A 

Reading List 833 

Index of Authors and Titles 841 





THE Puritan Mind 




EUROPE IN AMERICA 
Eighteen months after the first colonists had 
anchored their boats in the James River, the 
first English book written in America was in 
print. That book — A True Relation of such 
occurrences and accidents of mate as hath hapned in 
Virginia since the first planting of that Collony, 
which is now resident in the South part thereof, till 
the last returns from thence — may be considered 
a piece of “American” literature only by 
straining the term. It is a piece of English 
literature written in America. Its very title 
is Elizabethan. The book has the true gusto 
of Elizabethan prose. It is just the kind of 
travel literature that Elizabethan sea-cap- 
tains and explorers naturally sent home to 
advertise the new colonies. Moreover, Cap- 
tain John Smith dispatched his manuscript 
to London to be printed, and had in mind 
English readers. But this book, with its long 
title and strange contents, was the opening 
chapter in the story of American literature, a 
story which has now covered about three 
and a half centuries. 

When John Smith wrote A True Relation, 
the London stage was awaiting new plays by 
Shakespeare. The King James Bible was in 
preparation. Elizabeth had been dead only 
four years; Milton was not yet born. Colonial 
America at its foundation was merely an out- 
post of Elizabethan England. What a change 
a few centuries brought! In 1600 there was 
no such thing as English-speaking America. 
In 1700 twelve British colonies were strung 
along the Atlantic coast. In 1800 there was 


no British colony from Maine to the Gulf, 
and a federation of states was playing awk- 
wardly with its new independence. In 1900 
the United States of America was strong 
among the nations. In the mid-twentieth 
century it is one of the greatest powers of the 
world. 

Against this background of political 
changes we are to consider the development 
of an American literature. American litera- 
ture is an expression of the American mind. 
The American mind is a very elusive thing — 
is not quite the same in any two persons, and 
is vastly different in different periods of our 
national culture. As the history of American 
literature unfolds, we may discern three 
periods or states of mind which can be iso- 
lated by drawing light chronological lines. 
The first hundred years gave us mainly an 
expression of the Puritan mind. Broadly 
speaking, it was a century of theology. The 
second hundred years — the eighteenth cen- 
tury — was the American “Age of Reason.” 
Broadly speaking, this was a century of poli- 
tics. Then came three quarters of a century 
which we may designate as the Romantic 
movement. And then another three quarters 
of a century when Realism rose, flourished, 
and passed into Naturalism. The bulk of 
American writing that we think of as “litera- 
ture” — poetry, plays, novels, and the like — 
appeared in these last two stretches of seventy- 
five years. This explains why so much of the 
present book is given to these periods. Yet a 
knowledge of what men thought and wrote in 
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the first two centuries is needed for an under- 
standing of the important literature that 
f:ame later. 

To comprehend how American literature 
came to be, especially in the first two cen- 
turies, we shall do well to keep in mind the 
two great factors in its development; America 
and Europe^ what America contributed and 
what Europe contributed. In the story of 
American literature, the action, what hap- 
pened, has been shaped mainly by the setting, 
American geography, and by the characters, 
European people who brought their culture 
with them and kept importing it. 

America furnished the geographical factor. 
Remoteness from the old world, especially in 
the days of sailing vessels, encouraged a sense 
of separate interests and made independent 
nationality more natural. When the early 
adventurers and settlers crossed the ocean 
they landed on what was then the frontier — 
the American frontier of Europe. The first 
frontier was the Atlantic coast and the first 
American book was frontier advertisement. 
Slowly, at the beginning, the frontier moved 
west. In the New England of the end of the 
seventeenth century, the General Court of 
Massachusetts named as frontier towns 
Haverhill, Groton, and Deerfield. 

South of New England, when the first ex- 
plorers pushed westward from the coast they 
traveled a few hundred miles on a low tide- 
water plain. Then abruptly the land changed 
and the plain became the higher, rockier 
Piedmont plateau. This was the “fall line,” 
where the stream plunged from the rocks of 
the Piedmont to the soft soil of the tidewater 
plain. Rivers were navigable only as far as 
the fall line. It has often been remarked that 
the entire history of America would have been 
changed if a large navigable river had led 
west from the Atlantic. There was none; the 
Hudson was navigable, but it led north. Con- 
sequently, the early settlers proceeded across 
the Piedmont by foot and horse, and found, 
beyond it, the mountains. 

The Appalachians loomed high and for- 
bidding with few easy passes. Until Revolu- 


tionary days these mountains dammed up 
the tide of immigration. Once across them, 
however, the explorers found the broad valley 
drained by the Mississippi and its tributaries. 
Here the progress of civilization was easier, 
for streams led through the virgin forests. A 
settler of Fort Pitt could ship his possessions 
by water to New Orleans much more cheaply 
than he could return them by land to New 
England. Civilization spread rapidly through 
the valley and on to the great plains beyond 
the Mississippi. These plains, the scouts dis- 
covered, climbed higher and higher until, a 
mile high, they were terminated by the soar- 
ing Rockies. Beyond the Rocky Mountain 
barrier lay the desert, the coast ranges, and 
the western ocean. A-merican history, Ameri- 
can literature, the American mind and char- 
acter have been profoundly shaped and col- 
ored by the westv/ard-rrovirg frontier. 

To the early colonist the West was dim and 
mysterious, if not simply irrelevant. His in- 
terest lay in a strip bounded by the Atlantic 
and the Appalachians. At the north was 
New England, a rugged, hilly country. New 
England soil did not smile on farmers, but 
water power was plentiful. Therefore, an 
urban civilization grew. Geography con- 
spired with the Dutch to make New York 
rather than Boston the trade gateway to the 
new continent. South of New York rolled the 
fertile fields of Mrginia, which yielded huge 
crops and supported an agrarian aristocracy. 
Thus, geography from the beginning supplied 
characteristics for three sections of the col- 
onies: for New England, manufacturing, 
towns, and hence schools, papers, and rapid 
development; for New York, commerce, im- 
migration, and the certainty of becoming a 
financial center; for Virginia and the South, 
broad plantations, few towns, agriculture, and 
a long-reigning aristocracy. 

Europe sent people. The heaviest migra- 
tion did not occur till the nineteenth century. 
After 1830 came great numbers of Irish and 
Germans and Scandinavians, who were fol- 
lowed by peoples from southern and eastern 
Europe: Slavs, Poles, Hungarians, Greeks, 
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Italians, Russians, Lithuanians, Jews, and 
others.^ But there was no such diversity in 
the early periods of American history. At 
first the migration was almost entirely Eng- 
lish: merchants, yeomen, laborers, artisans, 
scholars, including some twenty thousand 
Puritans. The English language which they 
spoke was destined to remain the language of 
America to this day, and the language of 
American literature. About the end of the 
seventeenth century, religious persecution and 
economic distress brought many Scotch-Irish 
and Germans, who also played an important 
role in the early development of the country. 

With the people of Europe came their cul- 
ture, their traditions and ways of life, soon 
modified by fading memories and by the new 
milieu. Admirable in many ways were the 
aristocrats of the colonial South, whom 
Louis B. Wright has described as ‘‘a hard- 
working lot, intent upon the architecture of 
their fortunes, determined to procure the 
means to be landed gentlemen in the English 
manner. Many of them had come from 
simple origins, but land and the wealth that it 
brought enabled them to imitate the gentry 
of the mother country. Most significant of 
all, these planters carried over into Virginia 
not merely the outward forms of aristocracy 
but a remarkable sense of social responsibil- 
ity.” They produced a group of leaders and 
statesmen of extraordinary ability for the 
troubled days of the Revolution and the 
young nation. 

But the culture that made the deepest 
imprint was that of the Puritans of New 
England. 

THE PURITANS AND WHAT THEY 
BELIEVED 

In the present century the word “Puritan,” 
or, with a small letter, “puritan,” became a 
word of reproach. Especially in the “Jazz” 
decade after the first World War — the dec- 
ade of “Flaming Youth” and the “Hard- 

^ This is vividly emphasized by a map of European 
emigration in Morison and Commager, The Growth of 
the American Republic, II, 176. 


boiled Virgin” — the word was used very 
frequently and very loosely. It was applied 
to a person too strict with himself, too con- 
scientious. It was applied to a person too 
exacting and censorious toward others — a 
sort of nasty killjoy. Excess in these attitudes 
was often measured by a theory of self-ex- 
pression, of “creative” living unhampered by 
conventions, a theory of bohemianism sup- 
posed to be supported by the Freudian psy- 
chology. Viewed in this light, a person could 
be called a puritan if he was much in earnest 
about anything. Used so indiscriminately 
and emotively, the word has made it hard for 
us today to see the early Puritans of New 
England as they really were. 

While their faith was still vital, before it 
hardened into habitual forms, their lives dis- 
played much that we can admire. Three 
words, it is said, were carved by a former 
occupant over the mantel of Nathaniel Ward’s 
house, three words summing up the Puritan 
ethics: Sobriety, Justice, Piety, and to these 
Ward added a fourth: Laughter. The Puri- 
tans took pleasure in simple things, including 
bright-colored clothes, and smoking and 
drinking. To Increase Mather, for instance, 
drink was “a good creature of God, and to be 
received with thankfulness.” Their emotions 
were strong, even if they did not wear their 
hearts on their sleeves. They knew the im- 
periousness of sex and referred to it frankly, 
calling a spade a spade. They showed a 
sense of beauty in making household objects 
such as pewter and furniture prized today by 
collectors, and, on a much higher plane, pur- 
sued the beauty of holiness. They were ener- 
getically intellectual, thinking with a strict- 
ness and continuity not surpassed, probably 
not equaled, by any later generation includ- 
ing our own. They were men of the Renais- 
sance in their appreciation of classica’ litera- 
ture despite the “pagan” or “heathen” 
nature of that literature. As Miller and John- 
son remind us in their book The Puritans, th# 
rich and powerful fusion of Puritanism and 
Hellenism achieved in England by John 
Milton “is unique only in his grandeur of ex- 
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pression; the same combination of religious 
dogma with the classics, of Protestant theol- 
ogy and ancient morality, was the aim of the 
curriculum at Harvard College, and it was 
sustained, though on a rudimentary or 
pedestrian level, in the sermons of Yankee 
parsons throughout the seventeenth cen- 
tury.” 

Hence it is anything but clear that the 
Puritans were “narrow,” or at least that they 
were narrower than we (in our quite different 
way) or than men have been in most ages of 
history. Nor is it clear that they were less 
interested than we in “reality,” though they 
had a different idea of reality, believed in it 
more earnestly, and would have thought ours 
superficial. 

Puritanism may be defined as the way of 
thinking or set of values brought to New 
England by the early settlers. Because it 
varied in different groups, times, and places 
we cannot define it much more specifically 
without getting involved in the disagreements 
of historical scholars. Many of its most 
marked characteristics, besides, were not 
peculiar to it. Perhaps ninety per cent of its 
ideas, it has been said, were shared in com- 
mon with other religious groups of the age, 
such as the Anglicans. Yet there was a dif- 
ference, which has been clearly stated in 
The Puritans: 

The difference between the Anglican and the 
Puritan was that the Puritan thought the Bible, the 
revealed word of God, was the word of God from 
one end to the other, a complete body of laws, 
an absolute code in everything it touched upon; 
the Anglican thought this a rigid doctrinaire, and 
utterly unjustifiable extension of the authority of 
scripture. The Puritan held that the Bible was 
sufficiently plain and explicit so that men with the 
proper learning, following the proper rules of 
deduction and interpretation, could establish its 
meaning and intention on every subject, not only 
in theology, but in ethics, costume, diplomacy, 
military tactics, inheritances, profits, marriages, 
and judicial procedure. 

Anglican and Puritan agreed that scripture 
should be found harmonious with human 
reason. To make this possible the Anglican 
sought to reduce the doctrines required by 
scripture to a bare minimum, while the 


Puritan, extending scripture to cover the 
whole of life, undertook to show that the 
entire content of scripture is reasonable. 

While claiming the right of the individual 
to read and interpret the Bible for himself, the 
Puritan usually found himself in large agree- 
ment with John Calvin, the French Protestant 
reformer of Geneva. The five points of Cal- 
vinism may be stated as follows: (1) God 
elects individuals to be saved. (2) He de- 
signs complete redemption only for these 
elect. (3) Fallen man is of himself incapable 
of true faith and repentance. (4) God’s grace 
is efficient for the salvation of the elect. (5) 
A soul once regenerated is never ultimately 
lost. When the Puritan of New England 
agreed with Calvin, he did so, not because 
Calvin was authoritative for him, but because 
Calvin seemed confirmed by the Bible and 
experience. And he conducted his argument 
in terms of his English tradition, constantly 
aware of the issues and shades of doctrine as 
they had appeared in the religious controver- 
sies of the mother country. 

The Puritan faith made life anything but 
dull; indeed, it produced a high excitement. 
The world was the setting for a great drama, 
the drama of man in relation to God and 
Satan, to Heaven and Hell. It was a drama 
of individual man facing unspeakable bliss or 
unspeakable torment. It was also the drama 
of the Christian society. Having come to 
America as to a promised land, the Puritans 
soon developed the concept of a Holy Com- 
monwealth, a theocracy, a social organiza- 
tion centering in the churches and their min- 
isters. The more this corporate blessedness 
was subverted by Satan — acting through the 
Indians, the witches, and the internal con- 
flicts of the churches — the more passionately 
was it believed in and propagated. But not 
even such strenuous leaders as Increase and 
Cotton Mather could save the Christian so- 
ciety, and in the failure of Jonathan Edwards 
and the Great Awakening, the whole Calvin- 
istic structure was finally doomed. It was not 
disproved; it was merely abandoned. 

For a new age was coming on, with new be- 
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liefs and interests, almost the opposite of those 
of the Puritans. A rising secular spirit de- 
cided that man is not an exile, but lives in 
perhaps the best of all possible worlds, and 
that man himself is not inherently evil but 
good by nature. Yet today, in the mid- 
twentieth century, as Miller and Johnson 
venture to conclude, ‘Sve are terribly aware 
once more, thanks to the revelation of psy- 
chologists and the events of recent political 
history, that men are not perfect or essentially 
good. The Puritan description of them, we 
have been reluctantly compelled to admit, is 
closer to what we have witnessed than the 
description given in Jeffersonian democracy 
or in transcendentalism.” 

Instead of belaboring the Puritans for their 
shortcomings, which were as real as our own 
are, it may be more profitable to acknowledge 
our debt to them. Together with other re- 
ligious groups, they assured the development 
of America as a Christian nation, established 
a tradition of reverence and high purposes 
and moral integrity which survives to this 
day despite the decay of formal creeds. They 
passed on the torch of classical learning to the 
neo-classical age of the colonies and the young 
republic, to transcendentalism and the ro- 
mantic period generally, a heritage still a 
force in American culture. And the Puritans, 
almost despite themselves, co-operated with 
the forces that developed the United States as 

John Smith (1580-1631) 


a democracy. As H. S. Commager has said, 
commenting on R. B. Perry’s work Puritanism 
and Democracy (1944): 

What have Puritanism and democracy in com- 
mon? Both respect the individual, “irrespective of 
his place in any ecclesiastical, political, social or 
other institution.” Both recognize the ultimate 
authority of reason and, conversely, refuse to 
recognize as ultimate authority mere temporal 
rulers — kings, parliaments, armies. Both respect 
the dignity of man. Both are equalitarian and 
leveling, for to the Puritan salvation was dependent 
on merit or grace, not on wealth or class or talents, 
and to the democrat equality was part of common 
humanity. Both accepted the principle of con- 
tract or covenant as basic to religion and govern- 
ment, and to a large extent our constitutional 
government is derived from, and rests upon, this 
compact principle. Both emphasize the impor- 
tance of education that men might attain to truth 
— spiritual or political. Both, finally, gave their 
allegiance to ideas or principles rather than to 
men or institutions, and both instinctively resisted 
the arrogant pretensions of tyrants. 

TOPICAL OUTLINE 

In this section of the text, the chronological 
order of the authors can also serve, with slight 
exceptions, as an order for topical study: 

I. The Puritan Commonwealth. Bradford, 
Morton, Ward, Williams, Mather. 

II. Puritan Poetry. Bradstreet, Wigglesworth, 
Taylor, Mather (Poetry and Style). 

III. Colonial Life, North and South. Smith, 
the Winthrops, Ward, Sewall, Knight, 
Byrd. 

IV. An Eighteenth-Century Calvinist. Edwards. 


The literary history of America begins, not with a Puritan, but with a soldier of 
fortune, a romantic adventurer of the age of Elizabeth. “He was perhaps the last 
professional knight-errant that the world saw,” says Tyler. For the story of his 
eventful career we are indebted mainly to his autobiography. The True Travels, 
Adventures, and Observations of Captaine John Smith, upon the “truth” of which serioiis 
doubts have been cast. According to his own account, he was bom in Lincolnshire, 
ran away at the age of fifteen, and arrived in Jamestown at the age of 27, already 
a seasoned adventurer. He played an important part in the early history of the 
colony. By trading with the Indians he saved the setdement from starvation. 
In 1608 he sent back to London the first English book written in America — 
A True Relation, etc., which was a hopeful account of the new colony, intended to 
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attract immigration thither. One other work of importance he wrote while in 
America: A Map of Virginia, with a Description of the Countrey, the Commodities, People, 
Government and Religion, which was published in London in 1612. In 1609 Smith 
returned to England and never again saw Virginia, though he spent many of his 
remaining years writing about it. He visited the shores of New England in 1613, 
and returned without the gold which he sought, but with material for several 
books more on the new world. His most important later publications were The 
Generali Historie of Virginia, New~England, and the Summer Isles, 1624, and his auto- 
biography in 1630. The following year he died in London. 

The best edition of Smith’s writings is A. G. Bradley’s, 1910. C. D. Warner, 1881, 
A. G. Bradley, 1905, and J. G. Fletcher, 1928, have written his life. For a full 
account of Smith’s and other early Southern writing, see M. C. Tyler’s History of 
American Literature^ 16(17-1676, vol. I, chs. 2, 3, 4. 


From A Map of Virginia 

(1612) 

[The Indians] 

The land is not populous, for the men be 
fewe; their far greater number is of women 
and children. Within 60 miles of James 
Towne there are about some 5000 people, but 
of able men fit for their warres scarse 1500. 
To nourish so many together they have yet 
no means, because they make so smal a bene- 
fit of their land, be it never so fertill. 

6 or 700 have beene the most hath beene 
seene together, when they gathered them- 
selves to have surprised Captaine Smyth at 
Pamaunke, having but 15 to withstand the 
worst of their furie. As small as the propor- 
tion of ground that hath yet beene dis- 
covered, is in comparison of that yet un- 
knowne. The people differ very much in 
stature, especially in language, as before is 
expressed. 

Some being very great as the Sesquesa- 
hamocks, others very little as the Wighcocomo- 
coes: but generally tall and straight, of a 
comely proportion, and of a colour browne 
when they are of any age, but they are borne 
white. Their haire is generally black; but 
few have any beards. The men weare halfe 
their heads shaven, the other halfe long. 
For Barbers they use their women, who with 
2 shels will grate away the haire, of any 
fashion they please. The women are cut in 
many fashions agreeable to their yeares, but 
ever some part remaineth long. 

They are very strong, of an able body and 


full of agilitie, able to endure to lie in the 
woods under a tree by the fire, in the worst of 
winter, or in the weedes and grasse, in Am- 
huscado in the Sommer. They are inconstant 
in everie thing, but what feare constraineth 
them to keepe. Craftie, timerous, quicke of 
apprehension and very ingenuous. Some are 
of disposition fearefull, some bold, most 
cautelous, all Savage. Generally covetous of 
copper, beads, and such like trash. They 
are soone moved to anger, and so malitious, 
that they seldome forget an injury: they 
seldome steale one from another, least their 
conjurers should reveale it, and so they be 
pursued and punished. That they are thus 
feared is certaine, but that any can reveale 
their offences by conjuration I am doubtfull. 
Their women are carefull not to bee suspected 
of dishonesty without the leave of their hus- 
bands. Each houshold knoweth their owne 
lands and gardens, and most live of their 
owne labours. 

For their apparell, they are some time 
covered with the skinnes of wilde beasts, 
which in winter are dressed with the haire, 
but in summer without. The better sort use 
large mantels of deare skins not much differ- 
ing in fashion from the Irish mantels. Some 
imbrodered with white beads, some with cop- 
per, other painted after their manner. But 
the common sort have scarce to cover their 
nakednesse but with grasse, the leaves of 
trees, or such like. We have seen some use 
mantels made of Turky feathers, so prettily 
wrought and woven with threeds that no- 
thing could bee discerned but the feathers, 
that was exceeding warme and very hand- 
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some. But the women are alwaies covered 
about their midles \vith a skin and very 
shamefast to be seene bare. They adome 
themselves most with copper beads and 
paintings. Their women some have their 
legs, hands, brests and face cunningly im- 
brodered with diverse workes, as beasts, ser- 
pentes, artificially wrought into their flesh 
with blacke spots. In each eare commonly 
they have 3 great holes, whereat they hange 
chaines, bracelets, or copper. Some of their 
men weare in those holes, a smal greene and 
yellow coloured snake, neare halfe a yard in 
length, which crawling and lapping her selfe 
about his necke often times familiarly would 
kiss his lips. Others wear a dead Rat tied 
by the tail. Some on their heads weare the 
wing of a bird, or some large feather with a 
Rattell. Those Rattels are somewhat like 
the chape of a Rapier but lesse, which they 
take from the taile of a snake. Many have 
the whole skinne of a hawke or some strange 
fowle, stuffed with the wings abroad. 
Others a broad peece of copper, and some the 
hand of their enemy dryed. Their heads and 
shoulders are painted red with the roote 
Pocone braied to powder mixed with oyle, 
this they hold in somer to preserve them from 
the heate, and in winter from the cold. 
Many other formes of paintings they use, but 
he is the most gallant that is the most mon- 
strous to behould. 

Their buildings and habitations are for the 
most part by the rivers or not farre distant 
from some fresh spring. Their houses are 
built like our Arbors of small young springs 
bowed and tyed, and so close covered with 
mats, or the barkes of trees very handsomely, 
that notwithstanding either winde, raine or 
weather, they are as warme as stooves, but 
very smoaky, yet at the toppe of the house 
there is a hole made for the smoake to goe 
into right over the fire. Against the fire they 
lie on little hurdles of Reedes covered with a 
mat, borne from the ground a foote and more 
by a hurdle of wood. On these round about 
the house they lie heads and points one by 
thother against the fire, some covered with 
mats, some with skins, and some Starke naked 
lie on the ground, from 6 to 20 in a house, i 
Their houses are in the midst of their fields or 
gardens which are smal plots of ground, some 


20, some 40. some 100. some 200. some more, 
some lesse; some times from 2 to 100 of those 
houses togither, or but a little separated by 
groves of trees. Neare their habitations i& 
5 little small wood or old trees on the ground, 
by reason of their burning of them for fire. 
So that a man may gallop a horse amongst 
these woods any waie, but where the creekes 
or Rivers shall hinder. 

[o Men, women and children have their sev- 
erall names according to the severall humor 
of their Parents. Their women (they say) 
are easilie delivered of childe, yet doe they 
love children verie dearly. To make them 
5 hardy, in the coldest mornings they wash 
them in the rivers and by painting and oint- 
ments so tanne their skins, that after a year 
or two, no weather will hurt them. 

The men bestowe their times in fishing, 
o hunting, wars and such manlike exercises, 
scorning to be seene in any woman like exer- 
cise, which is the cause that the women be 
verie painefull and the men often idle. The 
women and children do the rest of the worke. 

5 They make mats, baskets, pots, morters, 
pound their come, make their bread, prepare 
their victuals, plant their come, gather their 
come, beare al kind of burdens, and such 
like. 

0 Their fire they kindle presently by chafing 
a dry pointed sticke in a hole of a little square 
peece of wood, that firing it selfe, will so fire 
mosse, leaves, or anie such like drie thing, 
that will quickly burne. 

5 In March and Aprill they live much upon 
their fishing weares, and feed on fish, Turkies 
and squirrels. In May and June they plant 
their fieldes and live most of Acornes, wal- 
nuts, and fish. But to mend their diet, some 
D disperse themselves in small companies and 
live upon fish, beasts, crabs, oysters, land 
Torteyses, strawberries, mulberries, and such 
like. In June, Julie, and August they feed 
upon the rootes of Tocknough berries, fish 
5 and greene wheat. It is strange to see how 
their bodies alter with their diet, f /en as 
the deare and wilde beastes they seemc fat 
and leane, strong and weak. Powhatan their 
great king and some others that are provi- 
) dent, rost their fish and flesh upon hurdles ai 
before is expressed, and keepe it till scarce 
times. 
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For fishing and hunting and warres they 
use much their bow and arrowes. They 
bring their bowes to the forme of ours by the 
scraping of a shell. Their arrowes are made, 
some of straight young sprigs which they 
head with bone some 2 or 3 inches long. 
These they use to shoot at squirrels on trees. 
An other sort of arrowes they use made of 
reeds. These are peeced with wood, headed 
with splinters of christall or some sharpe 
stone, the spurres of a Turkey, or the bill of 
some bird. For his knife he hath the splinter 
of a reed to cut his feathers in forme. With 
this knife also, he will joint a Deare or any 
beast, shape his shooes, buskins, mantels, &c. 
To make the noch of his arrow hee hath the 
tooth of a Bever, set in a sticke, wherewith 
he grateth it by degrees. His arrow head he 
quickly maketh with a little bone, which he 
ever weareth at his bracer, of any splint of a 
stone, or glasse in the forme of a hart; and 
these they glew to the end of their arrowes. 
With the sinewes of Deare, and the tops of 
Deares homes boiled to a jelly, they make 
a glew that will not dissolve in cold water. 
For their wars also they use Targets that 
are round and made of the barkes of trees, 
and a sworde of wood at their backs, but 
oftentimes they use for swords the home of 
a Deare put through a peece of wood in forme 
of a Pickaxe. Some, a long stone sharpned 
at both ends used in the same manner. 
This they were wont to use also for hatchets, 
but now by trucking they have plenty of the 
same forme of yron. And those are their 
chiefe instmments and armes. 

Their fishing is much in Boats. These 
they make of one tree by bowing and scratch- 
ing away the coles with stons and shels till 
they have made it in forme of a Trough. 
Some of them are an elne deepe, and 40 or 50 
foot in length, and some will beare 40 men, 
but the most ordinary are smaller and will 
beare 10, 20, or 30, according to their bignes. 
Insteed of oares, they use paddles and sticks 
with which they will row faster then our 
Barges. 

Betwixt their hands and thighes, their 
women use to spin the barks of trees, deare 
sinews, or a kind of grasse they call Pem- 
menaw; of these they make a thred very even 
and readily. This thred serveth for many 


uses, as about their housing, apparell, as also 
they make nets for fishing, for the quantity as 
formally braded as ours. They make also 
with it lines for angles. Their hookes are 
5 either a bone grated as they nock their 
arrows, in the forme of a crooked pinne or 
fishhook, or of the splinter of a bone tied to 
the clift of a litle stick, and with the ende of 
the line, they tie on the bate. They use also 
lo long arrowes tyed in a line wherewith they 
shoote at fish in the rivers. But they of 
Accawmack use staves like unto Javelins 
headed with bone. With these they dart 
fish swimming in the water. They have also 
15 many artificial! weares in which they get 
abundance of fish. 

In their hunting and fishing they take ex- 
treame paines; yet it being their ordinary 
exercise from their infancy, they esteeme it a 
20 pleasure and are very proud to be expert 
therin. And by their continuall ranging, 
and travel, they know all the advantages and 
places most frequented with Deare, Beasts, 
Fish, Foule, Rootes, and Berries. At their 
25 huntings they leave their habitations, and 
reduce themselves into companies, as the 
Tartars doe, and goe to the most desert 
places with their families, where they spend 
their time in hunting and fowling up towards 
30 the mountaines, by the heads of their rivers, 
where there is plentie of game. For betwixt 
the rivers, the grounds are so narrowe, that 
little commeth there which they devoure not. 
It is a marvel they can so directly passe these 
35 deserts, some 3 or 4 daies journey without 
habitation. Their hunting houses are like 
unto Arbours covered with mats. These 
their v/omen beare after them, with Come, 
Acornes, Morters, and all bag and baggage 
40 they use. When they come to the place of 
exercise, every man doth his best to shew his 
dexteritie, for by their excelling in those 
quallities, they get their wives. Forty yards 
will they shoot lev^ell, or very neare the mark, 
45 and 120 is their best at Random. At their 
huntings in the deserts they are commonly 
2 or 300 together. Having found the Deare, 
they environ them with many fires, and be- 
twixt the fires they place themselves. And 
50 seme take their stands in the midst. The 
Deare being thus feared by the fires and their 
voices, they chace them so long within that 
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circle, that many times they kill 6, 8, 10, or 
1 5 at a hunting They use also to drive them 
into some narrowe point of land, when they 
find that advantage; and so force them into 
the river, where with their boats they have 
Ambuscadoes to kill them. When they have 
shot a Deare by land, they follow him like 
blood hounds by the blood and straine, and 
oftentimes so take them. Hares, Pattridges, 
Turkies, or Egges, fat or leane, young or old, 
they devoure all they can catch in their power. 

In one of these huntings, they found Cap- 
taine Smith in the disco verie of the head of 
the river of Chickahamania^ where they slew 
his men, and tooke him prisoner in a Bog- 
mire; where he saw those exercises, and 
gathered these observations. 


One Savage hunting alone, useth the 
skinne of a Deare slit on the one side, and so 
put on his arme, through the neck, so that his 
hand comes to the head which is stuffed; and 
the homes, head, eies, eares, and every part 
as arteficially counterfeited as they can de- 
vise. Thus shrowding his body in the skinne, 
by stalking he approacheth the Deare, creep- 
ing on the ground from one tree to another. 
If the Deare chance to find fault, or stande at 
gaze, hee turneth the head with his hand to 
his best advantage to seeme like a Deare, also 
gazing and licking himselfe. So watching his 
best advantage to approach, having shot 
him, hee chaseth him by his blood and straine 
till he get him. 


William Bradford (i590?-i657) 


Born in Austerfield, Yorkshire, William Bradford was brought up to be a farmer. 
In 1606, notwithstanding family opposition, he became a separatist, and three 
years later, the year after Milton’s birth, we find him in Holland urging a migra- 
tion to Virginia. He was on the Mayflower^ and was one of the chosen company of 
twenty who sailed over Cape Cod Harbor in a shallop, had the first encounter 
with the Indians, and landed (traditionally on the rock) in Plymouth. 

When John Carver died, less than a year after the settlement, Bradford was chosen 
to succeed him as governor of Plymouth. He was thirty times re-elected to this 
position, in which he distinguished himself by skillful manipulation of Indian affairs, 
stern government, and “inspired leadership amid hardships.” “Surely his energy 
must have been vast,” said Usher in The Pilgrims, 1918, “his discretion remarkable, 
his ability commanding, or those stem and uncompromising men and women 
would scarcely have permitted him to regulate their affairs so long.” 

Bradford’s most important work is the history of Plymouth Plantation from 1620 
to 1 647, which existed in manuscript for two centuries and was lost sight of altogether 
for more than half that time until it was discovered in 1855 in the library of the 
Bishop of London. The manuscript has since been presented to the Common- 
wealth of Massachusetts. 

With this work, the history of early Plymouth literature, for all practical purposes, 
begins and ends. William Bradford had the largest library in Plymouth except 
elder Brewster’s. The simplicity and grace of his literary style show that he found 
time from his many duties to read extensively in it. In the opinion of K. B. Mur- 
dock {The Reinterpretation oj American Literature, p. 107), “no later historian has ever 
told the story of the Pilgrims with as much emotional effect as William Bradford. 
Perhaps he was merely lucky; but the good luck which clothes a great experience 
in memorable words is after all one of the things we mean by art. It is the very 
discipline and stark simplicity of Bradford’s best pages which make them thrilling.” 
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The best edition of the History is that published by the Massachusetts Historical 
Society with notes by W. G. Ford. V. Paget has turned the history into modem 
prose, 1909. For a good account of Bradford see the article by S. E. Morison in the 
DAB or Tyler’s History of American Literature, 160(7-1676, ch. 6 . An article on 
“Conscious Art in Bradford’s History of Plymouth Plantation,''^ by E. F. Bradford, 
may be found in the New England Quarterly, April, 1928. 


From Of Plimoth Plantation 

{1630-50) 

The larger part of this work — the long second 
Book — is a narration of the fortunes of the colony 
in the form of annals. The first Book sketches the 
background of the experiment: the flight from 
England to Holland, the settlement at Leyden 
(1609-1620), the reasons and arrangements for the 
settlement in New England, and the voyage across 
the Atlantic. Bradford makes it plain (Book I, 
ch. 4) that the motives that animated the Puritans 
in their migration to America were largely pru- 
dential; he mentions the hardships of life in Hol- 
land, the danger that the exiles would be scattered, 
the difficulties in bringing up the children, and 
lastly, “and which was not least,” the hope of 
“laying some good foundation ... for the propa- 
gating and advancing the gospell of the kingdom of 
Christ in those remote parts of the world.” 

{The Compact\ 

I shall * * * begine with a combination 
made by them before they came ashore, being 
the first foundation of their govermente in 
this place; occasioned partly by the discon- 
tented and mutinous speeches that some of 
the strangers amongst them had let fall from 
them in the ship — That when they came a 
shore they would use their owne libertie; for 
none had power to command them, the pa- 
tente they had being for Virginia, and not for 
New-england, which belonged to an other 
Government, with which the Virginia Com- 
pany had nothing to doe. And partly that 
shuch an acte by them done (this their 
condition considered) might be as firme 
as any patent, and in some respects more 
sure. 

The forme was as followeth. 

In the name of God, Amen. We whose names 
are underwriten, the loyall subjects of our dread 
soveraigne Lord, King James, by the grace of 
God, of Great Britaine, Franc, & Ireland king, 
defender of the faith, &c., haveing undertaken, 
for the glorie of God, and advancemente of the 


Christian faith, and honour of our king & countrie, 
a voyage to plant the first colonie in the Northerne 
parts of Virginia, doe by these presents solemnly 
& mutualy in the presence of God, and one of 
5 another, covenant & combine our selves togeather 
into a civill body politick, for our better ordering 
& preservation & furtherance of the ends afore- 
said; and by vertue hearof to enacte, eonstitute, 
and frame such just & equall lawes, ordinances, 
10 acts, constitutions, & offices, from time to time, as 
shall be thought most meete & convenient for 
the generall good of the Colonie, unto which we 
promise all due submission and obedience. In 
witnes whereof we have hereunder subscribed our 
15 names at Cap-Codd the 11. of November, in the 
year of the raigne of our soveraigne lord, King 
James, of England, France, & Ireland the eight- 
eenth, and of Scotland the fiftie fourth. An°: 
Dom. 1620. 

20 

[The Landing] 

Being thus arived in a good harbor and 
25 brought safe to land, they fell upon their 
knees and blessed the God of heaven, who 
had brought them over the vast and furious 
ocean, and delivered them from all the periles 
and miseries thereof, againe to set their feete 
30 on the firme and stable earth, their proper 
elemente. And no marvell if they were thus 
joyefull, seeing wise Seneca was so affected 
with sailing a few miles on the coast of his 
owne Italy; as he affirmed, that he had 
35 rather remaine twentie years on his way by 
land, then pass by sea to any place in a short 
time; so tedious and dreadfull was the same 
unto him. 

But hear I cannot but stay and make a 
40 pause, and stand half amased at this poore 
peoples presente condition; and so I thinke 
will the reader too, when he well considers the 
same. Being thus passed the vast ocean, and 
a sea of troubles before in their preparation 
45 (as may be remembred by that which wente 
before), they had now no freinds to Wellcome 
them, nor inns to entertaine or refresh their 
weatherbeaten bodys, no houses or much less 
townes to repaire too, to seeke for succoure. 
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It is recorded in scripture as a mercie to the 
apostle and his shipwraked company, that 
the barbarians shewed them no smale kind- 
nes in refreshing them, but these savage 
barbarians, when they mette with them (as 
after will appeare) were readier to fill their 
sids full of arrows then otherwise. And for 
the season it was winter, and they that know 
the winters of that cuntrie know them to be 
sharp and violent, and subjecte to cruell and 
feirce stormes, deangerous to travill to known 
places, much more to serch an unknown 
coast. Besids, what could they see but a 
hidious and desolate wildernes, full of wild 
beasts and willd men? and what multituds 
ther might be of them they knew not. 
Nether could they, as it were, goe up to the 
tope of Pisgah, to vew from this willdernes a 
more goodly cuntrie to feed their hops; for 
which way soever they turnd their eys (save 
upward to the heavens) they could have litle 
solace or content in respecte of any outward 
objects. For summer being done, all things 
stand upon them with a wetherbeaten face; 
and the whole countrie, full of woods and 
thickets, represented a wild and savage heiw. 
If they looked behind them, ther was the 
mighty ocean which they had passed, and 
was now as a maine barr and goulfe to 
seperate them from all the civill parts of the 
world. If it be said they had a ship to sucour 
them, it is trew; but what heard they daly 
from the master and company? but that 
with speede they should looke out a place 
with their shallop, wher they would be at 
some near distance; for the season was shuch 
as he would not stirr from thence till a safe 
harbor was discovered by them wher they 
would be, and he might goe without danger; 
and that victells consumed apace, but he 
must and would keepe sufficient for them 
selves and their returne. Yea, it was mut- 
tered by some, that if they gott not a place in 
time, they would tume them and their goods 
ashore and leave them. Let it also be con- 
sidred what weake hopes of supply and suc- 
coure they left behinde them, that might bear 
up their minds in this sade condition and 
trialls they were under; and they could not 
but be very smale. It is true, indeed, the 
affections and love of their brethren at 
Leyden was cordiall and entire towards them. 


but they had litle power to help them, or 
them selves; and how the case stode be- 
tweene them and the marchants at their com- 
ing away, hath allrcady been declared. 
5 What could now sustaine them but the spirite 
of God and his grace? May not and ought 
not the children of these fathers rightly say: 
Our Jaithers were Englishmen which came over 
this great ocean, and were ready to perish in 
lo this willdernes; but they cried unto the Lord, 
and he heard their voyce, and looked on their 
adversitie, etc. Let them therfore praise the 
Lord, because he is good, and his mercies endure 
jor ever. Tea, let them which have been redeemed 
15 of the Lord shew how he hath delivered them from 
the hand of the oppressour. When they wandered 
in the deserte willdernes out of the way, and found 
no citie to dwell in, both hungrie, and thirstie, 
their sowle was overwhelmed in them. Let them 
20 confess before the Lord his loving kindnes, and his 
wonderfull works before the sons of men. 

[An Habitation] 

25 The month of November being spente in 
these affairs, and much foule weather falling 
in, the 6. of Desemr: they sente out their 
shallop againe with 10. of their principall 
men, and some sea men, upon further dis- 
30 covery, intending to circulate that deepe bay 
of Cap-codd. The weather was very could, 
and it frose so hard as the sprea of the sea 
lighting on their coats, they were as if they 
had been glased; yet that night betimes they 
35 gott downe into the botome of the bay, and 
as they drue nere the shore they saw some 
10. or 12. Indeans very busie aboute some 
thing. They landed aboute a league or 2. 
from them, and had much a doe to put a 
40 shore any wher, it lay so full of flats. Being 
landed, it grew late, and they made them 
selves a barricade with loggs and bowes as 
well as they could in the time, and set out 
their sentenill and betooke them to rest, and 
45 saw the smoake of the fire the savage? made 
that night. When morning was come they 
devided their company, some to coaste along 
the shore in the boate, and the rest marched 
throw the woods to see the land, if any fit 
so place might be for their dwelling. They 
came allso to the place wher they saw the 
Indans the night before, and foimd they had 
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been cuting up a great fish like a grampus, in, and cried. Men, Indeans, Indeans , 

being some 2. inches thike of fate like a hogg, and withall, their arowes came flying amongst 

some peeces wher of they had left by the them. Their men rane with aU speed to 

way; and the shallop found 2. more of these recover their armes, as by the good provi- 

fishes dead on the sands, a thing usuall after s dence of God they did. In the mean time, 
storms in that place, by reason of the great of those that were ther ready, tow muskets 

flats of sand that lye of. So they ranged up were discharged at them, and 2 . more stood 

and doune all that day, but found no people, ready in the enterance of ther randevoue, 

nor any pJace they liked. When the sune but were comanded not to shoote till they 
grue low, they hasted out of the woods to lo could take full aime at them: and the other 2. 
meete with their shallop, to whom they made charged againe with all speed, for there were 

signes to come to them into a creeke hardby, only 4 . had armes ther, and defended the 

the which they did at highwater; of which baricado which was first assalted. The 
they were very glad, for they had not seen crie of the Indeans was dreadfull, espetially 
each other all that day, since the morning. 15 when they saw ther men rune out of the 
So they made them a barricade (as usually randevoue towourds the shallop, to recover 

they did every night) with loggs, staks, and their armes, the Indeans wheeling aboute 

thike pine bowes, the height of a man, leaving upon them. But some running out with 

it open to leeward, partly to shelter them coats of malle on, and cutlasses in their 

from the could and wind (making their fire in 20 hands, they soone got their armes, and let 
the midle, and lying round aboute it), and flye amongs them, and quickly stopped their 
partly to defend them from any sudden violence. Yet ther was a lustie man, and 
assaults of the savags, if they should sur- no less valiante, stood behind a tree within 
round them. So being very weary, they be- halfe a musket shot, and let his arrows flie 

tooke them to rest. But aboute midnight, 25 at them. He was seen shoot 3 . arrowes, 

they heard a hideous and great crie, and their which were all avoyded. He stood 3 . shot of 

sentinell caled, “Arme, arme”; so they be- a musket, till one taking full aime at him, and 

stired them and stood to their armes, and made the barke or splinters of the tree fly 

shote of a cupple of moskets, and then the about his ears, after which he gave an ex- 

noys seased. They concluded it was a com- 30 traordinary shrike, and away they wente all 
panic of wolves, or such like willd beasts; for of them. They left some to keep the shalop, 
one of the sea men tould them he had often and followed them aboute a quarter of a 
heard shuch a noyse in New-found land. So mille, and shouted once or twise, and shot of 
they rested till about 5 . of the clock in the 2 . or 3 . peces, and so returned. This they 
morning; for the tide, and ther purposs to 35 did, that they might conceive that they were 
goe from thence, made them be stiring be- not affrade of them or any way discouraged, 
times. So after praier they prepared for Thus it pleased God to vanquish their 
breakfast, and it being day dawning, it was enimies, and give them deliverance; and by 
thought best to be carring things downe to his spetiall providence so to dispose that not 
the boate. But some said it was not best to 40 any one of them were either hurte, or hitt, 
carrie the armes downe, others said they though their arrows came close by them, and 

would be the readier, for they had laped them on every side them, and sundry of their coats, 

up in their coats from the dew. But some which hunge up in the barricado, were shot 

3. or 4. would not cary theirs till they wente throw and throw. Aterwards they gave 

them selves, yet as it fell out, the water being 45 God sollamne thanks and praise for their de- 
not high enough, they layed them downe liverance, and gathered up a bundle of their 
on the banke side, and came up to breakfast. arrows, and sente them into England after- 
But presently, all on the sudain, they heard ward by the master of the ship, and called 

a great and strange crie, which they knew that place the first encounter. From hence 

to be the same voyces they heard in the night, 50 they departed, and costed all along, but dis- 
though they varied their notes, and one of cemed no place likly for harbor; and therfore 
their company being abroad came runing hasted to a place that their pillote, (one Mr. 
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Coppin who had bine in the cuntrie before) 
did assure them was a good harbor, which he 
had been in, and they might fetch it before 
night; of which they were glad, for it begane 
to be foule weather. After some houres sail- i 
ing, it begane to snow and raine, and about 
the midle of the afternoone, the wind in- 
creased, and the sea became very rough, and 
they broake their rudder, and it was as much 
as 21 men could doe to steere her with a i 
cupple of oares. But their pillott bad them 
be of good cheere, for he saw the harbor; but 
the storme increasing, and night drawing on, 
they bore what saile they could to gett in, 
while they could see. But herwith they i 
broake their mast in 3. peeces, and their saill 
fell over bord, in a very grown sea, so as they 
had like to have been cast away; yet by 
Gods mercie they recovered them selv’^es, and 
having the floud with them, struck into the 21 
harbore. But when it came too, the pillott 
was deceived in the place, and said, the Lord 
be mercifull unto them, for his eys never saw 
that place before; and he and the master 
mate would have rune her ashore, in a cove 25 
full of breakers, before the winde. But a 
lusty seaman which steered, bad those which 
rowed, if they were men, about with her, or 
ells they were all cast away; the which they 
did with speed. So he bid them be of good 30 
cheere and row lustly, for ther was a faire 
sound before them, and he doubted not but 
they should find one place or other wher they 
might ride in saftie. And though it weis 
very darke, and rained sore, yet in the end 35 
they gott under the lee of a smalle iland, and 
remained ther all that night in saftie. But 
they knew not this to be an iland till morning, 
but were devided in their minds; some would 
keepe the boate for fear they might be 40 
amongst the Indians; others were so weake 
and could, they could not endure, but got 
a shore, and with much adoe got fire, (all 
things being so wett,) and the rest were glad 
to come to them; for after midnight the 45 
wind shifted to the north-west, and it frose 
hard. But though this had been a day and 
night of much trouble and danger unto them, 
yet God gave them a morning of comforte 
and refreshing (as usually he doth to his 50 
children), for the next day was a faire sun- 
shining day, and they found them sellvs 


to be on an iland secure from the Indeans, 
wher they might drie their stufe, fixe their 
peeces, and rest them selves, and gave God 
thanks for his mercies, in their manifould 
; deliverances. And this being the last day of 
the weeke, they prepared ther to keepe the 
Sabath. On Munday they sounded the 
harbor, and founde it fitt for shipping; and 
marched into the land, and found diverse 
o cornfeilds, and litle runing brooks, a place (as 
they supposed) fitt for situation; at least it 
was the best they could find, and the season, 
and their presente necessitie, made them glad 
to accepte of it. So they returned to their 
s shipp againe with this news to the rest of 
their people, which did much comforte their 
harts. 

On the 15. of Desemr: they wayed anchor 
to goe to the place they had discovered, and 
came within 2. leagues of it, but were faine to 
bear up againe; but the 16. day the winde 
came faire, and they arrived safe in this 
harbor. And after wards tooke better view 
of the place, and resolved wher to pitch their 
dwelling; and the 25. day begane to erecte 
the first house for commone use to receive 
them and their goods. 

[Hardship] 

In these hard and difficulte beginings they 
found some discontents and murmurings 
arise amongst some, and mutinous speeches 
and carriags in other; but they were soone 
quelled and overcome by the wisdome, 
patience, and just and equall carrage of 
things by the Govr. and better part, which 
clave faithfully togeather in the maine. But 
that which was most sadd and lamentable 
was, that in 2. or 3. moneths time halfe of 
their company dyed, espetialy in Jan: and 
February, being the depth of winter, and 
wanting houses and other comforts; being 
infected with the scurvie and other diseases, 
which this long vioage and their inacoriodate 
condition had brought upon them; so as 
ther dyed some times 2. or 3. of a day, in the 
foresaid time; that of 100. and odd persons 
scarce 50. remained. And of these in the 
time of most distres ther was but 6. or 7. 
sound persons; who, to their great comen- 
dations be it spoken, spaired no pzdns, night 
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nor day, but with abundance of toyle and 
hazard of their owne health, fetched them 
woode, made them fires, drest them meat, 
made their beads, washed their lothsome 
cloaths, cloathed and uncloathed them; in 
a word did all the homly and necessarie 
offices for them, which dainty and quesie 
stomachs cannot endure to hear named; 
and all this willingly and cherfully, without 
any grudging in the least, shewing herein 
their true love unto their freinds and breth- 
eren. A rare example and worthy to be 
remembred. Two of these 7. were Mr. 
William Brewster ther reverend Elder, and 
Myles Standish ther Captein and military 
comander, unto whom my selfe, and many 
others were much beholden in our low and 
sicke condition. And yet the Lord so upheld 
these persons, as in this generall calamity 
they were not at all infected either with sick- 
nes, or lamnes. And what I have said of 
these, I may say of many others who dyed in 
this generall vissitation, and others yet liv- 
ing, that whilst they had health, yea, or any 
strength continuing, they were not wanting 
to any that had need of them. And I doute 
not but their recompence is with the Lord. 

But I may not hear pass by an other re- 
markable passage not to be forgotten. As 
this calamitie fell among the passengers that 
were to be left here to plant, and were hasted 
a shore and made to drinke water, that the 
sea-men might have the more bear, and one ^ 
in his sicknes desiring but a small cann of 
beere, it was answered, that if he were their 
owne father he should have none; the disease 
begane to fall amongst them also, So as all- 
most halfe of their company dyed before they 
went away, and many of their officers and 
lustyest men, as the boatson, gunner, 3. 
quarter-maisters, the cooke, and others. At 
which the master was something strucken 
and sent to the sick a shore and tould the 
Govr. he should send for beer for them that 
had need of it, though he drunke water horn- 
ward bound. But now amongst his company 
ther was farr another kind of carriage in this 
miserie then amongst the passengers; for 
they that before had been boone companions 
in drinking and joyllity in the time of their 
health and wellfare, begane now to deserte 

^ Which was this author himself. [Author’s note.] 


one another in this calamitie, saing they 
would not hasard ther lives for them, they 
should be infected by coming to help them in 
their cabins, and so, after they came to dye 
by it, would doe litle or nothing for them, but 
if they dyed let them dye. But shuch of the 
passengers as were yet abord shewed them 
what mercy they could, which made some of 
their harts relente, as the boatson (and some 
others), who was a prowd yonge man, and 
would often curse and scofe at the pas- 
sengers; but when he grew weak, they had 
compassion on him and helped him; then 
confessed he did not deserve it at their hands, 
he had abused them in word and deed. O ! 
saith he, you, I now see, shew your love like 
Christians indeed one to another, but we let 
one another lye and dye like doggs. Another 
lay cursing his wife, saing if it had not ben for 
her he had never come this unlucky viage, 
and anone cursing his felows, saing he had 
done this and that, for some of them, he had 
spente so much, and so much, amongst them, 
and they were now weary of him, and did not 
help him, having need. Another gave his 
companion all he had, if he died, to help him 
in his weaknes; he went and got a litle spise 
and made him a mess of meat once or twise, 
and because he dyed not so soone as he 
expected, he went amongst his fellows, and 
swore the rogue would cousen him, he would 
see him choaked before he made him any 
more meate; and yet the pore fellow dyed 
before morning. 

All this while the Indians came skulking 
about them, and would sometimes show them 
selves aloofe of, but when any aproached near 
them, they would rune away. And once 
they stoale away their tools wher they had 
been at worke, and were gone to diner. But 
about the 16. of March a certaine Indian 
came bouldly amongst them, and spoke to 
them in broken English, which they could 
well understand, but marvelled at it. At 
length they understood by discourse with 
him, that he was not of these parts, but be- 
longed to the eastrene parts wher some 
English-ships came to fhish, with whom he 
was aquainted, and could name sundrie of 
them by their names, amongst whom he had 
gott his language. He became proftable to 
them in aquainting them with many things 
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concerning the state of the cuntry in the east- 
parts wher he lived, which was afterwards 
profitable unto them; as also of the people 
hear, of their names, number and strength; 
of their situation and distance from this 
place, and who was cheefe amongst them. 
His name was Samaset; he tould them also 
of another Indian whos name was Squanto^ a 
native of this place, who had been in England 
and could speake better English then him 
selfe. Being, after some time of entertain- 
mente and gifts, dismist, a while after he 
came againe, and 5. more with him, and they 
brought againe all the tooles that were stolen 
away before, and made way for the coming of 
their great Sachem, called Massasoyt; who, 
about 4. or 5. days after, came with the cheefe 
of his freinds and other attendance, with 
the aforesaid Squanto. With whom, after 
frendly entertainment, and some gifts given 
him, they made a peace with him (which 
hath now continued this 24. years). 

[The Settlement at Merry Mouni\ 

Aboute some 3. or 4. years before this time, 
ther came over one Captaine Wolastone, (a 
man of pretie parts,) and with him 3. or 4. 
more of some eminencie, who brought with 
them a great many servants, with provis- 
sions & other implments for to begine a 
plantation; and pitched them selves in a 
place within the Massachusets, which they 
called, after their Captains name, Mount- 
Wollaston. Amongst whom was one Mr. 
Morton, who, it should seeme, had some 
small adventure (of his owne or other mens) 
amongst them; but had litle respecte amongst 
them, and was sleghted by the meanest 
servants. Haveing continued ther some . 
time, and not finding things to answer 
their expectations, nor profite to arise as 
they looked for, Captaine Wollaston takes a 
great part of the sarvents, and transports 
them to Virginia, wher he puts them of at . 
good rates, selling their time to other men; 
and writs back to one Mr. Rassdall, one of 
his cheefe partners, and accounted their 
marchant, to bring another parte of them to 
Verginia likewise, intending to put them of ' 
there as he had done the rest. And he, with 
the consente of the said Rasdall, appoynted 


one Fitcher to be his Livetenante, and gov- 
erne the remaines of the plantation, till he 
or Rasdall returned to take further order 
thereaboute. But this Morton abovesaid, 
5 haveing more craft then honestie, (who had 
been a kind of petiefogger, of Furnefells 
Inne,) in the others absence, watches an op- 
pertunitie, (commons being but hard amongst 
them,) and gott some strong drinck and 
) other junkats, & made them a feast; and 
after they were merie, he begane to tell 
them, he would give them good counsell. 
You see (saith he) that many of your fellows 
are carried to Virginia; and if you stay till 
; this Rasdall returne, you will also be carried 
away and sould for slaves with the rest. 
Therfore I would advise you to thrust out 
this Levetenant Fitcher; and I, having a 
parte in the plantation, will receive you as 
my partners and consociats; so may you be 
free from service, and we will converse, trad, 
plante, & live togeather as equalls, & sup- 
porte & protecte one another, or to like 
effecte. This counsell was easily received; 
so they tooke oppertunitie, and thrust Leve- 
tenante Fitcher out a dores, and would suffer 
him to come no more amongst them, but 
forct him to seeke bread to eate, and other 
releefe from his neigbours, till he could gett 
passages for England. After this they fell 
to great licenciousness, and led a dissolute 
life, powering out them selves into all pro- 
fanenes. And Morton became lord of mis- 
rule, and maintained (as it were) a schoole 
of Athisme. And after they had gott some 
good into their hands, and gott much by 
trading with the Indeans, they spent it as 
vainly, in quaffing & drinking both wine & 
strong waters in great exsess, and, as some 
reported 10£. worth in a morning. They 
allso set up a May-pole, drinking and danc- 
ing aboute it many days togeather, inviting 
the Indean women, for their consorts, danc- 
ing and frisking togither, (like so many 
fairies, or furies rather,) and worse practises. 
As if they had anew revived & celebrated the 
feasts of the Roman Goddes Flora, or the 
beasly practieses of the madd Bacchinalians. 
Morton likwise (to shew his poetrie) com- 
posed sundry rimes & verses, some tending 
to lasciviousnes, and others to the detrac- 
tion & scandall of some persons, which he 
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affixed to this idle or idoll May-polle. They 
chainged aliso the name of their place, and 
in stead of calling it Mounte Wollaston, they 
called it Meric-mounte, as if this joylity 
would have lasted ever. But this continued s 
not long, for after Morton was sent for Eng- 
land, (as follows to be declared,) shortly 
after came over that worthy gentlman, Mr. 
John Indecott, who brought over a patent 
under the broad seall, for the governmente lo 
of the Massachusets, who visiting those parts 
caused that May-polle to be cutt downe, and 
rebuked them for their profannes, and 
admonished them to looke ther should be 
better walking; so they now, or others, 15 
changed the name of their place againe, and 
called it Mounte-Dagon. 

Now to maintaine this riotous prodigallitie 
and profuse excess, Morton, thinking him 
selfe lawless, and hearing what gaine the 20 
French & fisher-men made by trading of 
peeces, powder, & shotte to the Indeans, he, 
as the head of this consortship, begane the 
practise of the same in these parts; and first 
he taught them how to use them, to charge, 25 
& discharg, and what proportion of powder 
to give the peece, according to the sise or 
bignes of the same; and what shotte to use 
for foule, and what for deare. And having 
thus instructed them, he imployed some of 30 
them to hunte & fowle for him, so as they 
became farr more active in that imploymente 
then any of the English, by reason of ther 
swiftnes of foote, & nimblnes of body, being 
also quick-sighted, and by continuall exer- 35 
cise well knowing the hants of all sorts of 
game. So as when they saw the execution 
that a peece would doe, and the benefite that 
might come by the same, they became madd, 
as it were, after them, and would not stick 40 
to give any prise they could attaine too for 
them; accounting their bowes & arrowes 
but babies in comparison of them. 

And here I may take occasion to bewaile 
the mischefe that this wicked man began 45 
in these parts, and which since base covetous- 
nes prevailing in men that should know bet- 
ter, has now at length gott the upper hand, 
and made this thing commone, notwithstand- 
ing any laws to the contrary; so as the 50 
Indeans are full of peeces all over, both foul- 
ing peeces, muskets, pistols, &c. They have 


also their moulds to make shotte, of all sorts, 
as muskett bulletts, pistoU bullets, swane & 
gose shote, & of smaler sorts; yea, some 
have seen them have their scruplats to make 
scrupins them selves, when they wante them, 
with sundery other implements, wherwith 
they are ordinarily better fited & furnished 
then the English them selves. Yea, it is 
well knowne that they will have powder & 
shot, when the English want it, nor cannot 
gett it; and that in time of warre or danger, 
as experience hath manifested, that when 
lead hath been scarce, and men for their 
owne defence would gladly have given a 
groat a li, which is dear enoughe, yet hath it 
bene bought up & sent to other places, and 
sould to shuch as trade it with the Indeans, 
at 12. pence the li.; and it is like they give 
3. or 4. s. the pound, for they will have it at 
any rate. And these things have been done 
in the same times, when some of their neigh- 
bours & freinds are daly killed by the 
Indeans, or are in deanger therof, and live 
but at the Indeans mercie. Yea, some (as 
they have aquainted them with all other 
things) have tould them how gunpowder is 
made, and all the materialls in it, and that 
they are to be had in their owne land; and 
I am confidente, could they attaine to make 
saltpeter, they would teach them to make 
powder. O, the hori bines of this vilanie! 
how many both Dutch & English have been 
lady slaine by those Indeans, thus furnished; 
and no remedie provided, nay, the evill more 
increased, and the blood of their brethren 
sould for gaine, as is to be feared; and in 
what danger all these colonies are in is too 
well known. Oh! that princes & parlements 
would take some timly order to prevente 
this mischeefe, and at length to suppress it, 
by some exemplerie punishmente upon some 
of these gaine thirstie murderers, (for they 
deserve no better title,) before their collonies 
in these parts be over throwne by these bar- 
barous savages, thus armed with their owne 
weapons, by these evill instruments, and 
tray tors to their neighbors and cun trie. But 
I have forgott my selfe, and have been to 
longe in this digression; but now to retume. 
This Morton having thus taught them the 
use of p)eeces, he sould them all he could 
spare; and he and his consorts detirmined 
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to send for many out of England, and had 
by some of the ships sente for above a score. 
The which being knowne, and his neighbours 
meeting the Indeans in the woods armed with 
guns in this sorte, it was a terrour unto them, 
who lived straglingly, and were of no strenght 
in any place. And other places (though 
more remote) saw this mischeefe would 
quicdy spread over all if not prevented. 
Besides, they saw they should keep no serv- 
ants, for Morton would entertaine any, 
how vile soever, and all the scume of the 
countrie, or any discontents, would flock to 
him from all places, if this nest was not 
broken; and they should stand in more fear 
of their lives & goods (in short time) from 
this wicked & deboste crue, then from the 
salvages them selves. 

So sundrie of the cheefe of the stragling 
plantations, meeting togither, agreed by 
mutuall consente to sollissite those of Plimoth 
(who were then of more strength then 
them all) to joyne with them, to prevente 
the further grouth of this mischeefe, and 
suppress Morton & his consortes before 
they grewe to further head and strength. 
Those that joyned in this acction (and after 
contributed to the charge of sending him for 
England) were from Pascataway, Namkeake, 
Winisimett, Weesagascusett, Natasco, and , 
other places wher any English were seated. 
Those of Plimoth being thus sought too by 
their messengers & letters, and waying both 
their reasons, and the commone danger, were 
willing to afford them their help; though ; 
them selves had least cause of fear or hurte. 
So, to be short, they first resolved joyntly to 
Write to him, and in a freindly & neigborly 
way to admonish him to forbear these 
courses, & sent a messenger with their letters / 
to bring his answer. But he was so highe 
as he scorned all advise, and asked who 
had to doe with him; he had and would 
trade peeces with the Indeans in dispite of 
all, with many other scurilous termes full of i 
disdaine. They sente to him a second time, 
and bad him be better advised, and more 
temperate in his termes, for the countrie 
could not beare the injure he did; it was 
against their comone saftie, and against the « 
king’s proclamation. He answerd in high 
terms as before, and that the kings proc- 


laimation was no law; demanding what 
penaltie was upon it. It was answered, 
more then he could bear, his majesties dis- 
pleasure. But insolendy he persisted, and 
5 said the king was dead and his displeasure 
with him, & many the like things; and 
threatened withall that if any came to molest 
him, let them looke to them selves, for he 
would prepare for them. Upon which they 
) saw ther was no way but to take him by 
force; and having so fair proceeded, now to 
give over would make him farr more hautie 
& insolente. So they mutually resolved to 
proceed, and obtained of the Govr. of 
; Plimoth to send Captaine Standish, & some 
other aide with him, to take Morton by 
force. The which accordingly was done; 
but they found him to stand stifly in his 
defence, having made fast his dors, armed his 
I consorts, set diverse dishes of powder & 
bullets ready on the table; and if they had 
not been over armed with drinke, more hurt 
might have been done. They sommaned 
him to yeeld, but he kept his house, and 
they could gett nothing but scofes & scorns 
from him; but at length, fearing they would 
doe some violence to the house, he and some 
of his crue came out, but not to yeeld, but 
to shoote; but they were so steeld with 
drinke as their peeces were to heavie for 
them; him selfe with a carbine (over charged 
& allmost halfe fild with powder & shote, as 
was after found) had thought to have shot 
Captaine Standish; but he stept to him, & 
put by his peece, & tooke him. Neither was 
ther any hurte done to any of either side, 
save that one was so drunke that he rane 
his owne nose upon the pointe of a sword 
that one held before him as he entred the 
house; but he lost but a litle of his hott 
blood. Morton they brought away» to 
Plimoth, wher he was kepte, till a ship went 
from the He of Shols for England, with which 
he was sente to the Counsell of New-England; 
and letters writen to give them information 
of his course & cariage; and also one was 
sent at their commone charge to informe 
their Honours more perticulerly, & to 
prosecute against him. But he foold of 
the messenger, after he was gone from hence, 
and though he wente for England, yet noth- 
ing was done to him, not so much as rebuktc. 
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for ought was heard; but returned the nexte 
year. Some of the worst of the company 
were disperst, and some of the more modest 


kepte the house till he should be heard from. 
But I have been too long aboute so unworthy 
a person, and bad a cause. 


Thomas Morton (?-i646) 


While Governor Bradford, Elder Brewster, and Captain Standish were about the 
serious business of building up a state in the New England, their attention was 
diverted and their tempers were riled by the actions of Thomas Morton, who 
had established a settlement on Mount Wollaston nearby, and whom they sus- 
pected of hedonistic practices and of furnishing liquor and powder to the Indians. 

Thomas Morton had been born in England probably sometime between 1575 and 
1590, had visited the new world in 1622, and had returned three years later, claiming 
to be the instrument of the Church of England in a crusade against Puritan in- 
tolerance. His religious duties were no handicap to his secular activities. He 
set up a maypole on Merry (Ma-re) Mount, and was probably guilty of some of 
the things with which his Plymouth neighbors charged him. In any case, the 
maypole was too much for the good citizens of Plymouth, and Captain Miles 
Standish marched against Merry Mount. The mount was taken (Bradford and 
Morton tell conflicting stories of the taking), and Morton was captured and de- 
ported to England. He returned twice thereafter to bait the colonists, and finally 
died, broken in spirit and fortune, at Agamenticus, Maine, in 1646. 

His one book, the New English Canaan, was published in Amsterdam in 1637. It 
is remarkable for a light humor which is lacking in the works of the more serious- 
minded colonists of his time. His story of the Merry Mount episode should be com- 
pared with that of Bradford, above, and with Hawthorne’s story “The Maypole 
of Merry Mount” (see pages 624-630). 

The New English Canaan was edited, 1883, by C. F. Adams, Jr., for the Pnnce 
Society. For Morton’s life see the article in DAB. 


From 

New English Canaan 
(1637) 

[The Maypole at Merry Mount] ^ 

The Inhabitants of Pasonagessit (having 
translated the name of their habitation from 
that ancient Salvage name to Ma-re Mount; 
and being resolved to have the new name "o 
confirmed for a memorial to after ages) did 
devise amongst themselves to have it per- 
formed in a solemne manner with Revels, & 
merriment after the old English customer 
prepared to sett up a Maypole upon the fes- is 
tivall day of Philip and Jacob; & therefore 
brewed a barrell of excellent beare, & pro- 


vided a case of bottles to be spent, with other 
good cheare, for all commers of that day. 
And because they would have it in a com- 
pleat forme, they had prepared a song fitting 
to the time and present occasion. And upon 
May-day they brought the Maypole to the 
place appointed, with drumes, gunnes, pis- 
tols, and other fitting instruments, for that 
purpose; and there erected it with the help 
of Salvages, that came thether of purpose to 
see the manner of our Revels. A goodly 
pine tree of 80. foote longe, was reared up, 
with a peare of buckshoms nayled one, 
somewhat neare unto the top of it: where 
it stood as a faire sea marke for directions; 
how to finde out the way to mine Hoste of 
Ma-re Mount. * * * 
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The setting up of this Maypole was a 
lamentable spectacle to the precise sepera- 
tists: that lived at new Plimmouth. They 
termed it an Idoll; yea they called it the 
Calfe of Horeb: and stood at defiance with 5 
the place, naming it Mount Dagon; threat- 
ning to make it a woefull mount and not a 
merry mount. * * * 

There was likewise a merry song made, 
which (to make their Revells more fashion- 10 
able) was sung with a Corus, every man 
bearing his part; which they performed in a 
daunce, hand in hand about the Maypole, 
whiles one of the Company sung, and filled 
out the good liquor like gammedes and 15 
Jupiter. 

THE SONGE 

Cor. Drinke and be merry, merry, merry boyes, 

Let all your delight be in Hymens joyes, 20 

16 to Hymen now the day is come, 

About the merry Maypole take a Roome. 

Make greene garlons, bring bottles out; 

And fill sweet Nectar, freely about, 

Uncover thy head, and feare no harme. 

For hers good liquor to keepe it warme. 25 

Then drinke and be merry, &c. 

16 to Hymen, &c. 

Nectar is a thing assign’d. 

By the Deities owne minde. 

To cure the hart opprest with greife, 

And of good liquors is the cheife. 

Then drinke, &c. 

16 to Hymen, &c. 

Give the Mellancolly man, 

A cup or two of ’t now and than; 

This physick’ will soone revive his bloud, 

And make him be of a merrier moode. 

Then drinke &c. 

16 to Hymen &c. 

Give to the Nymphe thats free from scorne, 

No Irish stuff nor Scotch overworne. 

Lasses in beaver coats come away, 

Yee shall be welcome to us night and day. 

To drinke and be merry &c. 

16 to Hymen, &c. 

This harmeles mirth made by younge 
men (that lived in hope to have wifes brought 
over to them, that would save them a laboure 45 
to make a voyage to fetch any over) was 
much distasted, of the precise Seperatists: 
that keepe much a doe, about the tyth of 
Muit and Cummin; troubling their braines 
more then reason would require about things 50 
that are indifferent: and from that time 
sought occasion aginst my honest Host of 


Ma-re Mount to overthrow his ondertakings, 
and to destroy his plantation quite and cleane. 

[A Great Monster] 

The Seperatists, envying the prosperity 
and hope of the Plantation at Ma-re Mount, 
(which they perceaved beganne to come 
forward, and to be in a good way for gaine 
in the Beaver trade,) conspired together 
against mine Host especially, (who was the 
owner of that Plantation,) and made up a 
party against him; and mustred up what 
aide they could, accounting of him as of a 
great Monster. 

Many threatening speeches were given 
out both against his person and his Habita- 
tion, which they divulged should be con- 
sumed with fire: And taking advantage of 
the time when his company, (which seemed 
little to regard theire threats,) were gone up 
into the Inlands to trade with the Salvages 
for Beaver, they set upon my honest host at 
a place called Wessaguscus, where, by acci- 
dent, they found him. The inhabitants 
there were in good hope of the subvertion 
of the plantation at Mare Mount, (which 
they principally aymed at;) and the rather 
because mine host was a man that in- 
deavoured to advaunce the dignity of the 
Church of England; which they, (on the 
contrary part,) would laboure to vilifie with 
uncivile termes: enveying against the sacred 
booke of common prayer, and mine host that 
used it in a laudable manner amongst his 
family, as a practise of piety. 

There hee would be a meanes to bring 
sacks to their mill, (such is the thirst after 
Beaver,) and helped the conspiratores to sur- 
prise mine host, (who was there all alone;) 
and they chargded him, (because they would 
seeme to have some reasonable cause against 
him to sett a glosse upon their mallice,) with 
criminall things; which indeede had beene 
done by such a person, but was of their con- 
spiracy; mine host demaunded of the con- 
spirators who it was that was author of that 
information, that seemed to be their ground 
for what they now intended. And because 
they answered they would not tell him, hee 
as peremptorily replyed, that hee would not 
say whether he had, or he had not done as 
they had bin informed. 
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The answere made no matter, (as it 
seemed,) whether it had bin negatively or 
affirmatively made; for they had resolved 
that hee should suffer, because, (as they 
boasted,) they were now become the greater 5 
number: they had shaked of their shackles 
of servitude, and were become Masters, and 
masteries people. 

It appeares they were like beares whelpes 
in former time, when mine hosts plantation lo 
was of as much strength as theirs, but now, 
(theirs being stronger,) they, (like over- 
growne beares,) seemed monsterous. In’- 
breife, mine host must indure to be their 
prisoner untill they could contrive it so that 15 
they might send him for England, (as they 
said,) there to suffer according to the merrit 
of the fact which they intended to father 
upon him; supposing, (belike,) it would 
proove a hainous crime. 20 

Much rejoycing was made that they tiad 
gotten their capitall enemy, (as they con- 
cluded him;) whome they purposed to ham- 
per in such sort that hee should not be able 
to uphold his plantation at Ma-re Mount. 25 

The Conspirators sported themselves at 
my honest host, that meant them no hurt, 
and were so joccund that they feasted their 
bodies, and fell to tippeling as if they had 
obtained a great prize; like the Trojans 30 
when they had the custody of Hippeus 
pinetree horse. 

Mine host fained greefe, and could not be 
perswaded either to eate or drinke; because 
hee knew emptines would be a meanes to 35 
make him as watchfull as the Geese kept in 
the Roman Cappitall: whereon, the con- 
trary part, the conspirators would be so 
drowsy that hee might have an opportunity 
to give them a slip, insteade of a tester. 40 
Six persons of the conspiracy were set to 
watch him at Wessaguscus: But hee kept 
waking; and in the dead of night, (one lying 
on the bed for further suerty,) up gets mine 
Host and got to the second dore that hee 45 
was to passe, which, notwithstanding the 
lock, hee got open, and shut it after him with 
such violence that it affrighted some of the 
conspirators. 

The word, which was given with an ailarme, 50 
was, 6 he’s gon, he’s gon, what shall wee doe, 
he’s gon ! The rest, (halfe a sleepe,) start up 


in a maze, and, like rames, ran theire heads 
one at another full butt in the darke. 

Theire grande leader, Captaine Shrimp 
[Miles Standish], tooke on most furiously 
and tore his clothes for anger, to see the 
empty nest, and their bird gone. 

The rest were eager to have tome theire 
haire from theire heads; but it was so short 
that it would give them no hold. Now 
Captaine Shrimp thought in the losse of 
this prize, (which hee accoumpted his 
Master peece,) all his honor would be lost 
for ever. 

In the meane time mine Host was got 
home to Ma-re Mount through the woods, 
eight miles round about the head of the river 
Monatoquit that parted the two Plantations, 
finding his way by the helpe of the lightening, 
(for it thundered as hee went terribly;) and 
there hee prepared powther, three pounds 
dried, for his present imployement, and 
foure good gunnes for him and the two 
assistants left at his howse, with bullets of 
sever all sizes, three houndred or thereabouts, 
to be used if the conspirators should pursue 
him thether: and these two persons promised 
theire aides in the quarrell, and confirmed 
that promise with health in good rosa sohs. 

Now Captaine Shrimp, the first Captaine 
in the Land, (as hee supposed,) must doe 
some new act to repaire this losse, and, to 
vindicate his reputation, who had sustained 
blemish by this oversight, begins now to 
study, how to repaire or survive his honor: 
in this manner, callinge of Councell, they 
conclude. 

Hee takes eight persons more to him, and, 
(like the nine Worthies of New Canaan,) 
they imbarque with preparation against 
Ma-re Mount, where this Monster of a man; 
as theire phrase was, had his denne; the 
whole number, had the rest not bin from 
home, being but seaven, would have given 
Captaine Shrimpe, (a quondam Dmmmer,) 
such a Wellcome as would have made him 
wish for a Drume as bigg as Diogenes tubb, 
that hee might have crept into it out of sight. 

Now the nine Worthies are approached, 
and mine Host prepared: having intelligence 
by a Salvage, that hastened in love from 
Wessaguscus to give him notice of their intent. 

One of mine Hosts men prooved a craven; 
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the Other had prooved his wits to purchase 
a little valoure, before mine Host had ob- 
served his posture. 

The nine worthies comming before the 
Denne of this supposed Monster, (this seaven 5 
headed hydra, as they termed him,) and 
began, like Don Quixote against the Wind- 
mill, to beate a parly, and to offer quarter, 
if mine Host would yeald; for they resolved 
to send him for England; and bad him lay 10 
by his armes. 

But hee, (who was the Sonne of a Souldier,) 
having taken up armes in his just defence, 
replyed that hee would not lay by those 
armes, because they were so needefull at 15 
Sea, if hee should be sent over. Yet, to save 
the effusion of so much worty bloud, as 
would have issued out of the vaynes of these 
9. worthies of New Canaan, if mine Host 
should have played upon them out at his 20 
port holes, (for they came within danger like 
a fiocke of wild geese, as if they had bin 
tayled one to another, as coults to be sold 
at a faier,) mine Host was content to yeelde 
upon quarter; and did capitulate with them 25 
in what manner it should be for more cer- 
tainety, because hee knew what Captaine 
Shrimpe was. 

Hee expressed that no violence should be 
offered to his person, none to his goods, nor 30 
any of his Howsehold: but that hee should 


have his armes, and what els was requisit 
for the voyage: which theire Herald re tomes, 
it was agreed upon, and should be performed. 

But mine Host no sooner had set open the 
dore, and issued out, but instantly Captaine 
Shrimpe and the rest of the worthies stepped 
to him, layd hold of his armes, and had him 
downe: and so eagerly was every man bent 
against him, (not regarding any agreement 
made with such a carnall man,) that they 
fell upon him as if they would have eaten 
him: some of them were so violent that 
they would have a slice with scabbert, and 
all for haste; untill an old Souldier, (of the 
Queenes, as the Proverbe is,) that was there 
by accident, clapt his gunne under the 
weapons, and sharply rebuked these worthies 
for their unworthy practises. So the matter 
was taken into more deliberate consideration. 

Captaine Shrimp, and the rest of the nine 
worthies, made themselves, (by this out- 
ragious riot,) Masters of mine Host of Ma-re 
Mount, and disposed of what hee had at his 
plantation. 

This they knew, (in the eye of the Sal- 
vages,) would add to their glory, and dimin- 
ish the reputation of mine honest Host; 
whome they practised to be ridd of upon any 
termes, as willingly as if hee had bin the 
very Hidra of the time. 


John Winthrop (1588-1649) and 
Margaret Winthrop 


What William Bradford was to Plymouth, John Winthrop was to Massachusetts 
Bay. Bom in Suffolk in 1588, educated at Trinity College, Cambridge, lawyer^ 
and member of the Inner Temple, he became a man of distinction in his native 
shire of Suffolk, where he was lord of the manor of Groton. In 1618 he married 
his third wife, Margaret, daughter of Sir John Tyndall, of Great Maplestead, 
Essex. Eleven years later he took a leading part in the formation of the Massa- 
chusetts Bay Company, and in 1630, as governor of the colony, sailed with a fleet 
of four small vessels from the Isle of Wight. 

From the time the Arbella, flagship of the little fleet, sailed into Massachusetts 
Bay, until his death in 1649, John Winthrop served the colony as governor, deputy- 
governor, or member of the council. He, “more than any other man,” says Bassett, 
*‘was the founder of the colony.” The Rev. John Cotton described him as a leader 
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“who has been to us as a brother . . . who has been to us as a mother.” The 
student should read Cotton Mather’s tribute to Winthrop, printed in this volume. 

Winthrop began to keep his Journal when the Arbella sailed from the Isle of 
Wight, and the document is as important to the historian of Massachusetts Bay 
as Bradford’s history is to the historian of Plymouth. Some fine letters passed be- 
tween him and his wife in the years immediately preceding and following the 
foundation of the colony. Mrs. Winthrop did not accompany him, but joined 
him after the severest hardships of settlement were over. Their correspondence 
charmingly reveals the Puritan heart. 

Winthrop’s Joz/ma/, which remained in manuscript until 1790, may be read in 
the edition of J. K. Hosmer (1908), in which the text has been modernized. Some 
Old Puritan Love Letters, edited in 1893 by J. H. Twichell, contains the letters of 
John and Margaret Winthrop. The Life and Letters of John Winthrop, by R. G. 
Winthrop, 1863, is a good biographical source. There is a biographical portrait 
in S. E. Morison’s Builders of the Bay Colony, 1930. 


Letters 

Most dear and loving Husband, 

I cannot express my love to you, as I 
desire, in these poor, lifeless lines; but I do 
heartily wish you did see my heart, how true 
and faithful it is to you, and how much I do 
desire to be always with you, to enjoy the 
sweet comfort of your presence, and those 
helps from you in spiritual and temporal 
duties, which I am so unfit to perform with- 
out you. It makes me to see the w'ant of 
you, and wish myself with you. But I desire 
we may be guided by God in all our w^ays, 
who is able to direct us for the best; and so I 
will wait upon him with patience, who is all- 
sufficient for me. I shall not need to write 
much to you at this time. My brother 
Gostling can tell you any thing by word of 
mouth. I praise God, we are all here in 
health, as you left us, and are glad to hear the 
same of you and all the rest of our friends at 
London. Kly mother and myself remember 
our best love to you, and all the rest. Our 
children remember their duty to you. And 
thus, desiring to be remembered in your 
prayers, I bid my good husband good night. 
Little Samuel thinks it is time for me to go to 
bed; and so I beseech the Lord to keep you in 
safety, and us all here. Farewell, my sweet 
husband. Your obedient wife, 

Margaret Winthrop. 
(England. Late in 1627?] 


My most sweet Husband, 

How dearly welcome thy kind letter was to 
me, I am not able to express. The sweetness 
of it did much refresh me. What can be 
5 more pleasing to a wife, than to hear of the 
welfare of her best beloved, and how he is 
pleased with her poor endeavors ! I blush to 
hear myself commended, knowing my own 
wants. But it is your love that conceives the 
10 best, and makes all things seem better than 
they are. I wish that I may be always pleas- 
ing to thee, and that those comforts we have 
in each other may be daily increased, as far as 
they be pleasing to God. I will use that 
15 speech to thee, that Abigail did to David, I 
will be a servant to wash the feet of my lord. 
I will do any service wherein I may please my 
good husband. I confess I cannot do enough 
for thee; but thou art pleased to accept the 
20 will for the deed, and rest contented. 

I have many reasons to make me love thee, 
whereof I will name two: First, because thou 
lovest God; and, secondly, because that 
thou lovest me. If these two were wanting, 
25 all the rest would be eclipsed. But I must 
leave this discourse, and go about my house- 
hold affairs. I am a bad housewife to be so 
long from them; but I must needs borrow a 
little time to talk with thee, my sweet heart. 
30 The term is more than half done. I hope thy 
business draws to an end. It will be but two 
or three weeks before I see thee, though they 
be long ones. God will bring us together in 
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his good time; for which time I shall pray. I 
thank the Lord, we are all in health. We are 
very glad to hear so good news of our son 
Henry. The Lord make us thankful for all 
his mercies to us and ours. And thus, with 
my mother’s and my own best love to your- 
self and all the rest, I shall leave scribbling. 
The weather being cold, makes me make 
haste. Farewell, my good husband; the 
Lord keep thee. 

Your obedient wife, 

Margaret Winthrop. 
Groton [England]. November 22 \1628\ 

[P.S.] I have not yet received the box; 
but I will send for it. I send up a turkey and 
some cheese. I pray send my son Forth such 
a knife as mine is. Mrs. Hugen would pray 
you to buy a cake for the boys. 

I did dine at Groton Hall yesterday; they 
are in health, and remember their love. We 
did wish you there, but that would not bring 
you, and I could not be merry without thee. 
Mr. Lee and his wife were there; they re- 
member their love. Our neighbor Cole and 
goodman Newton have been sick, but some- 
what amended again. I fear thy cheese will 
not prove so good as thou didst expect. I 
have sent it all, for we could not cut it. 

My good Wife, 

Although I wrote to thee last week by the 
carrier of Hadleigh, yet, having so fit oppor- 
tunity, I must needs write to thee again; for 
I do esteem one little, sweet, short letter of 
thine (such as the last was) to be well worthy 
two or three from me. How it is with us 
these bearers can inform thee, so as I may 
write the less. They were married on Sat- 
urday last, and intend to stay with thee till 
towards the end of the term; for it will be 
yet six weeks before they can take their 
voyage. Labor to keep my son at home as 
much as thou canst, especially from Had- 
leigh. I began this letter to thee yesterday 
at two of the clock, thinking to have been . 
large, but was so taken up by company and 
business, as I could get but hither by this 
morning. It grieves me that I have not 
liberty to make better expression of my love 
to thee, who art more dear to me than all j 
earthly things; but I will endeavor that my 
pravers may supply the defect of my pen, 


which will be of best use to us both, inasmuch 
as the favor and blessing of our God is better 
than all things besides. My trust is in his 
mercy, that, upon the faith of his gracious 
5 promise, and the experience of his fatherly 
goodness, he will be our God to the end, to 
carry us along through this course of our pil- 
grimage, in the peace of a good conscience, 
and that, in the end of our race, we shall 
[o safely arrive at the haven of eternal happi- 
ness. We see how frail and vain all earthly 
good things are. There is no means to avoid 
the loss of them in death, nor the bitterness 
which accompanyeth them in the cares and 
5 troubles of this life. Only the fruition of 
Jesus Christ and the hope of heaven can give 
us true comfort and rest. The Lord teach us 
wisdom to prepare for our change, and to lay 
up our treasure there, where our abiding 
o must be forever. I know thou lookest for 
troubles here, and, when one affliction is 
over, to meet with another; but remember 
what our Saviour tells us: Be of good com- 
fort, I HAVE OVERCOME THE WORLD. See 
5 his goodness; He hath conquered our ene- 
mies beforehand, and, by faith in him, we 
shall assuredly prevail over them all. There- 
fore, (my sweet wife) raise up thy heart, and 
be not dismayed at the crosses thou meetest 
0 with in family affairs or otherwise; but still 
fly to him, who will take up thy burden for 
thee. Go thou on cheerfully, in obedience 
to his holy will, in the course he hath set 
thee. Peace shall come. Thou shalt rest as 
5 in thy bed; and, in the mean time, he will 
not fail nor forsake thee. But my time is 
past; I must leave thee. So I commend thee 
and all thine to the gracious protection and 
blessing of the Lord. All our friends here 
3 salute thee; salute thou ours from me. 
Farewell, my good wife. I kiss and love thee 
with the kindest affection, and rest ^ 

Thy faithful husband, 

Jo. Winthrop. 

; April 28, 1629. 

My faithful and dear Wife, 

It pleaseth God, that thou shouldst once 
again hear from me before our departure, and 
) I hope this shall come safe to thy hands. I 
know it will be a great refreshing to thee. 
And blessed be his mercy, that I can write 
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thee so good news, that we are all in very 
good health, and, having tried our ship’s 
entertainment now more than a week, we 
find it agree very well with us. Our boys are 
well and cheerful, and have no mind of home. 
They lie both with me, and sleep as soundly 
in a rug (for we use no sheets here) as ever 
they did at Groton; and so I do myself, (I 
praise God). The wind hath been against us 
this week and more; but this day it has come 
fair to the north, so as we are preparing (by 
God’s assistance) to set sail ‘n the morning. 
We have only four ships ready, and some two 
or three Hollanders go along with us. The 
rest of our fleet (being seven ships) will not be 
ready this sennight. We have spent now 
two Sabbaths on shipboard very comfort- 
ably, (God be praised,) and are daily more 
and more encouraged to look for the Lord’s 
presence to go along with us. Henry Kings- 
bury hath a child or two in the Talbot sick of 
the measles, but like to do well. One of my 
men had them at Hampton, but he was soon 
well again. We are, in all our eleven ships, 
about seven hundred persons, passengers, 
and two hundred and forty cows, and about 
sixty horses. The ship, which went from 
Plimouth, carried about one hundred and 
forty persons, and the ship, which goes from 
Bristowe, carrieth about eighty persons. 
A.nd now (my sweet soul) I must once again 
take my last farewell of thee in Old England, 
It goeth very near to my heart to leave thee; 
but I know to whom I have committed thee, 
even to him who loves thee much better than 
cmy husband can, who hath taken account of 
the hairs of thy head, and puts all thy tears 
in his bottle, who can, and (if it be for his 
glory) will bring us together again with peace 
and comfort. Oh, how it refresheth my 
heart, to think, that I shall yet again see thy 
sweet face in the land of the living ! — that 
lovely countenance, that I have so much de- 
lighted in, and beheld with so great content! 

I have hitherto been so taken up with busi- 
ness, as I could seldom look back to my for- 
mer happiness; but now, when I shall be at 
some leisure, I shall not avoid the remem- 
brance of thee, nor the grief for thy absence. 
Thou hast thy share with me, but I hope the 
course we have agreed upon will be some ease 
lo us both. Mondays and Fridays, at five of 


the clock at mght, we shall meet in spirit till 
we meet in person. Yet, if all these hopes 
should fail, blessed be our God, that we are 
assured we shall meet one day, if not as hus- 
5 band and wife, yet in a better condition. 
Let that stay and comfort thy heart. Nei- 
ther can the sea drown thy husband, nor 
enemies destroy, nor any adversary deprive 
thee of thy husband or children. Therefore 
I will only take thee now and my sweet 
children in mine arms, and kiss and embrace 
you all, and so leave you with my God. 
Farewell, farewell. I bless you all in the 
name of the Lord Jesus. I salute my daughter 
Winth. Matt. Nan. and the rest, and all 
my good neighbors and friends. Pray all 
for us. Farewell. Commend my blessing 
to my son John. I cannot now write to 
him; but tell him I have committed thee 
and thine to him. Labor to draw him yet 
nearer to God, and he will be the surer staff 
of comfort to thee. I cannot name the rest 
of my good friends, but thou canst supply it. 
I wrote, a week since, to thee and Mr. 
Leigh, and divers others. 

Thine wheresoever, 

Jo. WiNTHROP. 

From aboard the Arbella, riding at the 
Cowes, March 28, 1630. 

I would have written to my brother and 
sister Gostling, but it is near midnight. Let 
this excuse; and commend my love to them 
and all theirs. 

My dear Wife, 

I wrote to thee by my brother Arthur, but 
I durst write no more than I need not care 
though it miscarried, for I found him the old 
man still; yet I would have kept him to ease 
my brother, but that his own desire to return, 
and the scarcity of provisions here, yielded 
the stronger reason to let him go. Now (my 
good wife) let us join in praising our merciful 
God, that (howsoever he hath afflicted us, 
both generally and particularly mine own 
family in his stroke upon my son Henry) yet 
myself and the rest of our children and family 
are safe and in health, and that he upholds 
our hearts that we faint not in all our troubles, 
but can yet wait for a good issue. And 
howsoever our fare be but coarse in respect 
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of what we formerly had, (pease, puddings 
and fish, being our ordinary diet,) yet he 
makes it sweet and wholesome to us, that I 
may truly say I desire no better. Besides 
in this, that he begins with us thus in afflic- 
tion, it is the greater argument to us of 
his love, and of the goodness of the work 
which we are about; for Satan bends his 
forces against us, and stirs up his instruments 
to all kind of mischief, so that I think here i 
are some persons who never showed so much 
wickedness in England as they have done 
here. Therefore be not discouraged (my 
dear Wife) by anything thou shalt hear from 
hence, I see no cause to repent of our coming i 
hither, and thou seest (by our experience) 
that God can bring safe hither even the 
tenderest women and the youngest children 
(as he did many in diverse ships, though the 
voyage were more tedious than formerly hath 2 
been known in this season.) Be sure to be 
warm clothed, and to have store of fresh 
provisions, meal, eggs put up in salt or 
ground malt, butter, oat meal, pease, and 
fruits, and a large strong chest or 2: well 2 
locked, to keep these provisions in; and be 
sure they be bestowed in the ship where they 
may be readily come by, (which the boat- 
swain will see to and the quarter masters, if 
they be rewarded beforehand,) but for these 3 
things my son will take care. Be sure to 
have ready at sea 2 or 3 skillets of several 
sizes, a large frying pan, a small stewing pan, 
and a case to boil a pudding in; store of linen 
for use at sea, and sack to bestow among the 3 
sailors: some drinking vessels, and peuter 
and other vessels: and for physic you shall 
need no other but a pound of Doctor Wright’s 
Electuariu lenitivu, and his direction to use 
it, a gallon of scurvy grass to drink a little 4 
5 or 6 mornings together, with some saltpeter 
dissolved in it, and a little grated or sliced 
nutmeg. 

Thou must be sure to bring no more com- 
pany than so many as shall have full pro- 4, 
vision for a year and half, for though the 
earth here be very fertile yet there must be 
time and means to raise it; if we have com 
enough we may live plentifully. Yet all 
these are but the means which God hath 5< 
ordained to do us good by: our eyes must be 
towards him, who as he can withhold bless- 


ings from the strongest means, so he can give 
sufficient virtue to the weakest. I 2im so 
straitened with much business, as can no way 
satisfy myself in writing to thee. The Lord 
5 will in due time let us see the faces of each 
other again to our great comfort. Now the 
Lord in mercy bless, guide and support thee: 
I kiss and embrace thee my dear wife. I 
kiss and bless you all my dear children; 
o Forth, Mary, Deane, Sam, and the other: 
the Lord keep you all and work his true fear 
in your hearts. The blessing of the Lord be 
upon all my servants, whom salute from me, 
Jo. Samford, Amy etc., Goldston; Pease, 
5 Chote etc.: my good friends at Gastlins and 
all my good neighbors, goodman Cole and his 
good wife, and all the rest. 

Remember to come well furnished with 
linen, woollen, some more bedding, brass, 
o peuter, leather bottles, drinking horns etc.: 
let my son provide 12 axes of several sorts of 
the Braintree Smith, or some other prime 
workman; whatever they cost, and some 
augers great and small, and many other 
5 necessaries which I can’t now think of, as 
candles, soap, and store of beef suet, etc.: 
once again farewell my dear wife. 

Thy faithful husband, 

Jo. WiNTHROP. 

o Charlton in N. England, July 23 , 1630 . 
Sweetheart, 

I was unwillingly hindered from coming to 
thee, nor am I like to see thee before the last 
5 day of this week. Therefore, I shall want a 
band or two, and cuffs. I pray thee also 
send me six or seven leaves of tobacco dried 
and powdered. Have care of thyself this 
cold weather; and speak to the folks to keep 
0 the goats well out of the garden; and if my 
brother Peter hath not fetched away the 
sheep ram, let them lock him up and give him 
meat — the green peas, etc., in the garden 
are too good for him. If any letters have 
5 come for me, send them by this bearer. I 
will trouble thee no further. The Lord bless 
and keep thee, my sweet wife, and all our 
family, and send us a comfortable meeting. 
So I kiss thee and love thee ever, and rest 
3 Thy faithful husband, 

Jo. WiNTHROP. 

September 6, 1627. 
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Nathaniel Ward (i 5 78-1 65 x) 


The early American writers were Englishmen who were born in the mother 
country and received the impress of Old World culture. This is true of Nathaniel 
Ward. Graduated from Emmanuel College, Cambridge, in 1603, the year of Eliza- 
beth’s death, he studied law, traveled widely, studied theology and became a priest 
in the Church of England. Because of his Puritanical leanings, he was ejected 
from the church by Laud, and came to America in 1634 when he was 56 years old. 

For several years, until his health failed, he was minister to the Puritan settle- 
ment of Agawam (now known as Ipswich) in Massachusetts. When he gave up 
his pastorate in 1636 he became an influential figure among the ruling theocracy of 
the colony. He was one of the chief compilers of the strict Body of Liberties in 
1641 and served on the committee that revised colonial laws in 1645. In this year 
he probably began to write the book by which his name lives in our literature today: 
The Simple Cobbler of Aggawam. 

Ward was the “cobbler”: The Simple Cobbler of Aggawam in America. Willing to help 
^mend his Native Country, lamentably tattered, both in the Upper-Leather and sole, with all 
the honest stitches he can take. Published in London in 1647, one year after Ward had 
returned to England to spend the remaining years of his life, the book ran through 
four editions in a year. 

“The brightest piece of Elizabethan English penned in America,” Parrington calls 
the writing. Beneath its whimsicalities and conceits of expression, the book is a 
sincere and energetic denunciation of what would now be termed the radicalism 
of the day — license in fashions and manners, incessant changes in laws and institu- 
tions, toleration of new and disturbing opinions. In religion as in politics and all 
other matters, this brilliant elderly Englishman stood for orthodoxy, for “funda- 
mentalism,” despite the fact that he himself had been, from the point of view of 
Bishop Laud, a dissenting innovator. 

Ward died in 1652. His book was not printed in America until 1713. It is avail- 
able in the edition of the Ipswich Historical Society (Salem, 1906). A Memoir of the 
Rev. Nathaniel Ward by J. W. Dean, was published in Albany in 1868. There is 
an account of Ward in S. E. Morison’s Builders of the Bay Colony, 1930. 


From The Simple Gobbler 

(1647) 

[Womard s Fashions] 

Should I not keep promise in speaking a 
little to women’s fashions, they would take 
it unkindly. I was loath to pester better 
matter with such stuff; I rather thought it 
meet to let them stand by themselves, like 
the Quae Genus in the grammar, being de- 
ficients, or redundants, not to be brought 
under any rule. I shall therefore make bold 


for this once to borrow a little of their 
loose-tongued liberty, and misspend a word 
or two upon their long-waisted but short- 
skirted patience. A little use of my stirrup 
5 will do no harm. 

Ridentem dicere verum, quid prohibet? ^ 

Gray gravity itself can well beteam 
That language be adapted to the theme. 

He that to parrots speaks, must parrotize; 

He that instructs a fool, may act th’ unwise. 

' “What is to prevent speaking the truth with a 
smile?” Horace. 
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It is known more than enough that I am 
neither niggard nor cynic to the due bravery 
of the true gentry; if any man mislikes a 
bullimong drassock more than I, let him 
take her for his labor; I honor the woman 
that can honor herself with her attire; a 
good text always deserves a fair margin; I 
am not much offended if I see a trim far 
trimmer than she that wears it; in a word, 
whatever Christianity or civility will allow, 

I can afford with London measure. But 
when I hear a nugiperous gentledame in- 
quire what dress the Queen is in this week, 
what the nudiustertian fashion of the court, 
with edge to be in it in all haste, whatever 
it be; I look at her as the very gizzard of a 
trifle, the product of a quarter of a cipher, 
the epitome of nothing, fitter to be kicked, 
if she were of a kickable substance, than 
either honored or humored. 

To speak moderately, I truly confess it 
is beyond the ken of my understanding to 
conceive how those women should have any 
true grace or valuable virtue that have so 
little wit as to disfigure themselves with such 
exotic garbs as not only dismantles their na- 
tive lovely lustre but transclouts them into 
gant bar-geese, ill-shapen, shotten shellfish, 
Egyptian hieroglyphics, or at the best 
into French flirts of the pastry, which a 
proper Englishwoman should scorn with 
her heels; it is no marvel they wear drails 
on the hinder part of their heads, having 
nothing as it seems in the fore part but a 
few squirrels’ brains to help them frisk from 
one ill-favored fashion to another. 

These whim-crowned shes, these fashion-fancying 
wits, 

Are empty thin-brained shells and fiddling kits. 

The very troublers and impoverishers of 
mankind; I can hardly forbear to commend 
to the world a saying of a lady living some- 
time with the Queen of Bohemia; I know 
not where she found it, but it is pity it should 
be lost: 

The world is full of care, much like unto a bubble, 
Women and care, and care and women, and 
women and care and trouble. 

The verses are even enough for such j 
odd pegmas. I can make myself sick at any 
time with comparing the dazzling splendor 


wherewith our gentlewomen were embel- 
lished in some former habits, with the gut- 
foundered goosedom wherewith they are 
now surcingled and debauched. We have 
about five or six of them in our colony; if 
I see any of them accidentally, I cannot 
cleanse my fancy of them for a month after. 
I have been a solitary widower almost twelve 
years, purposed lately to make a step over 
I to my native country for a yoke-fellow; but 
when I consider how women there have 
tripe-wifed themselves with their cladments, 
I have no heart to the voyage, lest their 
nauseous shapes and the sea should work too 
sorely upon my stomach. I speak sadly; 
methinks it should break the hearts of 
Englishmen to see so many goodly English- 
women imprisoned in French cages, peering 
out of their hoodholes for some men of mercy 
to help them with a little wit; and nobody 
relieves them. 

It is a more common than convenient 
saying that nine tailors make a man; it 
were well if nineteen could make a woman 
to her mind; if tailors were men indeed, 
well furnished but with mere moral prin- 
ciples, they would disdain to be led about 
like apes by such mimic marmosets. It is a 
most unworthy thing for men that have 
bones in them to spend their lives in making 
fiddle-cases for futilous women’s fancies, 
which are the very pettitoes of infirmity, 
the giblets of perquisquilian toys. I am so 
charitable to think that most of that mystery 
would work the cheerfuller while they live 
if they might be well discharged of the tiring 
slavery of mis-tiring women; it is no little 
labor to be continually putting up English- 
women into outlandish casks, who, if they 
be not shifted anew once in a few months, grow 
too sour for their husbands. What this trade 
will answer for themselves when God shall 
take measure of tailors’ consciences is beyond 
my skill to imagine. There was a time when 

The joining of the red rose with the white 

Did set our state into a damask plight. 

But now our roses are turned to fleur-de- 
lis, our carnations to tulips, our gilliflowers 
to daisies, our city-dames to an indenom- 
inable quaemalry of overturcased things. 
He that makes coats for the moon had need 
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to take measure every noon; and he that that they run all civility out of breath, 
makes for women, as often, to keep them against these ape-headed pullets which in- 
from lunacy. vent antique fool-fangles merely for fashion 

I have often heard divers ladies vent and novelty’s sake, 

loud feminine complaints of the wearisome 5 In a word, if I begin once to declaim 
varieties and chargeable changes of fashions; against fashions, let men and women look 
I marvel themselves prefer not a bill of well about them, there is somewhat in the 
redress. 1 would Essex ladies would lead business; I confess to the world I never had 
the chore, for the honor of their county and grace enough to be strict in that kind; and 
persons; or rather the thrice honorable ladies 10 of late years I have found syrup of pride 
of the court, whom it best beseems; who very wholesome in a due dose, which makes 
may well presume of a le roy le veult from me keep such store of that drug by me that 
our sober King, a les seigneurs ont assentus if anybody comes to me for a question-full 
from our prudent Peers, and the like assentus, or two about fashions, they never complain 
from our considerate, I dare not say wife- 15 of me for giving them hard measure, or 
worn Commons, who I believe had much underweight. 

rather pass one such bill than pay so many But I address myself to those who can 
tailors’ bills as they are forced to do. both hear and mend all if they please; I 

Most dear and unparalleled ladies, be seriously fear, if the pious Parliament do 
pleased to attempt it; as you have the pre- 20 not find a time to state fashions, as ancient 
cellency of the women of the world for Parliaments have done in part, God will 
beauty and feature, so assume the honor to hardly find a time to state religion or peace; 
give and not take law from any, in matter they are the surquedryes of pride, the wan- 
of attire; if ye can transact so fair a motion tonness of idleness, provoking sins, the certain 
among yourselves unanimously, I dare say 25 prodromies of assured judgment, Zeph. 1 :7,8. 
they that most renite will least repent. It is beyond all account how many gen- 

What greater honor can your honors desire tlemen’s and citizens’ estates are deplumed 
than to build a promontory president to by their feather-headed wives; what useful 
all foreign ladies, to deserve so eminently supplies the pannage of England would afford 
at the hands of all the English gentry present 30 other countries, what rich returns to itself, 
and to come; and to confute the opinion if it were not sliced out into male and female 
of all the wise men in the world, who never fripperies; and what a multitude of misem- 
thought it possible for women to do so good ployed hands might be better improved in 
a work? some more manly manufactures for the public 

If any man think I have spoken rather 35 weal. It is not easily credible what may be 
merrily than seriously, he is much mistaken; said of the preterpluralities of tailors in 
I have written what I write with all the London; I have heard an honest man say 

indignation I can, and no more than I that not long since there were numbered 

ought. I confess I veered my tongue to this between Temple Bar and Charing Cross 

kind of language de industria though unwill- 40 eight thousand of that trade; let it be con- 
ingly, supposing those I speak to are unca- jectured by that proportion how many there 
pable of grave and rational arguments. are in and about London, and in all England 

I desire all ladies and gentlewomen to they will appear to be very numerous. If 

understand that all this while I intend not the Parliament would please to mend women, 
such as, through necessary modesty to avoid 45 which their husbands dare not do, there 
morose singularity, follow fashions slowly, a need not so many men to make and mend as 

flight shot or two off, showing by their there are. I hope the present doleful estate 

moderation that they rather draw counter- of the realm will persuade more strongly to 
mont with their hearts than put on by their some considerate course herein than I 
examples. 50 now czm. 

I point my pen only against the light- Knew I how to bring it in, I would speak 

heeled beagles that lead the chzise so fast a word to long hair, whereof I will say no 
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more but this: if Gk)d proves not such a 
barber to it as he threatens, unless it be 
amended (Isa. 7 : 20 ) before the peace of 
the State and Church be well settled, then 
let my prophecy be scorned as a sound mind 
scorns the riot of that sin, and more it needs 
not. If those who are termed Rattleheads 
and Impuritans would take up a resolution 
to begin in moderation of hair, to the just 
reproach of those that are called Puritans : 
and Roundheads, I would honor their man- 
liness as much as the others’ godliness, so 
long as I knew what man or honor meant; 
if neither can find a barber’s shop, let them 
turn in to Pss. 68 : 21 ; Jer. 7 : 29 ; 1 Cor.ll: 14 . ] 
If it be thought no wisdom in men to dis- 
tinguish themselves in the field by the scis- 
sors, let it be thought no injustice in God 
not to distinguish them by the sword. I 
had rather God should know me by my 2 
sobriety than mine enemy not know me by 
my vanity. He is ill kept that is kept by 
his own sin. A short promise is a far safer 
guard than a long lock; it is an ill distinction 
which God is loath to look at, and His angels 2 
cannot know His saints by. Though it be 
not the mark of the Beast, yet it may be the 
mark of a beast prepared to slaughter. I am 
sure men used not to wear such manes; I 
am also sure soldiers used to wear other 3 
marklets or notadoes in time of battle. 

{Against Toler ation\ 

That State is wise, that will improve all 3 
pains and patience rather to compose, than 
tolerate differences in religion. There is no 
divine truth, but hath much celestial fire in it 
from the Spirit of Truth: nor no irreligious 
untruth, without its proportion of antifire 4< 
from the spirit of error to contradict it: the 
zeal of the one, the virulency of the other, 
must necessarily kindle combustions. Fiery 
diseases seated in the spirit, imbroil the 
whole frame of the body: others more ex- 45 
temal and cool, are less dangerous. They 
which divide in religion, divide in God; they 
who divide in him, divide beyond Genus 
Generalissimum, where there is no reconcilia- 
tion, without atonement; that is, vdthout 50 
uniting in him, who is One, and in his Truth, 
which is also one. 


Wise are those men who will be persuaded 
rather to live within the pale of truth where 
they may be quiet, than in the purlieus, 
where they are sure to be haunted ever and 
5 anon, do authority what it can. Every 
singular opinion, hath a singular opinion of 
itself; and he that holds it a singular opinion 
of himself, and a simple opinion of all contra- 
sentients: he that confutes them, must con- 
[o fute at three at once, or else he does nothing; 
which will not be done without more stir than 
the peace of the State or Church can endure. 

And prudent are those Christians, that 
will rather give what may be given, than 
[5 hazard all by yielding nothing. To sell all 
peace of country, to buy some peace of con- 
science unseasonably, is more avarice than 
thrift, imprudence than patience: they deal 
not equally, that set any truth of God at 
10 such a rate; but they deal wisely that will 
stay till the market is fallen. 

My prognostics deceive me not a little, if 
once within three seven years, peace prove 
not such a penny-worth at most marts in 
S Christendom, that he that would not lay 
down his money, his lust, his opinion, his 
will, I had almost said the best flower of his 
crown for it, while he might have had it, will 
tell his own heart, he played the very ill 
o husband. 

Concerning tolerations I may further assert. 

That persecution of true religion and tol- 
eration of false, are the Jannes and Jamhres 
to the Kingdom of Christ, whereof the last is 
5 far the worst. Augustine^s tongue had not 
owed his mouth one pennyrent though he had 
never spake word more in it, but this. Nullum 
malum pejus libertate errandi. [There is no 
evil worse than the freedom to wander.] 

) Frederick Duke of Saxon, spake not one 
foot beyond the mark when he said. He had 
rather the earth should swallow him up 
quick, than he should give a toleration to any 
opinion against any truth of God. 

He that is willing to tolerate any religion, 
or discrepant way of religion, besides his own, 
unless it be in matters merely indifferent, 
either doubts of his own, or is not sincere in it. 

He that is willing to tolerate any unsound 
opinion, that his own may also be tolerated, 
though never so sound, will for a need hang 
God’s Bible at the Devil’s cirdle. 
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Every toleration of false religions or free but truth, and truth saith, there is no 

opinions hath as many errors and sins in it, truth but one: If the States of the World 

as all the false religions and opinions it would make it their sumoperous care to pre- 
tolerates, and one sound one more. serve this one truth in its purity and authority 

That state that will give liberty of con- 5 it would ease you of aU other political cares, 
science in matters of religion, must give I am sure Satan makes it his grand, if not 

liberty of conscience and conversation in only task, to adulterate truth; Falsehood is 

their moral laws, or else the fiddle will be out his sole sceptre, whereby he first ruffled, and 

of tune, and some of the strings crack. ever since ruined the World. 

He that will rather make an irreligious 10 If truth be but one, methinks all the 
quarrel with other religions than try the opinionists in England should not be all in 

Truth of his own by valuable arguments, and that one truth, some of them I doubt are out. 

peaceable sufferings; either his religion, or He that can extract an unity out of such a 

himself is irreligious. disparity, or contract such a disparity into an 

Experience will teach Churches and Chris- 15 unity; had need be a better artist, than ever 
tians, that it is far better to live in a state was Drebell. 

united, though a little corrupt, than in a If two centres (as we may suppose) be in 
state, whereof some part is incorrupt, and all one circle, and lines drawn from both to all 
the rest divided. the points of the compass, they will certainly 

I am not altogether ignorant of the eight 20 cross one another, and probably cut through 
rules given by orthodox divines about giving the centres themselves. 

tolerations, yet with their favour I dare There is talk of an universal toleration, I 
affirm, would talk as loud as I could against it, did I 

That there is no Rule given by God for any know what more apt and reasonable sacrifice 
state to give an affirmative toleration to any 25 England could offer to God for his late per- 
false religion, or opinion whatsoever; they forming all his heavenly truths than an uni- 

must connive in some cases, but may not versal toleration of all hellish errors, or how 

concede in any. they shall make an universal reformation. 

That the state of England (so far as my but by making Christ’s academy the Divil’s 

intelligence serves) might in time have pre- 30 university, where any man may commence 
vented with ease and may yet without any heretic per saltum; where he that is Jilius 

great difficulty deny both toleration, and Diabolicus, or simpliciter pessimuSy may have 

irregular connivences salva Republica. his grace to go to Hell cum Publico Privilegio; 

That if the state of England shall either and carry as many after him, as he can. * * * 

willingly tolerate, or weakly connive at such 35 It is said, though a man have light enough 
courses, the church of that kingdom will himself to see the truth, yet if he hath not 
sooner become the devil’s dancing-school, enough to enlighten others, he is bound to 
than God’s temple: The Civil State a bear- tolerate them, I will engage myself, that all 

garden, than an exchange: The whole Realm the devils in Britanie shall sell themselves to 

a Pais base than an England. And what 40 their shirts, to purchase a lease of this posi- 
pity it is, that that country which hath been tion for three of their lives, under the seale of 

the staple of truth to all Christendom, should the Parliament. 

now become the aviary of errors to the whole It is said, that men ought to have liberty of 

world, let every fearing heart judge. their conscience, and that it is persecution to 

I take liberty of conscience to be nothing 45 debar them of it: I can rather stand amazed 
but a freedom from sin and error. Consci- than reply to this: it is an astonishment to 
entia in tantum libera in quantum ab errore think that the brains of men should be par- 

liberata. And liberty of error nothing but a boiled in such impious ignorance. Let all the 

prison for conscience. Then small will be wits under the heavens lay their heads to- 
the kindness of a state to build such prisons 50 gether and find an assertion worse than this 
for their subjects. (one excepted) I will petition to be chosen the 

The Scripture saith, there is nothing makes universal idiot of the world. 
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It is said, That civill magistrates ought not 
to meddle with ecclesiastical matters. 

I would answer to this so well as I could, 
did I not know that some papers lately 
brought out of New-England, are going to the s 
Press, wherein the opinions of the Elders 
there in a late Synod, concerning this point 
are manifested, which I suppose wiU give 
clearer satisfaction than I can. 


The true English of all this their false 
Latin, is nothing but a general toleration of 
all opinions: which motion if it be like to 
take, it were ver)' requisite, that the City 
would repair PaiiVs with all the speed they 
can, for an English Pantheon, and bestow it 
upon the sectaries, freely to assemble in, then 
there may be some hope that London will be 
quiet in time. 


Roger Williams { ca . 1604-1683) 


The other side of the debate on tolerance was upheld by a far more substantial 
thinker, if weaker writer, than the conservative Nathaniel Ward. The “first rebel 
against the divine church-order established in the wilderness,” as Cotton Mather 
called him, Roger Williams was bom in London early in the seventeenth century, 
was educated at Charterhouse and Cambridge, and took holy orders. He sailed 
for America in 1630 and served for a time as minister to congregations at Plymouth 
and Salem. 

When his free thought regarding the relation of church and state, tolerance, and 
his assertion of the Indians’ right to their land, made him unpopular with the ruling 
theocracy, he was charged with heresy. He fled to the wilderness, and found refuge 
among the Indians. From the Narragansett chiefs he obtained a grant of land in 
what is now Rhode Island. He established a settlement there in 1636, the year of 
Harvard’s foundation, and secured for it a liberal charter in 1644. Thus the man 
who had been twice “a man without a country” finally had an opportunity to carry 
into practice his conception of a democratic church in a democratic state. 

He summed his conception of the state in 1644 with these words: “The Soveraigne, 
originall, and foundation of civil power lies in the people ... a People may erect 
and establish what forme of Government seems to them most meete for their 
civill condition: It is evident that such Governments as are by them erected and estab- 
lished, have no more power, nor for no longer time, then the civill power or people 
consenting and agreeing shall betrust them with.” 

Tolerance was the logical deduction from this political theory. In 1644, the 
year of Milton’s great prose work of freedom of thought, the Areopagitica, Williams 
published in London The Bloudy Tenent of Persecution for cause of Conscience, discussed 
in a Conference between Truth and Peace. This book is the statement of the liberalism in 
an unliberal age which is his chief claim to fame today. To Rhode Island, Williams 
stood in much the same relationship as Bradford to Plymouth and Winthrop to 
Massachusetts Bay. Despised by the Puritans of neighboring colonies, beloved by 
the Indians of whose language he prepared a dictionary, he lived in Rhode Island 
until his death. “A spiritual Crusoe,” Masson cabled him, “the most extreme 
and outcast soul in all America.” 

The collected Works of Roger Williams, edited by members of the Narragansett 
Club, was published in six volumes, 1866—1874. There is a biography by J. E. 
Ernst, 1932. Parrington has a good account in Main Currents in American Thought, 

I, 62-75. 
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Vrom The Bloudj Tenent 

( 1644 ) 

{For Toleration] 

Truth. — Swee^ Peace, what hast thou 
there? 

Peace. — Arguments against persecution 
for cause of conscience. 

Truth. — And what there? 

Peace. — An answer to such arguments, 
contrarily maintaining such persecution for 
cause of conscience. 

Truth. — These arguments against such 
persecution, and the answer pleading for it, 
written (as love hopes) from godly intentions, 
hearts, and hands, yet in a marvellous dif- 
ferent style and manner. The arguments 
against persecution in milk, the answer for it 
(as I may say) in blood. 

The author of these arguments [against 
persecution] (as I have been informed) being 
committed by some then in power, close 
prisoner to Newgate, for the witness of some 
truths of Jesus, aiKl having not the use of pen 
and ink, wrote these arguments in milk, in 
sheets of paper, brought to him by the 
woman his keeper, from a friend in London, 
as the stopples of his milk bottle. 

In such paper written with milk nothing 
will appear, but the way of reading it by fire 
being known to this friend who received the 
papers, he transcribed and kept together the 
papers, although the author himself could 
not correct, nor view what himself had 
written. 

It was in milk, tending to soul nourish- 
ment, even for babes and sucklings in 
Christ. 

It was in milk, spiritually white, pure and . 
innocent, like those white horses of the word 
of truth and meekness, and the white linen 
or armor of righteousness, in the army of 
Jesus. Rev. 6. and 19. 

It was in milk, soft, meek, peaceable and . 
gentle, tending both to the peace of souls, and 
the peace of States and Kingdoms. 

Peace. — The answ^er (though I hope out 
of milky pure intentions) is returned in 
blood: bloody and slaughterous conclusions; i 
bloody to the souls of all men, forced to the 
religion and worship which every civil state 


or common-weal agrees on, and compels all 
subjects to in a dissembled uniformity. 

Bloody to the bodies, first of the holy wit- 
nesses of Christ Jesus, who testify against 
5 such invented worships. 

Secondly, of the nation and peoples slaugh- 
tering each other for their several respective 
religions and consciences. * * * 

Peace. — Pass on, holy Truth, to that 
lo similitude whereby they illustrate that nega- 
tive assertion: “The prince in the ship,” 
they say, “is governor over the bodies of all 
in the ship; but he hath no power to govern 
the ship or the mariners in the actions of it. 
IS If the pilot manifestly err in his action, the 
prince may reprove him,” and so, say they 
may any passenger; “if he offend against 
the life or goods of any, the prince may in 
due time and place punish him, which no 
20 private person may.” 

Truth. — Although, dear Peace, we both 
agree that civil powers may not enjoin such 
devices, no nor enforce on any God’s institu- 
tions, since Christ Jesus’s coming: yet, for 
25 further illustration, I shall propose some 
queries concerning the civil magistrate’s 
passing in the ship of the church, wherein 
Christ Jesus hath appointed his ministers 
and officers as governors and pilots, &c. 

30 If in a ship at sea, wherein the governor 
or pilot of a ship undertakes to carry the ship 
to such a port, the civil magistrate (suppose 
a king or emperor) shall command the master 
such and such a course, to steer upon such or 
35 such a point, which the master knows is not 
their course, and which if they steer he shall 
never bring the ship to that port or harbour: 
what shall the master do? Surely all men 
will say, the master of the ship or pilot is to 
present reasons and arguments from his 
mariner’s art, if the prince be capable of 
them, or else in humble and submissive man- 
ner to persuade the prince not to interrupt 
them in their course and duty properly 
\5 belonging to them, to wit, governing of the 
ship, steering of the course &c. 

If the master of the ship command the 
mariners thus and thus, in running the ship, 
managing the helm, trimming the sail, and 
;o the prince command the mariners a different 
or contrary course, who is to be obeyed? 

It is confessed that the mariners may law- 
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fully disobey the prince, and obey the 
governor of the ship in the actions of the ship. 

Thirdly, what if the prince have as much 
skill, which is rare, as the pilot himself? I 
conceive it will be answered, that the master 5 
of the ship and pilot, in what concerns the 
ship, are chief and above, in respect of their 
office, the prince himself, and their com- 
mands ought to be attended by all the 
mariners: unless it be in manifest error, 10 
wherein it is granted any passenger may 
reprove the pilot. 

Fourthly, I ask, if the prince and his 
attendants be unskillful in the ship’s affairs, 
whether every sailor and mariner, the yoimg- 15 
est and lowest, be not, so far as concerns 
the ship, to be preferred before the prince’s 
followers, and the prince himself? and their 
counsel and advice more to be attended to, 
and their service more to be desired and re- 20 
spected, and the prince to be requested to 
stand by and let the business alone in their 
hands? 

Fifthly, in case a wilful king and his 
attendants, out of opinion of their skill, or 25 
wilfulness of passion, would so steer the 
course, trim sail, &c., as that in the judg- 
ment of the master and seamen the ship 
and lives shall be endangered: whether, in 
case humble persuasions prevail not, ought 30 
not the ship’s company to refuse to act in 
such a course, yea, and, in case power be 
in their hands, resist and suppress these 
dangerous practices of the prince and his 
followers, and so save the ship? 35 

Lastly, suppose the master, out of base 
fear and cowardice, or covetous desire of 
reward, shall yield to gratify the mind of the 
prince, contrary to the rules of art and 
experience, &c., and the ship come in danger, 40 
and perish, and the prince with it: if the 
master get to shore, whether may he not be 
justly questioned, yea, and suffer as guilty of 
the prince’s death, and those that perished 
with him? These cases are clear, wherein, 45 
according to this similitude, the prince ought 
not to govern and rule the actions of the ship, 
but such whose office, and charge, and skill 
it is. 

The result of all is this: the church of 50 
Christ is the ship, wherein the prince — if a 
member, for otherwise the case is altered — 


is a passenger. In this ship the officers and 
governors, such as are appointed by the Lord 
Jesus, they are the chief, and in those respects 
above the prince himself, and are to be 
obeyed and submitted to in their works and 
administrations, even before the prince 
himself. 

In this respect every Christian in the 
church, man or woman, if of more knowledge 
and grace of Christ, ought to be of higher 
esteem, concerning religion and Christianity, 
than all the princes in the world who have 
either none or less grace or knowledge of 
Christ: although in civil things all civil rev- 
erence, honour, and obedience ought to be 
yielded by all men. 

Therefore, if in matters of religion the king 
command what is contrary to Christ’s rule, 
though according to his persuasion and 
conscience, who sees not that, according to 
the similitude, he ought not to be obeyed? 
Yea, and (in case) boldly, with spiritual force 
and power, he ought to be resisted. And if 
any officer of the church of Christ shall out 
of baseness yield to the command of the 
prince, to the danger of the church and souls 
committed to his charge, the souls that 
perish, notwithstanding the prince’s com- 
mand, shall be laid to his charge. 

If so, then I rejoin thus: how agree these 
truths of this similitude with those former 
positions, viz., that the civil magistrate is 
keeper of both tables, that he is to see the 
church do her duty, that he ought to estab- 
lish the true religion, suppress and punish 
the false, and so consequently must discern, 
judge, and determine what the true gathering 
and governing of the church is, what the duty 
of every minister of Christ is, what the true 
ordinances are, and what the true adminis- 
trations of them; and where men fail, cor- 
rect, punish, and reform by the civil sword? 

I desire it may be answered, in the fear and 
presence of Him whose eyes are as a flame of 
fire, if this be not — according to the simili- 
tude, though contrary to their scope in pro- 
posing of it — to be governor of the ship of 
the church, to see the master, pilot, and 
mariners do their duty, in setting the course, 
steering the ship, trimming the sails, keeping 
the watch &c., and where they fail, to punish 
them; and therefore, by undeniable conse- 
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quence, to judge and determine what their greater taking, plundering, swallowing up the 

duties are, when they do right, and when lesser. Oh! happy he whose portion is the 

they do wrong; and this not only to manifest God of Jacob! who hath nothing to lose 
error, (for then they say every passenger under the sun; but hath a state, a house, 
may reprove) but in their ordinary course 5 an inheritance, a name, a crown, a life, past 
and practice. 21 II the plunderers’, ravishers’, murderers’ 

The similitude of a physician obeying the reach and fury ! 
prince in the body politic, but prescribing to Peace. — But lo ! Who’s there? 

the prince concerning the prince’s body. Truth. — Our sister Patience, whose de- 

wherein the prince, unless the physician man- 10 sired company is as needful as delightful, 
ifestly err, is to be obedient to the physician. It is like the wolf will send the scattered 

and not to be judge of the physician in his sheep in one: the common pirate gather up 

art, but to be ruled and judged as touching the loose and scattered navy: the slaughter 

the state of his body by the physician; — of the witnesses by that bloody beast unite 
I say this similitude and many others suiting 15 the independents and presbyterians. 
with the former of a ship, might be alleged to The God of peace, the God of truth, will 
prove the distinction of the civil and spiritual shortly seal this truth, and confirm this 

estate, and that according to the rule of the witness, and make it evident to the whole 

Lord Jesus in the gospel, the civil magistrate world, — 

is only to attend the calling of the civil mag- 20 That the Doctrine of Persecution for 
istracy concerning the bodies and goods of Cause of Conscience, is most evidently 

the subjects, and is himself, if a member of and lamentably contrary to the Dog- 

the church and within, subject to the power trine of Christ Jesus, the Prince of Peace. 

of the Lord Jesus therein, as any member of Amen. 

the church is, 1 Cor. v. * * * 25 

Peace. We have now, dear Truth, ^ Letter to the Town of Providence 
through the gracious hand of God, clambered 

up to the top of this our tedious discourse. [Providence, January, 1655.] 

Truth. — Oh! it is mercy inexpressible That ever I should speak or write a tittle 
that either thou or I have had so long a 30 that tends to such an infinite liberty of con- 
breathing time, and that together! science is a mistake, and which I have ever 

Peace. — If English ground must yet be disclaimed and abhorred. To prevent such 

drunk with English blood, oh! where shall mistakes, I shall at present only propose 

Peace repose her wearied head and heavy this case: There goes many a ship to sea, 

heart? 35 with many hundred souls in one ship. 

Truth. — Dear Peace, if thou find welcome, whose weal and woe is common, and is a 

and the God of peace miraculously please to true picture of a commonwealth or a human 

quench these all-dcvouring flames, yet where combination or society. It hath fallen out 

shall Truth find rest from cruel persecutions? sometimes that both papists and Protestants, 

Peace. — Oh ! will not the authority of 40 Jews and Turks may be embarked in one 
holy scriptures, the commands and declara- ship; upon which supposal I affirm that all 

tions of the Son of God, therein produced the liberty of conscience that ever I pleaded 

by thee, together with all the lamentable for turns upon these two hinges — that 

experiences of former and present slaughters, none of the papists, Protestants, Jews, or 

prevail with the sons of men, especially with 45 Turks be forced to come to the ship’s prayers 
the sons of peace, to depart from the dens of or worship, nor compelled from their own 

lions, and mountains of leopards, and to put particular prayers or worship, if they prac- 

on the bowels, if not of Christianity, yet of tice any. I further add that I never denied 

humanity each to other? that, notwithstanding this liberty, the com- 

Truth. — Dear Peace, Habakkuk’s fishes 50 mander of this ship ought to command the 
keep their constant bloody game of persecu- ship’s course, yea, and also command that 

tions in the world’s mighty ocean; the justice, peace, and sobriety be kept and 
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practiced, both among the seamen and all 
the passengers. If any of the seamen refuse 
to perform their services, or passengers to 
pay their freight; if any refuse to help, in 
person or purse, towards the common 5 
charges or defence; if any refuse to obey 
the common laws and orders of the ship 
concerning their common peace or preser- 
vation; if any shall mutiny and rise up 
against their commanders and officers; if 10 
any should preach or write that there ought 
to be no commanders or officers, because all 
are equal in Christ, therefore no masters 


nor officers, no laws nor orders, nor correc- 
tions nor punishments — I say, I never de- 
nied but in such cases, whatever is pretended, 
the commander or commanders may judge, 
resist, compel, and punish such transgressors, 
according to their desserts and merits. This, 
if seriously and honestly minded, may, if 
it so please the Father of Lights, let in some 
light to such as willingly shut not their eyes. 

I remain studious of your common peace 
and liberty. 

Roger Williams. 


Anne Bradstreet {ca. 1 61 l- 1671) 


Born probably in Northampton, England, the writer of the first considerable 
American poetry was the daughter of Thomas Dudley, steward to the Earl of 
Lincoln. She was educated amidst the surroundings of wealth; at one time she 
had eight tutors, and a large library was always at her disposal. At the age of six- 
teen she married Simon Bradstreet, a Cambridge graduate nine years older than 
she. They came to Massachusetts in 1630, and both Mr. Dudley and Mr. Bradstreet 
later became governors of the colony. 

Mrs. Bradstreet was the mother of eight children. Among her descendants have 
been Richard Henry Dana, Wendell Phillips, and Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
She was a loving wife (see her poems to her husband) and a busy hostess (as the 
wife and daughter of governors might have been expected to be), but in spite of 
her large family, illness, and untold duties she managed to fill “a royal octavo 
volume of four hundred pages” with verse. This volume was published in London 
in 1650 with the title: THE TENTH MUSE Lately sprung up in America. Severall 
Poems, compiled with great variety of Wit and Learning, full of delight. Wherein especially 
is contained a compleat discourse and description of the Four Elements, Constitutions, Ages of 
Man, Seasons of the Tear. Together with an exact epitome of the Four Monarchies, viz. 
The Assyrian, Persian, Grecian, Roman. Also a Dialogue between Old England and New, 
concerning the late troubles. With divers other pleasant and serious Poems. By a Gentlewoman 
in those parts. A second edition with additional material was published in 1678, six 
years after the death of the author. Mrs. Bradstreet seems to have had a hand in 
the revisions for this volume, and among the interesting changes it is noteworthy 
that all reference to “the tenth muse” has been omitted. 

Mrs. Bradstreet was by no means a great poet. Her first volume is in the literary 
tradition of Francis Quarles, and of DuBartas whom she read in Sylvester’s English 
translation. It is tedious, unimaginative, and written with cramped and artificial 
diction. In her later verse, such as “Contemplations,” she comes nearer the style 
of Sidney and Spenser. In her later verse she is also more truly herself, a real 
person, an admirable Puritan woman who h 2 is found a voice and, in ample modesty, 
has dared to use it. 

The best edition of her poems is that of J. H. Ellis, 1867, reprinted 1932. There 
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is a biography, Anne Bradstreet and Her Time, 1891, by Helen Campbell, and a sketch 
by S. E. Morison in his Builders of the Bay Colony, 1930. 


Prologue 

( 1650 ) 

1 

To sing of wars, of captains, and of kings, 

Of cities founded, commonwealths begun. 

For my mean pen are loo superior things; 

Or how they all, or each, their dates have 
run; 

Let poets and historians set these forth; 5 
My obscure lines shall not so dim their worth. 

2 

But when my wond’ring eyes and envious 
heart 

Great Bartas sugared lines do but read o’er, 
Fool, I do grudge the muses did not part 
’Twixt him and me that overfluent store. 10 
A Bartas can do what a Bartas will; 

But simple 1 according to my skill. 

3 

From schoolboy’s tongue no rhet’ric we 
expect. 

Nor yet a sweet consort from broken strings, 
Nor perfect beauty where’s a main defect. 15 
My foolish, broken, blemished Muse so sings; 
And this to mend, alas, no art is able, 

’Cause nature made it so irreparable. 

4 

Nor can I, like that fluent, sweet- tongued 
Greek 

Who lisped at first, in future times speak 
plain. 20 

By art he gladly found what he did seek; 

A full requital of his striving pain. 

Art can do much, but this maxim’s most sure: 
A weak or wounded brain admits no cure. 

5 

I am obnoxious to each carping tongue 25 
Who says my hand a needle better fits; 

A poet’s pen all scorn I should thus wrong. 
For such despite they cast on female wits. 

If what I do prove well, it won’t advance; 
They’ll say it’s stol’n, or else it was by 
chance. 30 


6 

But sure the antique Greeks were far more 
mild; 

Else of our sex why feigned they those nine. 
And Poesy made Calliope’s own child? 

So ’mongst the rest they placed the arts 
divine. 

But this weak knot they will full soon untie: 35 
The Greeks did nought but play the fools 
and lie. 

7 

Let Greeks be Greeks, and women what 
they are; 

Men have precedency and still excel. 

It is but vain unjustly to wage war; 

Men can do best, and women know it well. 40 
Preeminence in all and each is yours; 

Yet grant some small acknowledgement of 
ours. 

8 

And O ye high-flown quills that soar the 
skies. 

And ever with your prey still catch your 
praise, 44 

If e’er you deign these lowly lines your eyes. 
Give thyme or parsley wreath; I ask no bays. 
This mean and unrefined ore of mine 
Will make your glistering gold but more to 
shine. 

An Epitaph on My Dear 
and Ever Honoured Mother 

MRS. DOROTHY DUDLEY, WHO DE- 
CEASED DECEMBER 27, 1643, 

AND OF HER AGE 61 

Here lies 

A worthy matron of unspotted life, 

A loving mother, and obedient wife, 

A friendly neighbor, pitiful to poor. 

Whom oft she fed and clothed with her store; 
To servants wisely awful, but yet kind, s 
And as they did so they reward did find; 

A true instructor of her family. 
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The which she ordered with dexterity; 

The public meetings ever did frequent, 

And in her closet constant hours she spent; lo 
Religious in all her words and ways, 
Preparing still for death till end of days; 

Of all her children children lived to see. 
Then dying, left a blessed memory. 

To My Dear and Loving 
Husband 
( 1678 ) 

If ever two were one, then surely we. 

If ever man were lov’d by wife, then thee; 

If ever wife was happy in a man, 

Compare with me ye women if you can. 

I prize thy love more then whole mines of 
gold, 5 

Or all the riches that the East doth hold. 

My love is such that rivers cannot quench, 
Nor ought but love from thee give recom- 
pence. 

Thy love is such I can no way repay. 

The heavens reward thee manifold I pray. lo 
Then while we live, in love let’s so persever. 
That when we live no more, we may live 
ever. 

A .Letter to Her Husband 

Phoebus, make haste: the day’s too long; be 
gone; 

The silent night’s the fittest time for moan. 
But stay this once, unto my suit give ear. 

And tell my griefs in either hemisphere; 

And if the whirling of thy wheels don’t 
drown’d 5 

The woful accents of my doleful sound. 

If in thy swift carrier thou canst make stay, 

I crave this boon, this errand by the way: 
Commend me to the man more lov’d than 
life; 9 

Shew him the sorrows of his widdowed wife. 
My dumpish thoughts, my groans, my brakish 
tears, 

My sobs, my longing hopes, my doubting 
fears; 

And if he love, how can he there abide? 

My interest’s more then all the world beside. 
He that can tell the stars or ocean sand, 15 


Or all the grass that in the meads do stand. 
The leaves in th’ woods, the hail or drops of 
rain. 

Or in a corn-field number every grain, 

Or every mote that in the sun-shine hops. 
May count my sighs and number all my drops. 
Tell him the countless steps that thou dost 
trace 2 1 

That once a day thy spouse thou mayst 
imbrace; 

And when thou canst not treat by loving 
mouth, 

Thy rays afar salute her from the south. 

But for one month I see no day, poor soul, 25 
Like those far situate under the pole. 

Which day by day long wait for thy arise: 

O how they joy when thou dost light the skys. 

0 Phoebus, hadst thou but thus long from 

thine 

Restrain’d the beams of thy beloved shine, 30 
At thy return, if so thou could’st or durst, 
Behold a Chaos blacker than the first. 

Tell him here’s worse than a confused 
matter — 

His little world’s a fathom under water; 
Nought but the fervor of his ardent beams 35 
Hath power to dry the torrent of these 
streams. 

Tell him I would say more, but cannot well: 
Oppressed minds abruptest tales do tell. 

Now post with double speed, mark what I 
say; 

By all our loves conjure him not to stay. 40 

The Flesh and the Spirit 

In secret place where once I stood. 

Close by the banks of lacrym flood, 

1 heard two sisters reason on 

Things that are past and things to come. 

One Flesh was called, who had her eye 5 
On worldly wealth and vanity; 

The other Spirit, who did rear 
Her thoughts unto a higher sphere. 

“Sister,” quoth Flesh, “what livest thor on — 
Nothing but meditation? 10 

Doth contemplation feed thee, so 
Regardlessly to let earth go? 

Can speculation satisfy 
Notion without reality? 

Dost dream of things beyond the moon, 15 
And dost thou hope to dwell there soon? 
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Hast treasures there laid up in store 
That all in the world thou countest poor? 
Art fancy sick, or turned a sot, 

To catch at shadows which are not? 20 

Come, come. I’ll show unto thy sense 
Industry hath its recompense. 

What canst desire but thou mayst see 
True substance in variety? 

Dost honor like? Acquire the same, 25 

As some to their immortal fame, 

And trophies to thy name erect 
Which wearing time shall ne’er deject. 

For riches dost thou long full sore? 

Behold enough of precious store; 30 

Earth hath more silver, pearls, and gold 
Than eyes can see or hands can hold. 
Affectest thou pleasure? Take thy fill; 

Earth hath enough of what you will. 

Then let not go what thou mayst find 35 
For things unknown, only in mind.” 

Spirit: “Be still, thou unregenerate part; 
Disturb no more my settled heart, 

For I have vowed, and so will do, 

Thee as a foe still to pursue, 40 

And combat with thee will and must 
Until I see thee laid in the dust. 

Sisters we are, yea, twins we be, 

Yet deadly feud ’twixt thee and me; 

For from one father are we not. 45 

Thou by old Adam was begot. 

But my arise is from above. 

Whence my dear Father I do love. 

Thou speakest me fair, but hatest me sore; 
Thy flattering shows I’ll trust no more. 50 
How oft thy slave hast thou me made 
When I believed what thou hast said, 

And never had more cause of woe 
Than when I did what thou bad’st do. 

I’ll stop mine ears at these thy charms, 55 
And count them for my deadly harms. 

Thy sinful pleasures I do hate, 

Thy riches are to me no bait. 

Thine honors do nor will I love. 

For my ambition lies above. 60 

My greatest honor it shall be 
When I am victor over thee. 

And triumph shall, with laurel head. 

When thou my captive shalt be led. 

How I do live thou needst not scoff, 65 

For I have meat thou know'st not of: 

The hidden manna I do eat. 


The word of life it is my meat. 

My thoughts do yield me more content 
Than can thy hours in pleasure spent. 70 
Nor are they shadows which I catch, 

Nor fancies vain at which I snatch. 

But reach at things that are so high 
Beyond thy dull capacity. 

Eternal substance I do see, 75 

With which enriched I would be; 

Mine eye doth pierce the heavens, and see 
What is invisible to thee. 

My garments are not silk or gold. 

Nor such like trash which earth doth hold, 80 
But royal robes I shall have on. 

More glorious than the glistering sun. 

My crown not diamonds, pearls, and gold. 
But such as angels’ heads enfold. 

The city where I hope to dwell 85 

There’s none on earth can parallel: 

The stately walls, both high and strong. 

Are made of precious jasper stone; 

The gates of pearl both rich and clear. 

And angels are for porters there; 90 

The streets thereof transparent gold. 

Such as no eye did e’er behold; 

A crystal river there doth run. 

Which doth proceed from the Lamb’s throne; 
Of life there are the waters sure, 95 

Which shall remain for ever pure; 

Of sun or moon they have no need. 

For glory doth from God proceed — 

No candle there, nor yet torch-light. 

For there shall be no darksome night. 100 
From sickness and infirmity 
For evermore they shall be free. 

Nor withering age shall e’er come there. 

But beauty shall be bright and clear. 

This city pure is not for thee, 105 

For things unclean there shall not be. 

If I of Heaven may have my fill, 

Take thou the world, and all that will.” 

Contemplations 

(1678) 

1 

Some time now past in the autumnal tide. 
When Phoebus wanted but one hour to bed, 
The trees all richly clad, yet void of pride, 
Were gilded o’er by his rich golden head; 
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Their leaves and fruits seemed painted, but 
was true, 5 

Of green, of red, of yellow, mixed hue; 

Rapt were my senses at this delectable view. 

2 

I wist not what to wish. “Yet sure,” 
thought I, 

“If so much excellence abide below. 

How excellent is He that dwells on high? lo 
Whose power and beauty by His works we 
know ! 

Sure He is goodness, wisdom, glory, light. 
That hath this underworld so richly dight.” 
More heaven than earth was here, no winter 
and no night. 

3 

Then on a stately oak I cast mine eye, 15 
Whose ruffling top the clouds seemed to 
aspire; 

“How long since thou wast in thine infancy? 
Thy strength and stature, more thy years 
admire. 

Hath hundred winters passed since thou wast 
born. 

Or thousand since thou brak’st thy shell of 
horn? 20 

If so, all these as nought eternity doth scorn.” 

4 

Then higher on the glistering sun I gazed. 
Whose beams was shaded by the leafy tree; 
The more I looked the more I grew amazed. 
And softly said, “What glory’s like to thee? 25 
Soul of this world, this universe’s eye, 

No wonder some made thee a deity; 

Had I not better known, alas, the same had I. 

5 

“Thou as a bridegroom from thy chamber 
rushes 

And, as a strong man, joys to run a race. 30 
The morn doth usher thee with smiles and 
blushes, 

The earth reflects her glances in thy face. 
Birds, insects, animals, 'with vegetative, 

Thy heart from death and dullness doth 
revive. 

And in the darksome womb of fruitful nature 
dive. 35 


6 

“Thy swift annual and diurnal course. 

Thy daily straight and yearly oblique path. 
Thy pleasing fervor and thy scorching force, 
All mortals here the feeling knowledge hath. 
Thy presence makes it day, thy absence 
night, 40 

Quaternal seasons causM by thy might. 

Hail, creature, full of sweetness, beauty, and 
delight ! 

7 

“Art thou so full of glory that no eye 
Hath strength thy shining rays once to 
hold? 

And is thy splendid throne erect so high 45 
As to approach it can no earthly mould? 

How full of glory then must thy Creator be, 
Who gave this bright light luster unto thee! 
Admired, adored forever be that majesty!” 

8 

Silent, alone, where none or saw or heard, 50 
In pathless paths I led my wand’ring feet; 
My humble eyes to lofty skies I reared; 

To sing some song my mazed Muse thought 
meet; 

My great Creator I would magnify. 

That nature had thus decked liberally. 55 
But ah, and ah, again, my imbecility! 

9 

I heard the merry grasshopper then sing. 

The black-clad cricket bear a second part; 
They kept one tune and played on the same 
string. 

Seeming to glory in their little art. 60 

Shall creatures abject thus their voices raise. 
And in their kind resound their Maker’s 
praise. 

Whilst I, as mute, can warble forth no 
higher lays? 

10 

When present times look back to ages past. 
And men in being fancy those are dead, 65 
It makes things gone perpetually to last 
And calls back months and years that long 
since fled; 

It makes a man more ag^d in conceit 
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Than was Methuselah or ’s grandsire great 
While of their persons and their acts his mind 
doth treat. 70 

11 

Sometimes in Eden fair he seems to be, 

Sees glorious Adam there made lord of all, 
Fancies the apple dangle on the tree 
That turned his sovereign to a naked thrall. 
Who like a miscreant’s driven from that 
place 75 

To get his bread with pain and sweat of face: 
A penalty imposed on his backsliding race. 

12 

Here sits our grandame in retired place, 

And in her lap her bloody Gain new-born; 
The weeping imp oft looks her in the face, 80 
Bewails his unknown hap and fate forlorn. 
His mother sighs to think of paradise. 

And how she lost her bliss to be more wise, 
Believing him that was, and is, father of lies. 

13 

Here Cain and Abel come to sacrifice; 85 
Fruits of the earth and fadings each do bring; 
On Abel’s gift the fire descends from skies. 
But no such sign on false Cain’s offering; 
With sullen hateful looks he goes his ways. 
Hath thousand thoughts to end his brother’s 
days, 90 

Upon whose blood his future good he hopes 
to raise. 

14 

There Abel keeps his sheep, no ill he thinks; 
His brother comes, then acts his fratricide; 
The virgin earth of blood her first draught 
drinks. 

But since that time she often hath been 
cloyed. 95 

The wretch with ghastly face and dreadful 
mind 

Thinks each he sees will serve him in his 
kind, 

Though none on earth but kindred near then 
could he find. 

15 

Who fancies not his looks now at the bar, 

His face like death, his heart with horror 
fraught? 100 


Nor malefactor ever felt like war 
When deep despair with wish of life hath 
fought. 

Branded with guilt and crushed with treble 
woes, 

A vagabond to land of Nod he goes; 

A city builds, that walls might him secure 
from foes. 105 

16 

Who thinks not oft upon the fathers’ ages? 
Their long descent, how nephews sons they 
saw. 

The starry observations of those sages. 

And how their precepts to their sons were law. 
How Adam sighed to see his progeny no 
Clothed all in his black sinful livery, 

Who neither guilt nor yet the punishment 
could fly? 

17 

Our life compare we with their length of 
days; 

Who to the tenth of theirs doth now arrive? 
And though thus short, we shorten many 
ways, 1 15 

Living so little while we are alive. 

In eating, drinking, sleeping, vain delight. 

So unawares comes on perpetual night 
And puts all pleasures vain unto eternal 
flight. 

18 

When I behold the heavens as in their prime, 
And then the earth, though old, still clad in 
green, 121 

The stones and trees insensible of time — 

Nor age nor wrinkle on their front are seen; 
If winter come, and greenness then do fade, 
A spring returns, and they more youthful 
made. 125 

But man grows old, lies down, remains where 
once he’s laid. 

19 

By birth more noble than those creatures all, 
Yet seems by nature and by custom cursed; 
No sooner bom but grief and care makes fall, 
That state obliterate he had at first. 130 
Nor youth nor strength nor wisdom spring 
again; 

Nor habitations long their names retain. 

But in oblivion to the final day remain. 
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Shall I then praise the heavens, the trees, the 
earth, 

Because their beauty and their strength last 
longer? 135 

Shall I wish there or never to had birth, 
Because they’re bigger and their bodies 
stronger? 

Nay, they shall darken, perish, fade, and die. 
And when unmade so ever shall they lie. 139 
But man was made for endless immortality. 

21 

Under the cooling shadow of a stately elm 
Close sat I by a goodly river’s side. 

Where gliding streams the rocks did over- 
whelm; 

A lonely place, with pleasures dignified. 

I once that loved the shady woods so well 145 
Now thought the rivers did the trees excel. 
And if the sun would ever shine, there would 
I dwell. 

22 

While on the stealing stream I fixed mine 
eye. 

Which to the longed-for ocean held its course, 

I marked nor crooks nor rubs that there did 
lie 150 

Could hinder aught, but still augment its 
force. 

“O happy flood,” quoth I, “that holds thy 
race 

Till thou arrive at thy beloved place. 

Nor is it rocks or shoals that can obstruct 
thy pace! 

23 

“Nor is’t enough that thou alone mayst slide, 
But hundred brooks in thy clear waves do 
meet; 156 

So hand in hand along with thee they glide 
To Thetis’ house, where all embrace and 
greet. 

Thou emblem true of what I count the best, 
O could I lead my rivulets to rest! 160 

So may we press to that vast mansion ever 
blest. 

24 

“Ye fish which in this liquid region bide, 

That for each season have your habitation. 
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Now salt, now fresh, where you think best 
to glide. 

To unknown coasts to give a visitation, 165 
In lakes and ponds you leave your numerous 
fry; 

So nature taught, and yet you know not why. 
You wat’ry folk that know not your felicity. 

25 

“Look how the wantons frisk to taste the air. 
Then to the colder bottom straight they dive; 
Eftsoon to Neptune’s glassy hall repair 171 
To see what trade they, great ones, there do 
drive. 

Who forrage o’er the spacious sea-green field 
And take the trembling prey before it yield. 
Whose armor is their scales, their spreading 
fins their shield.” 175 

26 

While musing thus with contemplation fed. 
And thousand fancies buzzing in my brain. 
The sweet-tongued Philomel perched o’er 
my head 

And chanted forth a most melodious strain. 
Which rapt me so with wonder and delight, 

I judged my hearing better than my sight, 181 
And wished me wings with her a while to 
take my flight. 

27 

“O merry bird,” said I, “that fears no snares. 
That neither toils nor hoards up in thy barn. 
Feels no sad thoughts nor cruciating cares 185 
To gain more good or shun what might thee 
harm; 

Thy clothes ne’er wear, thy meat is ever- 
where. 

Thy bed a bough, thy drink the water clear; 
Reminds not what is past, nor what’s to 
come doth fear. 

28 

“The dawning morn with songs thou dost 
prevent, 190 

Sets hundred notes unto thy feathered c^ew, 
So each one tunes his pretty instrument 
And warbling out the old, begin anew. 

And thus they pass their youth in summer 
season. 

Then follow thee into a better region, 195 
Where winter’s never felt by that sweet airy 
legion.” 
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29 

Man at the best a creature frail and vain, 

In knowledge ignorant, in strength but weak, 
Subject to sorrows, losses, sickness, pain; 
Each storm his state, his mind, his body 
break; 200 

From some of these he never finds cessation, 
But day or night, within, without, vexation, 
Troubles from foes, from friends, from dearest, 
near’st relation. 

30 

And yet this sinful creature, frail and vain, 
This lump of wretchedness, of sin and sorrow. 
This weather-beaten vessel wracked with 
pain, 206 

Joys not in hope of an eternal morrow; 

Nor all his losses, crosses, and vexation. 

In weight, in frequency and long duration, 
Can make him deeply groan for that divine 
translation. 210 

31 

The mariner that on smooth waves doth glide 
Sings merrily and steers his bark with ease, 
As if he had command of wind and tide, 

And now become great master of the seas; 
But suddenly a storm spoils all the sport 215 
And makes him long for a more quiet port 
Which ’gainst all adverse winds may serve 
for fort. 

32 

So he that faileth in this world of pleasure. 
Feeding on sweets, that never bit of th’ sour. 
That’s full of friends, of honor, and of 
treasure, 220 

Fond fool, he takes this earth ev’n for heaven’s 
bower. 

But sad affliction comes and makes him see 
Here’s neither honor, wealth, nor safety; 
Only above is found all with security. 

33 

O time, the fatal wrack of mortal things, 225 
That draws oblivion’s curtains over kings; 
Their sumptuous monuments, men know 
them not; 


Their names without a record are forgot; 

Their parts, their ports, their pomp’s all 
laid in th’ dust; 

Nor wit nor gold nor buildings ’scape time’s 
rust. 230 

But he whose name is graved in the white 
stone 

Shall last and shine when all of these are gone. 


The Author to Her Book 
(1678) 

Thou ill-form’d offspring of my feeble brain, 
Who after birth did’st by my side remain, 
Till snatcht from thence by friends, less wise 
than true 

Who thee abroad, expos’d to public view, 
Made thee in rags, halting to th’ press to 
trudge, 5 

Where errors were not lessened (all may 
judge) 

At thy return my blushing was not small. 
My rambling brat (in print) should mother 
call, 

I cast thee by as one unfit for light. 

Thy visage was so irksome in my sight; 10 

Yet being mine own, at length affection 
would 

Thy blemishes amend, if so I could: 

I wash’d thy face, but more defects I saw. 
And rubbing off a spot, still made a flow. 

I stretcht thy joynts to make thee even feet. 
Yet still thou run’st more hobbling than is 
meet; 16 

In better dress to trim thee was my mind. 
But nought save home-spun cloth, i’ th’ house 
I find 

In this array, ’mongst vulgars mayst thou 
roam 

In critics’ hands, beware thou dost not come; 
And take thy way where yet thou art not 
known, 2 1 

If for thy father asked, say, thou hadst none: 
And for thy mother, she alas is poor, 

Which caus’d her thus to send thee out of 
door. 
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Michael Wigglesworth (1631-1705) 


The “poet laureate of New England Puritanism” was born in England and 
brought to America in 1 638, when he was seven years old. He graduated from Har- 
vard apparently with the intention of becoming a physician, but served for a time as 
tutor in the college, and then became pastor of the church at Malden, Mass., where 
he remained almost a half century. 

Illness gave him leisure, part of which he devoted to a crude, earnest, horrible 
poem of “two hundred twenty-four stanzas of jigging octosyllabics” on The Day of 
Doom, or a Description of the Great and Last Judgment, with a short discourse about Eternity. 
Eccles. 12. 14. For God shall bring every work into judgment with every secret thing, whether it 
be good, or whether it be evil. Published in 1 662, the first edition of eighteen hundred 
copies was exhausted within a year. Ten editions were required in the next century. 
Children committed it to memory along with the catechism. It was estimated that 
there was one copy for every thirty-five people in New England. 

The Rev. Michael Wigglesworth, a “feeble, little shadow of a man” as Cotton 
Mather called him in his funeral sermon, rode to poetic fame on the currents of his 
time. His “blazing and sulphurous poem” largely expressed the temper of Calvinism 
as it existed in the leaders of the New England colonies — Winthrop, the Mathers, 
John Cotton. Furthermore, he wrote in a verse form that was easy to read and easy 
to learn. Many of the passages that inspired the Puritans merely entertain us today, 
but we have no other document that shows how real heaven and hell appeared to the 
Puritan, and how intensely dramatically he conceived everything in religion. 

K. B. Murdock has edited The Day of Doom, 1929, with biographical material. 
J. W. Dean’s Memoir of Rev. Michael Wigglesworth, 1871, is scarce. F. O. Matthiessen 
has written on “Michael Wigglesworth, a Puritan Artist,” New England Quarterly, 
October, 1928. 


From The Day of Doom 

(1662) 

[Men of Good Works] 

XCII 

Then were brought nigh a company 
of civil honest men. 

That loved true dealing and hated stealing, 
ne’er wronged their bretheren, 

Who pleaded thus: “Thou knowest us S 
that we were blameless livers; 

No whoremongers, no murderers, 
no quarrelers nor strivers. 

xcm 

“Idolaters, adulterers, 

church-robbers we were none, 10 

Nor false dealers, nor cozeners, 
but paid each man his own. 


Our way was fair, our dealing square, 
we were no wasteful spenders. 

No lewd toss-pots, no drunken sots, 15 

no scandalous offenders. 

xciv 

“We hated vice and set great price, 
by virtuous conversation; 

And by the same we got a name 

and no small commendation. 20 

God’s laws express that righteousness 
is that which He doth prize; 

And to obey, as He doth say, 
is more than sacrifice. 

xcv 

“Thus to obey hath been our way; 25 

let our good deeds, we pray, 

Find some regard and some reward 
with Thee, O Lord, this day. 
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And whereas we transgressors be, Dead works they be and vanity, 

of Adam’s race were none, 30 the which vexation brings. 


No, not the best, but have confessed 
themselves to have misdone.” 

XGVI 

Then answerM unto their dread, 
the Judge: “True piety 
God doth desire and eke require, 35 

no less than honesty. 

Justice demands at all your hands 
perfect obedience; 

If but in part you have come short, 

that is a just offense. 40 

XCVII 

“On earth below, where men did owe 
a thousand pounds and more. 

Could twenty pence it recompense? 

Could that have cleared the score? 

Think you to buy felicity 45 

with part of what’s due debt? 

Or for desert of one small part, 
the whole should off be set? 

XCVIII 

“And yet that part whose great desert 

you think to reach so far, 50 

For your excuse doth you accuse, 
and will your boasting mar. 

However fair, however square 

your way and work hath been 
Before men’s eyes, yet God espies 55 

iniquity therein. 

xcix 

“God looks upon th’ affection 
and temper of the heart; 

Not only on the action, 

and the external part. 60 

Whatever end vain men pretend, 

God knows the verity. 

And by the end which they intend 
their words and deeds doth try. 

c 

“Without true faith, the Scripture saith, 65 
God cannot take delight 
In any deed that doth proceed 
from any sinful wight. 

And without love all actions prove 
but barren empty things; 


ci 

“Nor from true faith, which quencheth 
wrath, 

hath your obedience flown; 

Nor from true love, which wont to move 75 
believers, hath it grown. 

Your argument shows your intent 
in all that you have done; 

You thought to scale heav’n’s lofty wall 

by ladders of your own. 80 

CII 

“Your blinded spirit hoping to merit 
by your own righteousness. 

Needed no Saviour but your behavior, 
and blameless carriages. 

You trusted to what you could do, 85 

and in no need you stood; 

Your hearty pride laid Me aside, 
and trampled on My blood. 

cm 

“All men have gone astray, and done 

that which God’s laws condemn; 90 

But My purchase and offered grace 
all men did not contemn. 

The Ninevites and Sodomites 
had no such sin as this; 

Yet as if all your sins were small, 95 

you say, ‘All did amiss.’ 

CIV 

“Again yon thought and mainly sought 
a name with men t’ acquire; 

Pride bare the bell that made you swell, 

and your own selves admire. loc 

Mean fruit it is, and vile, I wis, 
that springs from such a root; 

Virtue divine and genuine 

wonts not from pride to shoot. 

cv 

“Such deeds as your are worse than poor; 105 
they are but sins gilt over 

With silver dross, whose glist’ring gloss 
can them no longer cover. 

The best of them would you condemn, 

and ruin you alone, no 

Although you were from faults so clear, 
the other you had none. 


70 
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CVI 

‘‘Your gold is brass, your silver dross, 
your righteousness is sin; 

And think you by such honesty irs 

eternal life to win? 

You much mistake, if for its sake 
you dream of acceptation; 

Whereas the same deserveth shame 

and meriteth damnation. 120 

[The Heathen and the Infants] 

Then were brought near with trembling fear, 
a number numberless. 

Of blind heathen, and brutish men that did 
God’s law transgress; 

CLVII 

Whose wicked ways Christ open lays, and 
makes their sins appear. 

They making pleas their case to ease, if not 
themselves to clear. 

“Thy Written Word,” say they, “good Lord, 
we never did enjoy; 5 

We ne’er refus’d, nor it abus’d; Oh, do not 
us destroy!” 

CLVIII 

“You ne’er abus’d, nor yet refus’d my 
Written Word, you plead; 

That’s true,” quoth he, “therefore shall ye 
the less be punished. 

You shall not smart for any part of other 
men’s offense. 

But for your own transgressi-on receive due 
recompense,” 10 

CLIX 

“But we were blind,” say they, “in mind; too 
dim was Nature’s light. 

Our only guide, as hath been tried, to bring 
us to the sight 

Of our estate degenerate, and curs’d by 
Adam’s Fall; 

How we were born and lay forlorn in bondage 
and in thrall. 

CLX 

“We did not know a Christ till now, nor how 
fall’n men be saved, 15 

Else would we not, right well we wot, have so 
ourselves behaved. 
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We should have mourn’d, we should have 
turn’d from sin at thy Reproof, 

And been more wise through thy advice, for 
our own soul’s behoof. 

CLXI 

“But Nature’s light shin'd not so bright, to 
teach us the right way: 

We might have lov’d it and well improv’d it, 
and yet have gone astray.” 20 

The Judge most High makes this reply: “You 
ignorance pretend. 

Dimness of sight, and want of light, your 
course Heav’nward to bend. 

CLXII 

“How came your mind to be so blind? I 
once you knowledge gave. 

Clearness of sight and judgment right: who 
did the same deprave? 

If to your cost you have it lost, and quite 
defac’d the same, 25 

Your own desert hath caus’d the smart; you 
ought not me to blame. 

CLXIII 

“Yourselves into a pit of woe, your own trans- 
gression led. 

If I to none my Grace had shown, who had 
been injured? 

If to a few, and not to you, I shew’d a way of 
life, 

My Grace so free, you clearly see gives you 
no ground of strife. 30 

CLXIV 

“’Tis vain to tell, you wot full well, if you in 
time had known 

Your misery and remedy, your actions had it 
shown; 

You, sinful crew, have not been true unto 
the light of Nature, 

Nor done the good you understoof', nor 
owned your Creator. 

CLXV 

“He that the Light, because ’tis slight, hath 
used to despise, 35 

Would not the Light shining more bright, be 
likely for to prize. 
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If you had lov’d, and well improv’d your 
knowledge and dim sight, 

Herein your pain had not been vain, your 
plagues had been more light.” 

CLXVI 

Then to the bar all they drew near who died 
in infancy, 

And never had or good or bad effected 
pers’nally; 40 

But from the womb unto the tomb were 
straightway carried, 

(Or at the least ere they transgress’d) who 
thus began to plead: 

CLXVII 

“If for our own transgressi-on, or diso- 
bedience. 

We here did stand at thy left hand, just were 
the recompense; 

But Adam’s guilt our souls hath split, his 
fault is charg’d upon us; 45 

And that alone hath overthrown and utterly 
undone us. 

CLXVIII 

“Not we, but he ate of the Tree, whose fruit 
was interdicted; 

Yet on us all of his sad Fall the punishment’s 
inflicted. 

Flow could we sin that had not been, or how 
is his sin our, 

Without consent, which to prevent we never 
had the pow’r? 50 

CLXIX 

“O great Creator why was our Nature de- 
praved and forlorn? 

Why so defil’d, and made so vil’d, whilst we 
were yet unborn? 

If it be just, and needs we must transgressors 
reckon’d be. 

Thy mercy, Lord, to us afford, which sinners 
hath set free. 

CLXX 

“Behold we see Adam set free, and sav’d 
from his trespass, 55 

Whose sinful Fall hath split us all, and 
brought us to this pass. 


Canst thou deny us once to try, or grace to 
us to tender. 

When he finds grace before thy face, who 
was the chief offender?” 

CLXXI 

Then answered the Judge most dread: “God 
doth such doom forbid, 

That men should die eternally for what they 
never did. 60 

But what you call old Adam’s Fall, and only 
his trespass. 

You call amiss to call it his, both his and yours 
it was. 

CLXXII 

“He was design’d of all mankind to be a 
public head; 

A common root, whence all should shoot, and 
stood in all their stead. 

He stood and fell, did ill or well, not for 
himself alone, 65 

But for you all, who now his Fall and trespass 
would disown. 

CLXXIII 

“If he had stood, then all his brood had been 
established 

In God’s true love never to move, nor once 
awry to tread; 

Then all his race my Father’s grace should 
have enjoy’d for ever. 

And wicked sprites by subtile sleights could 
them have harmed never. 70 

CLXXIV 

“Would you have griev’d to have receiv’d 
through Adam so much good, 

As had been your for evermore, if he at first 
had stood? 

Would you have said, ‘We ne’er obey’d nor 
did thy laws regard; 

It ill befits with benefits, us. Lord, to so 
reward?’ 

CLXXV 

“Since then to share in his welfare, you could 
have been content, 75 

You may with reason share in his treason, 
and in the punishment. 
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Hence you were born in state forlorn, with 
natures so depraved; 

Death was your due because that you had 
thus yourselves behaved. 

CLXXVI 

“You think ‘If we had been as he, whom 
God did so betrust, 

We to our cost would ne’er have lost all for 
a paltry lust.’ 8o 

Had you been made in Adam’s stead, you 
would like things have wrought, 

And so into the self-same woe, yourselves and 
yours have brought. 

CLXXVII 

“I may deny you once to try, or grace to you 
to tender, 

Though he finds grace before my face who 
was the chief offender; 

Else should my grace cease to be grace, for it 
would not be free, 85 

If to release whom I should please I have no 
liberty. 

CLXXVIII 

“If upon one what’s due to none I frankly 
shall bestow. 

And on the rest shall not think best com- 
passion’s skirt to throw, 

Whom injure I? will you envy and grudge 
at others’ weal? 

Or me accuse, who do refuse yourselves to 
help and heal? 90 

CLXXIX 

“Am I alone of what’s my own, no Master 
or no Lord? 
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And if I am, how can you claim what I to 
some afford? 

Will you demand grace at my hand, and 
challenge what is mine? 

Will you teach me whom to set free, and thus 
my grace confine? 

CLXXX 

“You sinners are, and such a share as sinners, 
may expect; 95 

Such you shall have, for I do save none but 
mine own Elect. 

Yet to compare your sin with their who liv’d 
a longer time, 

I do confess yours is much less, though every 
sin’s a crime. 

CLXXXI 

“A crime it is, therefore in bliss you may not 
hope to dwell: 

But unto you I shall allow the easiest room in 
Hell.” 100 

The glorious King thus answering, they cease, 
and plead no longer; 

Their consciences must needs confess his 
reasons are the stronger. 

CLXXXII 

Thus all men’s pleas the Judge with ease doth 
answer and confute. 

Until that all, both great and small, are 
silenced and mute. 

Vain hopes are cropt, all mouths are stopt, 
sinners have naught to say, 105 

But that ’tis just and equal most they should 
be damn’d for aye. 


Edward Taylor (1645 


The best American poems of the seventeenth century were discovered only in thf* 
twentieth. As T. H. Johnson says, “It seems probable that had the poetry of Edward 
Taylor been published during his lifetime, he would long since have taken a place 
among the major figures of colonial American literature. It is startling at so late a 
period to run upon him. Edward Taylor was an orthodox Puritan minister, who 
lived nearly sixty years in the frontier village of Westfield, Massachusetts, writing 
poetry until 1725 in the mannered style of the pre-restoration sacred poets. Though 
no imitator, he was really in the tradition of Donne and the Anglo-Catholic conceit- 
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ists. His sole inspiration was a glowing, passionate love for Christ, expressed in 
terms of his own unworthiness and wistful yearning. However much the substance 
of his imagination was erected within the frame of a special theology, his vitality as a 
prosodist and his evident delight in tone and color indicate how thoroughly he en- 
joyed poetry as an art.” 

Taylor had been born in England and emigrated to Boston in 1668. After gradu- 
ating from Harvard he served as physician as well as pastor in Westfield. His grand- 
son, President Stiles of Yale, described him as “a man of small stature, but firm; of 
quick passions, yet serious and grave. Exemplary in piety, and for a very sacred ob- 
servance of the Lord’s day.” 

Taylor requested his heirs not to publish any of his writings, and it was not till 1937 
that a few of his poems were brought to light in the New England Quarterly by Thomas 
H. Johnson. Two years later this scholar admirably edited a generous selection from 
the poems, The Poetical Works of Edward Taylor. In addition to the introduction to 
that volume, interpretative essays have been written by Austin Warren, “Edward 
Taylor’s Poetry: Colonial Baroque,” Kenyon Review^ Summer, 1941, and W. C. 
Brown, “Edward Taylor: an American ‘Metaphysical,’” American Literature, No- 
vember, 1944. 


The Preface 

Infinity, when all things it beheld, 

In nothing, and of nothing all did build, 
Upon what base was fixed the lath wherein 
He turned this globe and riggaled it so trim? 
Who blew the bellows of His furnace vast? s 
Or held the mould wherein the world was 
cast? 

Who laid its corner-stone? Or whose com- 
mand? 

Where stand the pillars upon which it stands? 
Who laced and filleted the earth so fine 
With rivers like green ribbons smaragdine? lo 
Who made the seas its selvedge, and it locks 
Like a quilt ball within a silver box? 

Who spread its canopy? Or curtains spun? 
Who in this bowling alley bowled the sun? 
Who made it always when it rises, set: is 

To go at once both down and up to get? 
Who the curtain rods made for this tapestry? 
Who hung the twinkling lanthorns in the sky? 
Who? who did this? or who is he? Why, 
know 

It’s only Might Almighty this did do. 20 
His hand hath made this noble work which 
stands 

His glorious handiwork not made by hands. 
Who spake all things from nothing; and with 
ease 

Can speak all things to nothing, if He please. 


Whose little finger at His pleasure can 25 
Out mete ten thousand worlds with half a 
span. 

Whose might almighty can by half a look 
Root up the rocks and rock the hills by th’ 
roots. 

Can take this mighty world up in His hand 
And shake it like a squitchen or a wand. 30 
Whose single frown will make the heavens 
shake 

Like as an aspen leaf the wind makes quake. 
Oh! what a might is this! Whose single 
frown 

Doth shake the world as it would shake it 
down? 

Which all from nothing fet, from nothing 
all; 35 

Hath all on nothing set, lets nothing fall. 
Gave all to nothing man indeed, whereby 
Through nothing man all might Him glorify. 
In nothing is embossed the brightest gem 39 
More precious than all preciousness in them. 
But nothing man did throw down all by sin. 
And darkened that lightsome gem in him, 
That now His brightest diamond is grown 
Darker by far than any coal-pit stone. 

The Soul’s Admiration 

What, I such praises sing! How can it be? 
Shall I in heaven sing? 
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What, I, that scarce durst hope to see, 

Lord, such a thing? 

Though nothing is too hard for Thee, $ 
One hope hereof seems hard to me. 

What, can I ever tune those melodies, 

Who have no tune at all, 

Not knowing where to stop nor rise, 

Nor when to fall? lo 

To sing Thy praise I am unfit; 

I have not learned my gamut yet. 

But should these praises on stringed instru- 
ments 

Be sweetly tuned? I find 
I nonplussed am, for no consents 15 

I ever mind. 

My tongue is neither quill nor bow, 

Nor can my fingers quavers show. 

But was it otherwise, I have no kit; ^ 

Which though I had, I could 20 

Not tune the strings, which soon would slip 
Though others should. 

But should they not, I cannot play. 

But for an F should strike an A. 

And should Thy praise upon wind instru- 
ments 25 

Sound all o’er heaven shrill? 

^^y breath will hardly through such vents 
A whistle fill. 

Which though it should, it’s past my spell 
By stops and falls to sound it well. 30 

How should I then join in such exercise? 

One sight of Thee’ll entice 
Mine eyes to heft, whose ecstasies 
Will stob ^ my voice. 

Hereby mine eyes will bind my tongue 35 
Unless Thou, Lord, do cut the thong. 

What use of useless me then there, poor 
snake? 

There saints and angels sing 
Thy praise in full career, which make 

The heavens to ring. 40 

* Kit: miniature violin. 

* Stob: “The sense in which this rare word is here 
used (and elsewhere in the poems) — to interrupt, 

to a halt, or overpower — is not recorded in 
the j^ew English Dictionary, unless the word is to be 
t^cn figuratively.” [T. H. Johnson’s note.] 


Yet if Thou wilt, Thou canst me raise 
With angels bright to sing Thy praise. 

The Joy of Church Fellowship 

In heaven soaring up I dropt an ear 
On earth, and, oh ! sweet melody ! 

And listening found it was the saints who were 
Encoached for heaven that sang for joy. 
For in Christ’s coach they sweetly sing i 
As they to glory ride therein. 

Oh, joyous hearts ! Enfired with holy flame ! 

Is speech thus tasseled with praise? 

Will not your inward fire of joy contain. 

That it in open flames doth blaze? 10 
For in Christ’s coach saints sweetly sing 
As they to glory ride therein. 

And if a string do slip by chance, they soon 
Do screw it up again, whereby 
They set it in a more melodious tune 15 
And a diviner harmony. 

For in Christ’s coach they sweetly sing 
As they to glory ride therein. 

In all their acts public and private, nay 
And secret too, they praise impart; 20 

But in their acts divine and worship, they 
With hymns do offer up their heart. 

Thus in Christ’s coach they sweetly sing 
As they to glory ride therein. 

Some few not in; and some, whose time and 
place 25 

Block up this coach’s way, do go 
As travellers afoot, and so do trace 

The road that gives them right thereto. 
While in this coach these sweetly sing 
As they to glory ride therein. 30 

Housewifery 

Make me, O Lord, Thy spinning-wheel com- 
plete. 

Thy holy Word my distaff make for me; 
Make mine affections Thy swift flyers neat; 
And make my soul Thy holy spool to be; 
My conversation make to be Thy reel, 5 
And reel the yam thereon spun of Thy 
wheel. 
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Make me Thy loom then; knit therein this 
twine; 

And make Thy Holy Spirit, Lord, wind 
quills; 

Then weave the web Thyself. The yarn is 
fine. 

Thine ordinances make my fulling mills. lo 
Then dye the same in heavenly colors 
choice. 

All pinked with varnished flowers of para- 
dise. 

Then clothe therewith mine understanding, 
will. 

Affections, judgment, conscience, memory, 
My words and actions, that their shine may 
All 15 

My ways with glory and Thee glorify. 

Then mine apparel shall display before Ye 
That I am clothed in holy robes for glory. 

The Ebb and Flow 

When first Thou on me. Lord, wroughtest 
Thy sweet print, 

My heart was made Thy tinder box. 

My ’ffections were Thy tinder in’t, 
Where fell Thy sparks by drops. 
These holy sparks of heavenly Are that came 5 
Did ever catch and often out would flame. 

But now my heart is made Thy censer trim. 
Full of Thy golden altar’s fire. 

To offer up sweet incense in 

Unto Thyself entire; 10 

I find my tinder scarce Thy sparks can feel 
That drop out from Thy holy flint and steel. 

Hence doubts out-bud for fear Thy fire in me 
Is a mocking ignis fatuus; 

Or lest Thine altar’s fire out be 15 

It’s hid in ashes thus. 

Yet when the bellows of Thy spirit blow 
Away mine ashes, then Thy fire doth glow. 

The Reflection 

Canticles II: 1 : I am the rose of Sharon. 

Lord, art Thou at the table-head above 

Meat, medicine, sweetness, sparkling 
beauties, to 


Enamour souls with flaming flakes of love, 
And not my trencher nor my cup o’er- 
flow? 

Ben’t I a bidden guest? Oh ! sweat, mine 
eye, 5 

O’erflow with tears. Oh ! draw thy foun- 
tains dry. 

Shall I not smell Thy sweet, oh! Sharon’s 
rose? 

Shall not mine eye salute Thy beauty? 
Why? 

Shall Thy sweet leaves their beauteous sweets 
upclo.^e? 

As half-ashamed my sight should on 
them lie? 10 

Woe’s me! For this my sighs shall be in 
grain. 

Offered on sorrow’s altar for the same. 

Had not my soul’s (Thy conduit) pipes 
stopped been 

With mud, what ravishment would’st 
Thou convey? 

Let grace’s golden spade dig till the spring 15 
Of tears arise, and clear this filth away. 
Lord, let Thy spirit raise my sighings till 
These pipes my soul do with Thy sweet- 
ness fill. 

Earth once was paradise of heaven below. 
Till ink-faced sin had it with poison 
stocked, 20 

And chased this paradise away into 

Heaven’s upmost loft and it in glory 
locked. 

But Thou, sweet Lord, hast with Thy 
golden key 

Unlocked the door and made a golden 
day. 

Once at Thy feast I saw Thee pearl-like 
stand 25 

’Tween heaven and earth, where heav- 
en’s bright glory all 

In streams fell on Thee as a floodgate, and 
Like sun beams through Thee on the 
world to fall. 

Oh! sugar-sweet then! My dear sweet 
Lord, I see 

Saints’ heaven-lost happiness restored 
by Thee. 30 
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Shall heaven and earth’s bright glory all 
up-lie 

Like sun beams bundled in the sun in 
Thee? 

Dost Thou sit rose at table-head, where I 

Do sit, and carv’st no morsel sweet for 
me? 

So much before, so little now ! Sprindge, 
Lord, 3S 

Thy rosy leaves, and me their glee afford. 

Shall not Thy rose my garden fresh perfume? 

Shall not Thy beauty my dull heart 
assail? 

Shall not Thy golden gleams run through 
this gloom? 

Shall my black velvet mask Thy fair face 
veil? 40 

Pass o’er my faults. Shine forth, bright 
sun: arise! 

Enthrone Thy rosy-self within mine eyes. 


Meditation Eight 

John VI: 51 : I am the living bread. 

I kenning through astronomy divine 

The world’s bright battlement, wherein 
I spy 

A golden path my pencil cannot line 

From that bright throne unto my 
threshold lie. 

And while my puzzled thoughts about 
it pore, 5 

I find the bread of life in’t at my door. 

When that this bird of paradise, put in 

This wicker cage (my corpse) to tweedle 
praise. 

Had pecked the fruit forbid; and so did fling 
Away its food and lost its golden days; 10 
It fell into celestial famine sore 
And never could attain a morsel more. 

Alas ! Alas ! Poor bird, what wilt thou do? 
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This creature’s field no food for souls e’er 
gave. 

And if thou knock at angels’ doors, they 
show 15 

An empty barrel: they no soul bread 
have. 

Alas I Poor bird, the world’s white loaf is 
done 

And cannot yield thee here the smallest 
crumb. 

In this sad state, God’s tender bowels run 
Out streams of grace. And He, to end 
all strife, 20 

The purest wheat in heaven. His dear-dear 
Son 

Grinds and kneads up into this bread of 
life: 

Which bread of life from heaven down 
came and stands 

Dished in thy table up by angels’ 
hands. 

Did God mould up this bread in heaven, and 
bake, 25 

Which from His table came and to thine 
goeth? 

Doth He bespeak thee thus: This soul bread 
take; 

Come, eat thy fill of this, thy God’s 
white loaf? 

It’s food too fine for angels. Yet come, 
take 

And eat thy fill! It’s heaven’s sugar 
cake. 

What grace is this knead in this loaf? This 
thing 

Souls are but petty things it to admire. 

Ye angels, help! This fill would to the brim 
Heaven’s whelmed-down crystal meal 
bowl, yea and higher. 

This bread of life dropped in thy mouth 
doth cry: 35 

Eat, eat me, soul, and thou shah never 
die. 
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Cotton Mather (1663-17x8) 


In all the new world there was probably only one man more learned than Increase 
Mather, and that was his son Cotton. Cotton Mather entered Harvard at 1 1 and 
took his bachelor’s degree at 1 5, his master’s three years later. At the age of 1 8 he 
was installed as his father’s colleague in the North Church. 

The severity of Cotton Mather’s life is almost incomprehensible to one who has 
not read his diary, which tells of soul-searching and body-punishing, mystic visions 
and ecstatic moments. Ascetic, pious, much given to mysticism, encyclopedically 
learned, proud, pedantic, fantastic. Cotton Mather laboured prodigiously all his days 
for the old power of the church in New England. He preached sermons beyond reck- 
oning; he read voraciously in many languages; he took part in all the politics of the 
day; he was interested in scientific advancement; he wrote more than four himdred 
titles. “In a single year,” says Tyler, “besides doing all his work as master of a great 
metropolitan parish, and besides keeping sixty fasts and twenty vigils, he published 
fourteen books.” 

With him the dynasty culminated in intellect and died in power. He saw Har- 
vard go over to the liberals. He took a prominent part in the Salem trials, and, when 
the inevitable reaction set in, found his reputation diminished. Even in the most lib- 
eral of his activities — his scientific interest in inoculation for smallpox — he drew 
upon himself hate. A bomb was thrown in his bed room window, with this note at- 
tached; “Cotton Mather, you Dog, dam you: I’ll innoculate you with this, with a 
pox to you.” His son, Samuel, was the last and the w^eakest of the Mathers. Cotton 
himself outlived his father only five years, and died with the word Jructuosus on his lips. 

Of all his writings, the best is his monumental Magnalia Christi Americana: or^ the 
Ecclesiastical History of New England^ begun in 1693, completed four years later, and 
published in two large volumes in 1702. In this great work he purposed to describe 
the golden age of Puritanism, the pristine glory of old New England, with such vivid- 
ness that his own degenerate contemporaries would be animated to emulate that 
departed glory. The topic is broadly set before the reader in the introduction: “I 
write the wonders of the Christian religion, flying from the depravations of Europe to 
the American strand: and, assisted by the Holy Author of that religion, I do, with all 
conscience of truth required by him, who is the truth itself, report the wonderful dis- 
plays of his infinite power, wisdom, goodness, and faithfulness, wherewith his Divine 
Providence hath irradiated an Indian wilderness.” 

Other sides of his activity are represented by Wonders of the Invisible World, 1693; 
Essays to do Good, 1710; and The Christian Philosopher, 1721. 

Probably the most convenient volume of Mather is K. B. Murdock’s Selections from 
the Works of Cotton Mather, 1926. The Magnalia was reprinted at Hartford, 1853-55. 
Barrett Wendell’s Cotton Mather: The Puritan Priest, 1891, is a fascinating biography. 
There is a short treatment by the same author in his Literary History of America, 1 900, 
book I, ch. 5. 

If the student is interested in the witchcrzift proceedings, he may consult G. L. 
Kittredge’s Witchcraft in Old and New England, the authoritative work in that field. 
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From the Magnalia 

( 1702 ) 

In introducing his Magnalia^ Mather lists the 
“bill of fare,” as he calls it, one item of which con- 
sists of “the exemplary lives of many magistrates, 
and of more ministers, who so lived, as to leave 
unto posterity examples worthy of everlasting re- 
membrance.” One of the noblest of these is John 
Winthrop, “the American Nehemiah,” governor 
of the Massachusetts Colony (see pages 23-27). 

[ The Lije of John Winthrop] 

§ 1 . Let Greece boast of her patient Lycurgus, 
the lawgiver, by whom diligence, temperance, 
fortitude and wit were made fashions of a 
therefore long-lasting and renowned com- 
monwealth: let Rome tell of her devout 
Numa, the lawgiver, by whom the most 
famous commonwealth saw peace triumph- 
ing over extinguished war and cruel plunders; 
and murders giving place to the more mollify- 
ing exercises of his religion. Our New- 
England shall tell and boast of her Winthrop, 
a lawgiver as patient as Lycurgus, but not ad- 
mitting any of his criminal disorders; as 
devout as Numa, but not liable to any of his 
heathenish madnesses; a governour in whom 
the excellencies of Christianity made a most 
improving addition unto the virtues, wherein 
even without those he would have made a 
parallel for the great men of Greece, or of 
Rome, which the pen of a Plutarch has 
eternized. 

§ 2 . A stock of heroes by right should 
afford nothing but what is heroical; and ; 
nothing but an extream degeneracy would 
make any thing less to be expected from a 
stock of Winthrops. Mr. Adam Winthrop, 
the son of a worthy gentleman wearing the 
same name, was himself a worthy, a discreet, a 
and a learned gentleman, particularly emi- 
nent for skill in the law, nor without remark 
for love to the gospel, under the reign of King 
Henry VIII; and brother to a memorable 
favourer of the reformed religion in the days a 
of Queen Mary, into whose hands the famous 
martyr Philpot committed his papers, which 
afterwards made no inconsiderable part of 
our martyr-books. This Mr. Adam Winthrop 
had a son of the same name also, and of the 5 
same endowments and imployments with his 
father; and this third Adam Winthrop was 


the father of that renowned John Winthrop, 
who was the father of New-England, and the 
founder of a colony, which, upon many ac- 
counts, like him that founded it, may chal- 
5 lenge the first place among the English glories 
of America. Our John Winthrop, thus 
bom at the mansion-house of his ancestors, at 
Groton, in Suffolk, on June [Jan.] 12 , 1587 , 
enjoyed afterwards an agreeable education. 
10 But though he would rather have devoted 
himself unto the study of Mr. John Calvin, 
than of Sir Edward Cook; nevertheless, the 
accomplishments of a lawyer were those 
wherewith Heaven made his chief oppor- 
15 tunities to be serviceable. 

§ 3 . Being made, at the unusually early 
age of eighteen, a justice of peace, his virtues 
began to fall under a more general observa- 
tion; and he not only so bound himself to the 
20 behaviour of a Christian, as to become exem- 
plary for a conformity to the laws of Christi- 
anity in his own conversation, but also dis- 
covered a more than ordinary measure of 
those qualities which adorn an officer of humane 
25 society. His justice was impartial, and used 
the ballance to weigh not the cash, but the 
case of those who were before him: proso- 
polatria [face-worship, or respect of persons] 
he reckoned as bad as idolatria [idol- worship] : 
30 his wisdom did exquisitely temper things 
according to the art of governing, which is 
a business of more contrivance than the 
seven arts of the schools; oyer still went before 
terminer [hearing went before judging] in all 
}5 his administrations: his courage made him 
dare to do right, and fitted him stand among 
the lions that have sometimes been the sup- 
porters of the throne: all which virtues he 
rendred the more illustrious, by emblazoning 
^o them with the constant liberality and hospi- 
tality of a gentleman. This made him the 
terror of the wicked, and the delight of the 
sober, the envy of the many, but the hope of 
those who had any hopeful design in hand for 
5 the common good of the nation and the 
interests of religion. 

§ 4 . Accordingly when the noble design of 
carrying a colony of chosen people into an 
American wilderness, was by some eminent 
0 persons undertaken, this eminent person was, 
by the consent of all, chosen for the Moses, 
who must be the leader of so great an under- 
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taking: and indeed nothing but a Mosaic 
spirit could have carried him through the 
temptations, to which either his Jarewel to his 
own land, or his travel in a strange land, must 
needs expose a gentleman of his education. 5 
Wherefore having sold a fair estate of six or 
seven hundred a year, he transported himself 
with the effects of it into New-England in the 
year 1630 , where he spent it upon the service 
of a famous plantation, founded and formed 10 
for the seat of the most reformed Christianity: 
and continued there, conflicting with tempta- 
tions of all sorts, as many years as the nodes 
of the moon take to dispatch a revolution. 
Those persons were never concerned in a 15 
new-plantation, who know not that the un- 
avoidable difficulties of such a thing will call 
for all the prudence and patience of a mortal 
man to encounter therewithal; and they 
must be very insensible of the influence, 20 
which the just wrath of heaven has permitted 
the devils to have upon this world, if they do 
not think that the difficulties of a new-planta- 
tion, devoted unto the evangelical worship of 
our Lord Jesus Christ, must be yet more than 25 
ordinary. How prudently, how patiently, 
and with how much resignation to our Lord 
Jesus Christ, our brave Winthrop waded 
through these dijficulties, let posterity con- 
sider with admiration. And know, that as 30 
the picture of this their governour was, after 
his death, hung up with honour in the state- 
house of his country, so the wisdom, courage, 
and holy zeal of his life, were an example 
well-worthy to be copied by all that shall 35 
succeed him in government. 

§ 5 . Were he now to be considered only as 
a Christian we might therein propose him as 
greatly imitable. He was a very religious 
man; and as he strictly kept his heart, so he 40 
kept his house, under the laws of piety; there 
he was every day constant in holy duties, 
both morning and evening, and on the Lord’s 
days, and lectures; though he wrote not after 
the preacher, yet such was his attention, and 45 
such his retention in hearing, that he repeated 
unto his family the sermons which he had 
heard in the congregation. But it is chiefly 
as a governour that he is now to be consid- 
ered. Being the governour over the con- 50 
siderablest part of New-England, he main- 
tained the figure and honour of his place 


with the spirit of a true gentleman; but yet 
with such obliging condescention to the cir- 
cumstances of the colony, that when a cer- 
tain troublesome and malicious calumniator, 
well known in those times, printed his libel- 
lous nick-names upon the chief persons here, 
the worst nick-name he could find for the 
governour was John Temper-well; and when 
the calumnies of that ill man caused the 
Archbishop to summon one Mr. Cleaves 
before the King, in hopes to get some 
accusation from him against the country, 
Mr. Cleaves gave such an account of the 
governour’s laudable carriage in all respects, 
and the serious devotion wherewith prayers 
were both publickly and privately made for 
his Majesty, that the King expressed himself 
most highly pleased therewithal, only sorry 
that so worthy a person should be no better 
accommodated than with the hardships of 
America. He was, indeed, a governour, who 
had most exactly studied that book, which, 
pretending to teach politicks, did only con- 
tain three leaves, and but one word in each of 
those leaves, which word was. Moderation. 
Hence, though he were a zealous enemy to 
all vice, yet his practice was according to his 
judgment thus expressed: ‘Tn the infancy 
of plantations, justice should be adminis- 
tered with more lenity than in a settled 
state; because people are more apt then to 
transgress; partly out of ignorance of new 
laws and orders, partly out of oppression of 
business, and other straits. Lento Gradu 
[by slow degrees] was the old rule; and if 
the strings of a new instrument be wound 
up unto their heighth, they will quickly 
crack.” But when some leading and learned 
men took offence at his conduct in this 
matter, and upon a conference gave it in 
as their opinion, “That a stricter discipline 
was to be used in the beginning of a planta- 
tion, than after its being with more age estab- 
lished and confirmed,” the governour being 
readier to see his own errors than other men’s, 
professed his purpose to endeavour their 
satisfaction with less of lenity in his adminis- 
trations. At that conference there were 
drawn up several other articles to be observed 
between the governour and the rest of the 
magistrates, which were of this import: 
“That the magistrates, as far as might be. 
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should aforehand ripen their consultations, 
to produce that unanimity in their publick 
votes, which might make them liker to the 
voice of God; that if differences fell out 
among them in their publick meetings, they 
should speak only to the case, without any 
reflection, with all due modesty, and but by 
way of question; or desire the deferring of 
the cause to further time; and after sentence 
to imitate privately no dislike; that they 
should be more familiar, friendly and open 
unto each other, and more frequent in their 
visitations, and not any way expose each 
other’s infirmities, but seek the honour of each 
other, and all the Court; that one magistrate 
shall not cross the proceedings of another, 
without first advising with him; and that 
they should in all their appearances abroad, 
be so circumstanced as to prevent all con- 
tempt of authority; and that they should 
support and strengthen all under officers.” 
All of which articles were observed by no 
man more than by the governour himself. 

§ 6. But whilst he thus did, as our New- 
English Nehemiah, the part of a Ruler in 
managing the public affairs of our American 
Jerusalem, when there were Tobijahs and 
Sanballats enough to vex him, and give him 
the experiment of Luther^ s observation, Om- 
ms qui regit est tanquam signum, in quod om- 
nia jacula, Satan et Mundus dingunt [A man 
in authority is a target, at which Satan and 
the world launch all their darts], he made 
himself still an exacter parallel unto that 
governour of Israel, by doing the part of a 
neighbour among the distressed people of the 
new plantation. To teach them the frugality 
necessary for those times, he abridged him- 
self of a thousand comfortable things, which 
he had allowed himself elsewhere: his habit 
was not that soft rament, which would have 
been disagreeable to a wilderness; his table 
was not covered with the superfluities that 
would have invited unto sensualities: water 
was commonly his own drink, though he 
gave wine to others. But at the same time 
his liberality unto the needy was even beyond 
measure generous; and therein he was con- 
tinually causing “the blessing of him that 
was ready to perish to come upon him, and 
the heart of the widow and the orphan to 
sing for joy:” but none more than those of 


deceased Ministers, whom he always treated 
with a very singular compassion; among the 
instances whereof we still enjoy with us the 
worthy and now aged son of that reverend 
5 Higginson, whose death left his family in a 
wide world soon after his arrival here, pub- 
lickly acknowledging the charitable Winthrop 
for his joster-jather . It was oftentimes no 
small trial unto his faith, to think how a table 
10 for the people should be furnished when they 
first came into the wilderness! and for very 
many of the people his own good works were 
needful, and accordingly employed for the 
answering of his faith. Indeed, for a while 
15 the governour was the Joseph, unto whom 
the whole body of the people repaired when 
their corn failed them; and he continued re- 
lieving of them with his open-handed bounties, 
as long as he had any stock to do it with; 
20 and a lively faith to see the return of the bread 
after many days, and not starve in the days 
that were to pass till that return should be 
seen, carried him chearfully through those 
expences. 

25 Once it was observable that, on February 
5 , 1630 [ 1 ], when he was distributing the last 
handful of the meal in the barrel unto a poor 
man distressed by the wolf at the door, at 
that instant they spied a ship arrived at the 
30 harbour’s mouth, laden with provisions for 
them all. Yea, the governour sometimes 
made his own private purse to be the publick: 
not by sucking into it, but by squeezing out of 
it; for when the publick treasure had nothing 
35 in it, he did himself defray the charges of the 
publick. And having learned that lesson of 
our Lord, “that it is better to give than to 
receive,” he did, at the general court, when 
he was a third time chosen governour, make a 
40 speech unto this purpose: “That he had re- 
ceived gratuities from divers towns, which he 
accepted with much comfort and content; 
and he had likewise received civilities from 
particular persons, which he could not refuse 
45 without incivility in himself: neve theless 
he took them with a trembling heart, in 
regard of God’s word, and the conscience of 
his own infirmities: and therefore he desired 
them that they would not hereafter take it 
50 ill if he refused such presents for the time 
to come.” ’Twas his custom also to send 
some of his family upon errands unto the 
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houses of the poor, about their meal time, on 
purpose to spy whether they wanted; and if it 
were found that they wanted, he would make 
that the opportunity of sending supplies 
unto them. And there was one passage of 
his charity that was perhaps a little unusual: 
in an hard and long winter, when wood was 
very scarce at Boston, a man gave him a 
private information that a needy person 
in the neighbourhood stole wood sometimes 
from his pile; whereupon the governour in a 
seeming anger did reply, “Does he so? I’ll 
take a course with him; go, call that man to 
me; I’ll warrant you I’ll cure him of steal- 
ing.” When the man came, the governour 
considering that if he had stolen it was more 
out of necessity than disposition, said unto 
him, “Friend, it is a severe winter, and I 
doubt you are but meanly provided for wood; 
wherefore I would have you supply your self 
at my wood-pile till this cold season be over.” 
And he then merrily asked his friends, 
“Whether he had not effectually cured this 
man of stealing his wood?” 

§ 7. One would have imagined that so 
good a man could have had no enemies, if we 
had not had a daily and woful experience to 
convince us that goodness it self will make 
enemies. It is a wonderful speech of Plato, 
(in one of his books, De Repub lica,) “For the 
trial of true vertue, ’tis necessary that a good 
man jjirjbev ahiKOdv, do^au €X€t to)V ixeyi ttjv 
itSiKLas: Though he do no unjust thing, should 
suffer the infamy of the greatest injustice.” 
The governour had by his unspotted integrity 
procured himself a great reputation among 
the people; and then the crime of popularity 
was laid unto his charge by such, who were 
willing to deliver him from the danger of 
having all men speak well of him. Yea, there 
were persons eminent both for figure and 
for number, unto whom it was almost 
essential to dislike ever thing that came from 
him; and yet he always maintained an amica- 
ble correspondence with them; as believing 
that they acted according to their judgment 
and conscience, or that their eyes were held 
by some temptation in the worst of all their 
oppositions. Indeed, his right works were so 
many, that they exposed him unto the envy 
of his neighbours; and of such power was that 
envy, that sometimes he could not stand before 


it; but it was by not standing that he most 
effectually withstood it all. Great attempts 
were sometimes made among the freemen 
to get him left out from his place in the 
government upon little pretences, lest by the 
too frequent choice of one man, the government 
should cease to be by choice; and with a 
particular aim at him, sermons were preached 
at the anniversary Court of election, to dis- 
swade the freemen from chusing one man twice 
together. This was the reward of his extraor- 
dinary serviceableness! But when these attempts 
did succeed, as they sometimes did, his pro- 
found humility appeared in that equality of 
mind, wherewith he applied himself cheer- 
fully to serve the country in whatever station 
their votes had allotted for him. And one year 
when the votes came to be numbered, there 
were found six less for Mr. Winthrop than for 
another gentleman who then stood in compe- 
tition: but several other persons regularly 
tendring their votes before the election was 
published, were, upon a very frivolous objec- 
tion, refused by some of the magistrates that 
were afraid lest the election should at last fall 
upon Mr. Winthrop: which, though it was 
well perceived, yet such was the self-denial 
of this patriot, that he would not permit any 
notice to be taken of the injury. But these 
trials were nothing in comparison of those 
harsher and harder treats, which he some- 
times had from the frowardness of not a few 
in the days of their paroxisms; and from the 
faction of some against him, not much unlike 
that of the Piazzi in Florence against the fam- 
ily of the Medices: all of which he at last con- 
quered by conforming to the famous Judge's 
motto, Prudens qui Patiens [He is prudent, 
who is patient]. The oracles of God have 
said, “Envy is rottenness to the bones;” and 
Gulielmus Parisiensis applies it unto rulers, 
who are as it were the bones of the societies 
which they belong unto: “Envy,” says he, 
“is often found among them, and ic is rotten- 
ness unto them.” Our Winthrop encountred 
this envy from others, but conquered it, by 
being free from it himself. 

§ 8. Were it not for the sake of introducing 
the exemplary skill of this wise man, at giving 
soft answers, one would not chuse to relate 
those instances of wrath which he had some- 
times to encounter with; but he wzis for his 
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gentleness^ his forbearance, and longanimity, a 
pattern so worthy to be written after, that 
something must here be written of it. He 
seemed indeed never to speak any other lan- 
guage than that of Theodosius: ‘Tf any man 
speak evil of the governour, if it be through 
lightness, ’tis to be contemned; if it be 
through madness, ’tis to be pitied, if it be 
through injury, ’tis to be remitted.” Be- 
hold, reader, the meekness of wisdom notably 
exemplified! There was a time when he re- 
ceived a very sharp letter from a gentleman 
who was a member of the Court, but he de- 
livered back the letter unto the messengers 
that brought it, with such a Christian speech 
as this: ‘T am not willing to keep such a 
matter of provocation by me!” Afterwards 
the same gentleman was compelled by the 
scarcity of provisions to send unto him that 
he would sell him some of his cattel; where- 
upon the governour prayed him to accept 
what he had sent for as a token of his good 
will; but the gentleman returned him this 
answer: “Sir, your overcoming of yourself 
hath overcome me;” and afterwards gave 
demonstration of it. The French have a 
saying. That Un honeste homme, est un homme 
mesle! — a good man is a mixt man; and 
there hardly ever was a more sensible mixture 
of those two things, resolution and condescen- 
tion, than in this good man. There was a 
time when the court of election being, for fear 
of tumult, held at Cambridge, May 17, 1637, 
the sectarian part of the country, who had 
the year before gotten a governour more unto 
their mind, had a project now to have con- 
founded the election, by demanding that the 
court would consider a petition then tendered 
before their proceeding thereunto. Mr. 
Winthrop saw that this was only a trick to 
throw all into confusion, by putting off the 
choice of the governour and assistents until the 
day should be over; and therefore he did, 
with a strenuous resolution, procure a dis- 
appointment unto that mischievous and 
ruinous contrivance. Nevertheless, Mr. Win- 
throp himself being by the voice of the freemen 
in this exigence chosen the governour, and all 
of the other party left out, that ill-affected 
party discovered the dirt and mire, which 
remained with them, after the storm was over; 
particularly the Serjeants, whose office ’twas 


to attend the governour, laid down their hal- 
berts; but such was the condescention of this 
governour, as to take no present notice of 
this anger and contempt, but only order 
some of his own servants to take the halberts; 
and when the country manifested their deep 
resentments of the affront thus offered him, 
he prayed them to overlook it. But it was 
not long before a compensation was made 
for these things by the doubled respects which 
were from all parts paid unto him. Again, 
there was a time when the suppression of an 
antinomian and familistical faction, which ex- 
treamly threatned the ruin of the country, 
was generally thought much owing unto this 
renowned man; and therefore when the 
friends of that faction could not wreak their 
displeasure on him with any politick vexations, 
they set themselves to do it by ecclesiastical 
ones. Accordingly when a sentence of ban- 
ishment was passed on the ringleaders of those 
disturbances, who 

— Maria et Terras, Coelumque profundum, 

Quippe jerant Rapidi, secum vertantque per Auras; 

[Rack sea and land and sky with mingled wrath, 

In the wild tumult of their stormy path.] 

many at the church of Boston, who were 
then that way too much inclined, most 
earnestly solicited the elders of that church, 
whereof the governour was a member, to call 
him forth as an offender, for passing of that 
sentence. The elders were unwilling to do 
any such thing; but the governour under- 
standing the ferment among the people took 
that occasion to make a speech in the congre- 
gation to this effect: 

'‘^'Brethren: Understanding that some of you 
have desired that I should answer for an offence 
lately taken among you; had I been called upon 
so to do, I would, first, have advised with the 
ministers of the country, whether the church had 
power to call in question the civil court; and I 
would, secondly, have advised with the rest of the 
court, whether I might discover their counsels unto 
the church. But though I know that the reverend 
elders of this church, and some others, do very well 
apprehend that the church cannot enquire into the 
proceedings of the court; yet, for the satisfaction of 
the weaker, who do not apprehend it, I will de- 
clare my mind concerning it. If the church have 
any such power, they have it from the Lord Jesus 
Christ; but the Lord Jesus Christ hath disclaimed 
it, not only by practice, but also by precept, which 
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we have in his gospel, Matt. xx. 25, 26. It is 
true, indeed, that magistrates, as they are church- 
members, are accountable unto the church for their 
failings; but that is when they are out of their 
calling. When Uzziah would go offer incense in 
the temple the officers of the church called him to 
an account, and withstood him; but when Asa 
put the prophet in prison, the officers of the church 
did not call him to an account for that. If the 
magistrate shall in a private way wrong any man, the 
church may call him to an account for it; but if he 
be in pursuance of a course of justice, though the 
thing that he does be unjust, yet he is not account- 
able for it before the church. As for myself, I did 
nothing in the causes of any of the brethren but by 
the advice of the elders of the church. Moreover, 
in the oath, which I have taken there is this clause: 

‘In all cases wherein you are to give your vote, 
you shall do as in your judgment and conscience 
you shall see to be just, and for the publick good.’ 
And I am satisfied, it is most for the glory of God, 
and the publick good, that there has been such a 
sentence passed; yea, thcjse brethren are so divided 
from the rest of the country in their opinions and 
practices, that it cannot stand with the pubhek peace 
for them to continue with us; Abraham saw that 
Hagar and Ishmacl must be sent away.” 

By such a speech he marvellously con- 
vinced, satisfied and mollified the uneasie 25 
brethren of the church; Sic cunctus Pelagi cecidit 
Fragor [To silence sunk the thunder of the 
wave]. And after a little patient waiting, 
the differences all so wore away, that the 
church, meerly as a token of respect unto the 30 
governour when he had newly met with some 
losses in his estate, sent him a present of 
several hundreds of pounds. Once more 
there was a time when some active spirits 
among the deputies of the colony, by their 35 
endeavours not only to make themselves a 
Court oj Judicature, but also to take away the 
negative by which the magistrates might check 
their votes, had like by overdriving to have 
run the whole government into something 40 
too democratical. And if there were a town 
in Spain undermined by coneys, another town 
in Thrace destroyed by moles, a third in Greece 
ranversed by frogs, a fourth in Germany sub- 
verted by rats; I must on this occasion add, 45 
that there was a country in America like to be 
confounded by a swine. A certain stray sow 
being found, was claimed by two several 
persons with a claim so equally maintained 
on both sides, that after six or seven years’ 50 
hunting the business from one court unto 
another, it was brought at last into the 


General Court where the final determination 
was, “that it was impossible to proceed unto 
any judgment in the case.” However, in 
the debate of this matter, the negative of the 
5 upper-house upon the lower in that Court 
was brought upon the stage; and agitated 
with so hot a zeal, that a little more, and all 
had been in the fire. In these agitations, the 
governour was informed that an offence had 
10 been taken by some eminent persons at cer- 
tain passages in a discourse by him written 
thereabout; whereupon, with his usual con- 
descendency, when he next came into the 
General Court, he made a speech of this 
15 import: 

“I understand that some have taken offence 
at something that I have lately written; which 
offence I desire to remove now, and begin this 
year in a reconciled state with you all. As for 
the matter of my writing, I had the concurrence 
of my brethren; it is a point of judgment which is 
not at my own disposing. I have examined it 
over and over again by such light as God has 
given me, from the rules of religion, reason and 
custom; and I see no cause to retract any thing 
of it: wherefore I must enjoy my liberty in that, 
as you do your selves. But for the manner, this, 
and all that was blame-worthy in it, was wholly 
my own; and whatsoever I might alledge for my 
own justification therein before men, I wave it, 
as now setting my self before another Judgment 
seat. However, what I wrote was upon great 
provocation, and to vindicate my self and others 
from great aspersion; yet that was no sufficient 
warrant for me to allow any distemper of spirit in 
my self; and I doubt I have been too prodigal of 
my brethren's reputation; I might have maintained 
my cause without casting any blemish upon others, 
when I made that my conclusion, ‘And now let 
religion and sound reason give judgment in the 
case;’ it looked as if I arrogated too much unto 
my self, and too little to others. And when I 
made that profession, ‘That I would maintain 
what I wrote before all the world,’ though such 
words might modestly be spoken, yet I perceive an 
unbeseeing pride of my own heart breathing in 
them. For these failings, I ask pardon of God 
and man.” 

Sic ait, et dicto citius Tumida AEquora placat, 
Collectasque fugat Nubes, Solemque reducit. 

[He speaks — but ere the word is said, 

Each mounting billow droops its head. 

And brightening clouds one moment stay 
To pioneer returning day.] 

This acknowledging disposition in the gov- 
ernour made them all acknowledge, that he 
was truly a man of an excellent spirit. In 
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fine, the victories of an Alexander, an Hannibal, 
or a Casar over other men, were not so glori- 
ous as the victories of this great man over 
himself, which also at last proved victories 
over other men. 

§ 9. But the stormiest of all the trials that 
ever befel this gentleman, was in the year 
1645, when he was, in title, no more than 
Deputy-governour of the colony. If the famous 
Cato were forty-four times called into judg- x 
ment, but as often acquitted; let it not be 
wondred, and if our famous Winthrop were 
one time so. There hapning certain sedi- 
tious and mutinous practices in the town 
of Hingham, the Deputy-governour, as legally i' 
as prudently, interposed his authority for the 
checking of them: whereupon there followed 
such an enchantment upon the minds of the 
deputies in the General Court, that upon a 
scandalous petition of the delinquents unto 2 c 
them, wherein a pretended invasion made 
upon the liberties of the people was com- 
plained of, the Deputy' governour was most 
irregularly called forth unto an ignominious 
hearing before them in a vast assembly; 25 
whereto with a sagacious humilitude he con- 
sented, although he shewed them how he 
might have refused it. The result of that 
hearing was, that notwithstanding the touchy 
]ealousie of the people about their liberties lay 30 
at the bottom of all this prosecution, yet 
Mr. Winthrop was publickly acquitted, and 
the offenders were severally fined and cen- 
sured. But Mr. Winthrop then resuming 
the place of Deputy-governour on the bench, 35 
saw cause to speak unto the root of the matter 
after this manner: 

“I shall not now speak any thing about the 
past proceedings of this Court, or the persons therein 
concerned. Only I bless God that I see an issue 
of this troublesome affair. I am well satisfied 
that I was publickly accused, and that I am now 
publickly acquitted. But though I am justified 
before men, yet it may be the Lord hath seen so 
much amiss in my administrations, as calls me to 
be humbled; and, indeed for me to have been thus 
charged by men, is it self a matter of humiliation, 
whereof I desire to make a right use before the 
If Miriam’s father spit in her face, she is to 
be ashamed. But give me leave, before you go, 
to say something that may rectifie the opinions of 
i^ny people, from whence the distempers have 
fisen that have lately prevailed upon the body of 
this people. The questions that have troubled the 
country have been about the authority of the 
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magistracy, and the liberty of the people. It is you 
who have called us unto this office; but being 
thus called, we have our authority from God; it is 
the ordinance of God, and it hath the image of God 
stamped upon it; and the contempt of it has been 
5 vindicated by God with terrible examples of his 
vengeance. I entreat you to consider, that when 
you chuse magistrates, you take them from among 
your selves, men subject unto like passions with your 
selves. If you see our infirmities, reflect on your 
own, and you will not be so severe censurers of 
0 ours. We count him a good servant who breaks not 
his covenant: the covenant between us and you, is 
the oath you have taken of us, which is to this 
purpose, ‘that we shall govern you, and judge 
your causes, according to God’s laws, and our 
own, according to our best skill.’ As for our 
- skill, you must run the hazard of it; and if there 
be an error, not in the will, but only in skill, it 
becomes you to bear it. Nor would I have you 
to mistake in the point of your own liberty. There 
is a liberty of corrupt nature, which is affected 
both by men and beasts, to do what they list; and 
^ this liberty is inconsistent with authority, impatient 
of all restraint; by this liberty, Sumus Omnes De-> 
teriores [We are all the worse for it]; ’tis the grand 
enemy of truth and peace, and all the ordinances of 
God are bent against it. But there is a civil, a 
moral, a federal liberty, which is the proper end 
and object of authority; it is a liberty for that only 
which is just and good; for this liberty you are to 
stand with the hazard of your very lives; and 
whatsoever crosses it is not authority, but a distemper 
thereof. This liberty is maintained in a way of 
subjection to authority; and the authority set over you 
will in all administrations for your good be quietly 
submitted unto, by all but such as have a disposi- 
tion to shake off the yoke, and lose their true liberty, 
by their murmuring at the honour and power of 
authority.’’ 

The spell that was upon the eyes of the 
people being thus dissolved, their distorted 
and enraged notions of things all vanished; 
and the people would not afterw^ards entrust 
the helm of the weather-beaten bark in any 
other hands but Mr. Winthrop’ s until he died. 

§ 10. Indeed, such was the mixture of dis- 
tant qualities in him, as to make a most ad- 
mirable temper; and his having a certain 
greatness of soul, which rendered him grave, 
generous, courageous, resolved, well-applied, 
and every way a gentleman in his deme'^nour, 
did not hinder him from taking sometimes 
the old Roman’s way to avoid confusions, 
namely, Cedendo [by yielding the point], of 
from discouraging some things which are 
agreeable enough to most that wear the name 
of gentlemen. Hereof I will give no instances 
but only oppose two passages of his life. 
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In the year 1632, the govemour, with his 
pastor, Mr. Wilson, and some other gentle- 
man, to settle a good understanding between 
the two colonies, travelled as far as Plymouth, 
more than forty miles, through an howling 
wilderness, no better accommodated in those 
early days than the princes that in Solomon^ s 
time saw servants on horseback, or than genus 
and species in the old epigram, going on foot. 
The difficulty of the walk, was abundantly 
compensated by the honourable, first recep- 
tion, and then dismission, which they found 
from the rulers of Plymouth; and by the good 
correspondence thus established between the 
colonics, who were like the floating bottels 
wearing this motto: Si Collidimur Frangimur 
[If we come into collision, we break]. But 
there were at this time in Plymouth two 
ministers, leavened so far with the humors 
of the rigid separation, that they insisted ve- 
hemently upon the unlawfulness of calling 
any unregenerate man by the name of “good- 
man such an one,” until by their indiscreet 
urging of this whimsey, the place began to be 
disquieted. The wiser people being troubled 
at these trifles, they took the opportunity of 
Governour Winthrop'^s being there, to have 
the thing publickly propounded in the con- 
gregation; who in answer thereunto, distin- 
guished between a theological and a moral 
goodness; adding, that when Juries were first 
used in England, it was usual for the crier, 
after the names of persons fit for that service 
were called over, to bid them all, “Attend, 
good men and true;” whence it grew to be a 
civil custom in the English nation, for neigh- 
bours living by one another, to call one an- 
other “good man such an one;” and it w’as 
pity now to make a stir about a civil custom, 
so innocently introduced. And that speech 
of Mr. Winthrop^s put a lasting stop to the 
little, idle, whimsical conceits, then beginning 
to grow obstreperous. Nevertheless, there 
was one civil custom used in (and in few but) 
the English nation, which this gentleman did 
endeavour to abolish in this country; and 
that was, the usage of drinking to one another. 
For although by drinking to one another, no 
more is meant than an act of courtesie, when 
one going to drink, does invite another to 
do so too, for the same ends with himself; 
nevertheless the governour, not altogether 


unlike to Cleomenes, of whom ’tis reported 
by Plutarch, arjovri oiSeis ttottjplov TTpoa&fyepe, 
Nolenti poculam nunquam prcebuit [never urged 
the reluctant to drink], considered the im- 
S pertinency and insignificancy of this usage, as to 
any of those ends that are usually pretended 
for it; and that indeed it ordinarily served 
for no ends at all, but only to provoke persons 
unto unseasonable and perhaps unreasonable 
10 drinking, and at last produce that abomina- 
ble health-drinking, which the fathers of old 
so severely rebuked in the Pagans, and which 
the Papists themselves do condemn, when 
their casuists pronounce it, Peccatum mortale, 
IS provocare ad ^Equales Calices, et Nefas Re- 
spondere [It is a deadly sin to challenge an- 
other to a drinking match, and it is impious 
to accept such challenges.] Wherefore in 
his own most hospitable house he left it off; 
20 not out of any silly or stingy fancy, but 
meerly that by his example a greater temper- 
ance, with liberty of drinking, might be re- 
commended, and sundry inconveniences in 
drinking avoided; and his example accord- 
25 ingly began to be much followed by the sober 
people in this country, as it now also begins 
among persons of the highest rank in the 
English nation it self; until an order of court 
came to be made against that ceremony in 
30 drinking, and then, the old wont violently re- 
turned, with a Plitimur in Vetitum [a bias 
towards the forbidden indulgence]. 

§11. Many were the afflictions of this right- 
eous man! He lost much of his estate in 
35 a ship, and in an house, quickly after his 
coming to New-England, besides the pro- 
digious expence of it in the difficulties of his 
first coming hither. Afterwards his assidu- 
ous application unto the public affairs 
40 (wherein Ipse se non habuit, postquam Respub- 
lica eum Gubernatorem habere coepit) [He no 
longer belonged to himself, after the Republic 
had once made him her Chief Magistrate] 
made him so much to neglect his own private 
45 interests, that an unjust steward ran him 
£2,500 in debt before he was aware; for the 
payment whereof he was forced, many years 
before his decease, to sell the most of what he 
had left unto him in the country. Albeit, by 
50 the observable blessings of God upon the 
posterity of this liberal man, his children all of 
them came to fair estates, and lived in good 
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fashion and credit. Moreover, he succes- 
sively buried three wives; the first of which 
was the daughter and heiress of Mr. Forih^ 
of Much-Stambridge in Essex, by whom he 
had wisdom with an inheritance, and an excel- 
lent son. The second was the daughter of 
Mr. William Clopton, of London, who died 
with her child, within a very little while. 
The third was the daughter of the truly 
worshipful Sir John Tyndal, who made it 
her whole care to please, first God, and then 
her husband; and by whom he had four sons, 
which survived and honoured their father. 
And unto all these, the addition of the 
distempers, ever now and then raised in the 
country, procured unto him a very singular 
share of trouble; yea, so hard was the meas- 
ure which he found even among pious men, 
in the temptations of a wilderness, when the 
thunder and lightning had smitten a wind-mill 
whereof he was owner, some had such things 
in their heads as publickly to reproach this 
charitablest of men as if the voice of the Almighty 
had rebuked, I know not what oppression, 
which th.G.y judged him guilty of; which things 
I would not have mentioned, but that the 
instances may fortifie the expectations of 
my best readers for such afflictions. 

§ 12. He that had been for his attain- 
ments, as they said of the blessed Macarius, a 
TraLdapLoyepcov (an old man while a young one), 
and that had in his young days met with 
many of those ill days, whereof he could 
say, he had little pleasure in them; now found 
old age in its infirmities advancing earlier 
upon him, than it came upon his much 
longer-lived progenitors. While he was yet 
seven years off of that which we call “the 
grand climacterical,” he felt the approaches 
of his dissolution; and finding he could say. 

Non Habitus, non ipse Color, non Gressus Euntis, 

Non Species Eadem, qua fuit ante, manet; 

[I am not what I was in form or face, 

In healthful colour or in vigorous pace.] 

he then wrote this account of himself: “Age 
now comes upon me, and infirmities there- 
withal, which makes me apprehend, that the 
time of my departure out of thus world is not 
far off. However, our times are all in the 
Lord’s hand, so as we need not trouble our 
thoughts how long or short they may be, but 


how we may be found faithful when we are 
called for.” But at last when that year came, 
he took a cold which turned into a feaver, 
whereof he lay sick about a month, and in 
5 that sickness, as it hath been observed, that 
there was allowed unto the serpent the 
“bruising of the heel;” and accordingly at 
the heel or the close of our lives the old serpent 
will be nibbling more than ever in our lives 
lo before; and when the devil sees that we shall 
shortly be, “where the wicked cease from 
troubling,” that wicked one will trouble us 
more than ever; so this eminent saint now 
underwent sharp conflicts with the tempter, 
15 whose wrath grew great, as the time to exert it 
grew short; and he was buffeted with the dis- 
consolate thoughts of black and sore deser- 
tions, wherein he could use that sad represen- 
tation of his own condition: 

Nuper eram Judex; Jam Judicor; Ante Tribunal, 

Subsistens paveo; Judicor ipse modo. 

[I once judged others, but now trembling stand 

Before a dread tribunal, to be judged.] 

But it was not long before those clouds 

were dispelled, and he enjoyed in his holy 

soul the great consolations of God! While he 

thus lay ripening for heaven, he did out of 

obedience unto the ordinance of our Lord, 

send for the elders of the church to pray with 

him, yea, they and the whole chuTch. fasted as 

well as prayed for him; and in fast the 

venerable Cotton preached on Psal. xxxv. 

13, 14: “When they were sick, I humbled 

my self with fasting; I behaved my self as 

though he had been my friend or brother; I 

bowed down heavily, as one that mourned 

for his mother:” from whence I find him 

raising that observation, “The sickness of 

one that is to us as to a friend, a brother, a 
40 

mother, is a just occasion of deep humbling 
our souls with fasting and prayer;” and 
making this application: 

“Upon this occasion we are now to attend this 
duty for a governour who has been to us as a 
friend in his counsel for all things, and help f ^r our 
bodies by physick, for our estates by law, and of 
whom there was no fear of his becoming an 
enemy, like the friends of David: a governour who 
has been unto us as a brother; not usurping authority 
over the church; often speaking his advice, and 
often contradicted, even by young men, and some 
of low degree; yet not replying, but offering satis- 
faction also when any supposed offences have 
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arisen; a governour who hzis been unto us as a 
mother, parent-like distributing his goods to brethren 
and neighbours at his first coming; and gently 
bearing our infirmities without taking notice of 
them.” 

Such a governour, after he had been more 
than ten several times by the people chosen 
their governour, was New-England now to 
lose; who having, like Jacob, first left his 
council and blessing with his children gathered 
about his bed-side; and, like David, served 
his generation by the will of God, he gave up 
the ghost, and fell asleep on March 26 , 1649 . 
Having, like the dying Emperour Valentinian, 
this above all his other victories for his tri- 
umphs, His overcoming of himself. 

The words of Josephus about Nehemiah, 
the governour of Israel, we will now use upon 
this governour of New-England, as his. 

EPITAPH 

*Avt]p kyevcTo xp^lfos ttji' 4>0(n,v, Kai 8uaLu$. 

Kai Trept rots ofioe6v6i.s <^tXort)uoTaTos 
Murjfj.€LOV aiixiviov avro} KaraXiTrcov ra Tosv 
’lepocro XvfjMV rtixv 

VIR FUIT INDOLE BONUS AC JUSTUS: 

ET POl'ULARIUM GLORLEl AMANTISSIMUSI 

QUIBUS ETERNUM RELIQUIT MONUMENTUM, 

Novanglorum mcenia. 

[He was by nature a man, at once benevolent 
and just: most zealous for the honour of his country- 
men; and to them he left an imperishable monu- 
ment — the walls of Jerusalem.] [The Latin para- 
phrase substitutes New England for Jerusalem.] 

From Essays to Do Good 
( 1710 ) 

Probably no writings of Cotton Mather w^ere 
more famous in their time than these essays. They 
represent a dilTcrent and more important side of 
his character than do the witchcraft writings with 
which his name is more commonly associated. 
The essays had a profound influence. Franklin 
read them and said, they “gave me such a turn 
of thinking, as to have an influence on my con- 
duct through life; for I have alwavs set a greater 
value on the character of a doer of good, than on 
any other kind of reputation; and if I have been, 
as you seem to think, a useful citizen, the public 
owes the advantage of it to that book.” (For the 
whole of Franklin’s letter in which this quotation 
occurs, see pp. 157-158.) 

[ The Duties of Schoolmasters] 

From the tribe of Levi, let us proceed with 
our proposals to the tribe of Simeon; from 


which there has been a frequent ascent to 
the former. The schoolmaster has many 
opportunities for doing good. God make 
him sensible of his obligations! We read, 
5 that “the little ones have their angels.” It 
is hard work to keep a school; but it is God’s 
work, and it may be managed as to be like 
the work of angels: the tutors of the children 
may be like their “tutelar angels.” Melchior 
10 Adams properly styled it “An office most 
laborious, yet to God most pleasing.” 

Tutors! will you not regard the children 
under your wing, as committed to you by 
the glorious Lord with such a charge as this? 
15 “Take them, and bring them up for me, and 
I will pay you your wages!” Whenever a 
new scholar comes under your care, you may 
say, “Here, my Lord sends me another 
object, for whom I may do something, that 
20 he may be useful in the world.” Suffer 
little children to come unto you, and con- 
sider what you may do, instrumentally, that 
of such may be the kingdom of heaven. 

Sirs, let it be your grand design, to instil 
25 into their minds the documents of piety. 
Consider it as their chief interest, and 
yours also, that they may so know the holy 
scriptures as to become wise to salvation. 
Embrace every opportunity of dropping 
30 some honey from the rock upon them. 
Happy the children, and as happy the mas- 
ter, where they who relate the history of 
their convertion may say, “There was a 
schoolmaster who brought us to Christ.” 
35 You have been told, “Certainly, it is a nobler 
work to make the little ones know their 
Saviour, than know their letters. The 
lessons of Jesus are nobler things than the 
lessons of Cato. The sanctifying transforma- 
40 tions of their souls would be infinitely prefera- 
ble to any thing in Ovid’s Afetamorphoses.” 

Catechising should be a frequent, at least 
a weekly exercise in the school; and it should 
be conducted in the most edifying, applica- 
45 tory, and admonitory manner. In some 
places the magistrate permits no person to 
keep a school, unless he produces a testi- 
monial of his ability and disposition to p>er- 
form the work of religious catechising. 

50 Dr. Reynolds, in a funeral sermon for an 
eminent schoolmaster, has the following 
passage, worthy to be written in letters of 
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gold: “If grammar schools have holy and 
learned men set over them, not only the 
brains, but also the souls of the children 
might there be enriched, and the work both 
of learning and of grace be early commenced $ 
in them.” In order to do this, let it be pro- 
posed, that you not only pray with your 
scholars daily, but also take occasion, from 
the public sermons, and from remarkable 
occurrences in your neighbourhood, fre- lo 
quently to inculcate the lessons of piety on 
the children. 

Tutors in the colleges may do well to con- 
verse with each of their pupils alone, with all 
possible solemnity and affection, concerning 15 
their internal state, concerning repentance 
for sin, and faith in Jesus Christ, and to 
bring them to express resolutions of serious 
piety. You may do a thousand things to 
render your pupils orthodox in sentiment, 20 
regular in practice, and qualified for public 
service. 

I have read of a tutor, who made it his con- 
stant practice in every recitation, to take 
occasion, from something or other that 25 
occurred, to drop at least one sentence that 
had a tendency to promote the fear of God 
in their hearts. This method sometimes 
cost him a good deal of study, but the good 
effect sufficiently recompensed him for it. 30 

I should be glad to see certain authors 
received into the grammar schools as classi- 
cal, which are not generally admitted there, 
such as Castalio in the Latin tongue, and 
Posse Hus in the Greek; and I could wish, 35 
with some modern writers, that “a northwest 
passage” for the attainment of Latin might 
be discovered; that instead of a journey 
which might be dispatched in a few days, 
they might not be obliged to wander, like 40 
the children of Israel, many years in the 
wilderness. I might recite the complaint 
of Austin, “that little boys are taught in the 
schools the filthy actions of the Pagan gods, 
for reciting which,” said he, “I was called 45 
a boy of promise;” or the complaint of 
Luther, “that our schools are pagan rather 
than Christian.” I might mention what a 
late author says, “I knew an aged and emi- 
nent school master, who, after keeping a 50 
school about fifty years, said with a sad 
countenance, that it was a great trouble to 


him that he had spent so much time in read- 
ing Pagan authors to his scholars; and wished 
it were customary to read such a book as 
Duport’s verses on Job, rather than Homer, 
&c.; I pray God, to put it into the hearts 
of a wise parliament to purge our schools; 
that instead of learning vain fictions, and 
filthy stories, they may become acquainted 
with the word of God, and with books con- 
taining grave sayings, and things which may 
make them truly wise and useful in the 
world.” But I presume little notice will be 
taken of such wishes as these. It is with 
despair that I mention them. 

Among the occasions for promoting reli- 
gion in the scholars, one in the writing schools 
deserves peculiar notice. I have read of an 
atrocious sinner who was converted to God, 
by accidentally reading the following sen- 
tence of Austin written in a window: “He, 
who has promised pardon to the penitent 
sinner, has not promised repentance to the 
presumptuous one.” Who can tell what 
good may be done to the young scholar by a 
sentence in his copy-book? Let their copies 
be composed of sentences worthy to be 
had in everlasting remembrance — of sen- 
tences which shall contain the brightest 
maxims of wisdom, worthy to be written on 
the fleshy tables of their hearts, to be graven 
with the point of a diamond there. God 
has blessed such sentences to many scholars; 
they have been useful to them all their days. 

In the grammar schools, also, the scholars 
may be directed, for their exercises, to turn 
into Latin such passages as may be useful 
for their instruction in the principles of 
Christianity, and furnish them with supplies 
from “the tower of David.” Their letters 
also may be on subjects which may be 
friendly to the interests of virtue. 

I will add, it is very desirable to manage 
the disciplme of the school by means of 
rewards, rather than of punishments. Many 
methods of rewarding the diligent and de- 
serving may be invented; and a boy of an 
ingenious temper, by the expectation of 
reward, (ad palmae cursurus honores) [one 
about to run toward the honors of victory] 
will do his best. You esteem Quintillian. 
Hear him: “Use stripes sparingly; rather, 
let the youth be stimulated by praise, and 
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by the distinctions conferred on his class- 
mates.” If a fault must be punished, let 
instruction, both to the delinquent and to 
the spectator, accompany the correction. 

Let the odious name of the sin which en- 5 
forced the correction be declared; and let 
nothing be done in anger, but with every 
mark of tenderness and concern. 

Ajax Flagellifer may be read in the school; 
he is not fit to be the master of it. Let it 10 
not be said of the boys, they were brought 
up in “the school of Tyrannus.” Pliny 
says, that bears are the better for beating: 
More fit to have the management of bears 
than of ingenuous boys, are those masters 15 
who cannot give a bit of learning without 
giving a blow with it. Send them to the 
tutors of the famous Lithuanian school at 
Samourgan. The harsh Orbilian way of 
treating children, too commonly used in the 20 
schools, is a dreadful curse of God on our 
miserable offspring, who are born “children 
of wrath.” It is boasted sometimes of a 
schoolmaster, that such a brave man had his 
education under him; but it is never said, 25 
how many, who might have been brave 
men, have been ruined by him; how many 
brave wits have been dispirited, confounded, 
murdered by his barbarous way of managing 
them. 30 

From the Manuductio 
( 1726 ) 

[Poetry and Style] 

The best essay on this subject written in the 
Colonies appeared in Mather’s Manuductio ad 
Mimsterium: Directions for a Candidate of the Ministry^ 
published in Boston and reprinted in London. 

40 

Poetry, whereof we have now even an an- 
tediluvian piece in our hands, has from the 
beginning been in such request that I must 
needs recommend unto you some acquaint- 
ance with it. Though some have had a soul 45 
so unmusical that they have decried all 
verse as being but a mere playing and fid- 
dling upon words, all versifying as if it were 
more unnatural than if we should choose 
dancing instead of walking, amd rhyme as if 50 
it were but a sort of Morisco dancing wdth 
bells, yet I cannot wish you a soul that shall 


be wholly impoetical. An old Horace has 
left us an Art of Poetry, which you may do 
well to bestow a perusal on. And besides 
your lyric hours, I wish you may so far un- 
derstand an epic poem that the beauties of 
an Homer and a Virgil may be discerned 
with you. As to the moral part of Homer, 
’tis true, and let me not be counted a Zoilus 
for saying so, that by first exhibiting their 
gods as no better than rogues he set open 
the floodgates for a prodigious inundation 
of wickedness to break in upon the nations, 
and was one of the greatest apostles the 
devil ever had in the world. Among the 
rest that felt the ill impressions of this uni- 
versal corrupter (as men of the best senti- 
ments have called him), one was that over- 
grown robber of execrable memory whom 
we celebrate under the name of Alexander 
the Great, who by his continual admiring 
and studying of his Iliad, and by following 
that false model of heroic virtue set before 
him in his Achilles, became one of the 
worst of men, and at length inflated with 
the ridiculous pride of being himself a deity 
exposed himself to all the scorn that could 
belong unto a lunatic. And hence, not- 
withstanding the veneration which this idol 
has had, yet Plato banishes him out of 
a commonwealth, the welfare whereof he 
was concerned for. Nevertheless, custom 
or conscience obliges him to bear testimo- 
nies unto many points of morality. And it is 
especially observable that he commonly 
propounds prayer to Heaven as a most nec- 
essary preface unto all important enter- 
prises; and when the action comes on too 
suddenly for a more extended supplication, 
he yet will not let it come on without an 
ejaculation; and he never speaks of any 
supplication but he brings in a gracious 
answer to it. I have seen a travesteering 
high-flyer, not much to our dishonor, scoff 
at Homer for this, as making his actors to be 
like those whom the English call Dissenters. 
But then, we are so much led into the 
knowledge of antiquities by reading of this 
poet, and into so many parts of the recon- 
dite learning, that notwithstanding some 
little nods in him, not a few acute p>ens be- 
sides the old bishop of Thessalonica’s have 
got a reputation by regaling us with anno- 
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tations upon him. Yea, though one can’t 
but smile at the fancy of Croese, who tries 
with much ostentation of erudition to show 
that Homer has all along tendered us in a 
disguise and fable the history of the Old 
Testament, yet many illustrations of the 
sacred scriptures I find are to be fetched 
from him; who indeed had probably read 
what was extant of them in his days; particu- 
larly, our Eighteenth Psalm is what he has 
evidently imitated. Virgil too, who so much 
lived upon him, as well as after him, is un- 
accountably mad upon his fate, which he 
makes to be he knows not what himself, but 
superior to gods as well as to men; and 
through his whole composures he so asserts 
the doctrine of this nonsensical power as is 
plainly inconsistent with all virtue. And 
what fatal mischief did Fascinator do to the 
Roman Empire when, by deifying one great 
emperor, he taught the successors to claim 
the adoration of gods while they were per- 
petrating the crimes of devils? I will not be 
a Carbilius upon him; nor will I say any 
thing, how little the married state owes 
unto one who writes as if he were a woman- 
hater; nor what his blunders are about his 
poor-spirited and inconsistent hero, for 
which many have taxed him. Nevertheless 
’tis observed that the pagans had no rules 
of manners that were more laudable and 
regular than what are to be found in him. 
And some have said it is hardly possible 
seriously to read his works without being 
more disposed unto goodness, as well as being 
agreeably entertained. Be sure, had Virgil 
writ before Plato, his works had not been 
any of the books prohibited. But then, this 
poet also has abundance of rare antiquities 
for us, and such things as others besides a 
Servius have imagined that they have in- 
structed and obliged mankind by employ- 
ing all their days upon. Wherefore if his 
^neid, which though it were once near 
twenty times as big as he has left it, yet he 
has left it unfinished, may not appear so 
valuable to you that you may think twenty- 
seven verses of the part that is the most 
finished in it worth one-and-twenty hun- 
dred pounds and odd money; yet his Georgies, 
which he put his last hand unto, will furnish 
you with many things far from despicable. 


But after all, when I said I was willing 
that the beauties of these two poets might 
become visible to your visive faculty in 
poetry, I did not mean that you should 
5 judge nothing to be admittable into am epic 
poem which is not authorized by their ex- 
ample; but I perfectly concur with one who 
is inexpressibly more capable to be a judge 
of such a matter than I can be, that it is a 
to false critic who with a petulant air will in- 
sult reason itself if it presumes to oppose 
such authority. 

I proceed now to say that if (under the 
guidance of a Vida) you try your young 
5 wings now and then to see what flights you 
can make, at least for an epigram, it may a 
little sharpen your sense and polish your style 
for more important performances; for this 
purpose you are now even overstocked with 
o patterns, and — poemata passim. You may, 
like Nazianzen, all your days make a little 
recreation of poetry in the midst of your 
more painful studies. Nevertheless, I can- 
not but advise you, “Withhold thy throat 
5 from thirst.” Be not so set upon poetry as to 
be always poring on the passionate and meas- 
ured pages. Let not what should be sauce 
rather than food for you engross all your 
application. Beware of a boundless and 
0 sickly appetite for the reading of the poems, 
which now the rickety nation swarms withal; 
and let not the Circean cup intoxicate you. 
But especially preserve the chastity of your 
soul from the dangers you may incur by a 
5 conversation with muses that are no better 
than harlots, among which are others besides 
Ovid’s Epistles, which for their tendency to 
excite and foment impure flames and cast 
coals into your bosom deserve rather to be 
3 thrown into the fire than to be laid before the 
eye which a covenant should be made withal. 
Indeed, not merely for the impurities which 
they convey, but also on some other accounts, 
the powers of darkness have a library among 
> us, whereof the poets have been the most 
numerous as well as the most venomous 
authors. Most of the modern plays, as well 
as the romances and novels and fictions, 
which are a sort of poems, do belong to 
• the catalogue of this cursed library. The 
plays, I say, in which there are so many 
passages that have a tendency to overthrow 
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all piety, that one whose name is Bedford 
has extracted near seven thousand instances 
of them from the plays chiefly of but five 
years preceding, and says awfully upon 
them, “They are national sins, and there- 
fore call for national plagues; and if God 
should enter into judgment, all the blood in 
the nation would not be able to atone for 
them.” How much do I wish that such 
pestilences, and indeed all those worse than 
Egyptian toads (the spawns of a Butler, and 
a Brown, and a Ward, and a company 
whose name is legion!) might never crawl 
into your chamber ! The unclean spirits 
that come like frogs out of the mouth of 
the dragon, and of the beast; which go 
forth unto the young people of the earth, 
and expose them to be dealt withal as the 
enemies of God, in the battle of the Great 
Day of the Almighty. As for those wretched 
scribbles of madmen, my son, touch them 
not, taste them not, handle them not; thou 
wilt perish in the using of them. They are 
the dragons whose contagious breath peoples 
the dark retreats of death. To much better 
purpose will an excellent but an envied 
Blackmore feast you than those vile rhapsodies 
(of that vtnum darnomum) which you will find 
always leave a taint upon your mind, and 
among other ill effects will sensibly indispose 
you to converse with the holy oracles of God 
your Saviour. 

But there is what I may rather call a 
parenthesis than a digression, which this 
may be not altogether an improper place for 
the introducing of. 

There has been a deal of ado about a 
style, so much that I must offer you my sen- 
timents upon it. There is a way of writing 
wherein the author endeavors that the reader 
may have something to the purpose in every 
paragraph. There is not only a vigor sensible 
in every sentence, but the paragraph is em- 
bellished with profitable references even to 
something beyond what is directly spoken. 
Formal and painful quotations are not 
studied; yet all that could be learnt from 
them is insinuated. The writer pretends not 
unto reading, yet he could not have writ 
as he does if he had not read very much in 
his time; and his composures are not only 


jewels, as the gown of a Russian ambassador. 
This way of writing has been decried by 
many, and is at this day more than ever so, 
for the same reason that in the old story 
the grapes were decried, that they were not 
ripe. A lazy, ignorant, conceited set of 
authors would persuade the whole tribe to 
lay aside that way of writing, for the same 
reason that one would have persuaded his 
brethren to part with the encumbrance of 
their bushy tails. But however fashion and 
humor may prevail, they must not think 
that the club at their coffeehouse is all the 
world; but there will always be those who 
will in this case be governed by indisputable 
reason, and who will think that the real 
excellency of a book will never lie in saying 
of little; that the less one has for his money 
in a book, ’tis really the more valuable for it; 
and that the less one is instructed in a book, 
and the more of superfluous margin and 
superficial harangue, and the less of sub- 
stantial matter one has in it, the more ’tis 
to be accounted of. And if a more massy 
way of writing be never so much disgusted 
at this day, a better gust will come on, as 
will some other thing, quae iam cecidere. In 
the meantime, nothing appears to me more 
impertinent and ridiculous than the modern 
way (I cannot say rule, for they have none !) 
of criticizing. The blades that set up for 
critics, I know not who constituted or com- 
missioned ’em — they appear to me for the 
most part as contemptible as they are a super- 
cilious generation. For indeed no two of 
them have the same style; and they are as 
intolerably cross-grained and severe in their 
censures upon one another as they are upon 
the rest of mankind. But while each of them, 
conceitedly enough, sets up for the standard 
of perfection, we are entirely at a loss which 
fire to follow. Nor can you easily find any 
one thing wherein they agree for their style, 
except perhaps a perpetual care to give us 
jejune and empty pages, without such touches 
of erudition (to speak in the style of an in- 
genious traveller) as may make the dis- 
courses less tedious and more enriching to 
the mind of him that peruses them. There 
» is much talk of a florid style obtaining 
among the pens that are most in vogue; but 
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the best glasses, to find the flowers! And if 
they were to be chastized for it, it would be 
with as much of justice as Jerome was for 
being a Ciceronian. After all, every man 
will have his own style, which will distin- 5 
guish him as much as his gait; and if you 
can attain to that which I have newly de- 
scribed, but always writing so as to give an 
easy conveyance unto your ideas, I would 
not have you by any scourging be driven 10 
out of your gait; but if you must confess a 
fault in it, make a confession like that of the 
lad unto his father while he was beating 
him for his versifying. 

However, since every man will have his 15 
own style, I would pray that we may learn 
to treat one another with mutual civilities 
and condescensions, and handsomely in- 
dulge one another in this, as gentlemen do 
in other matters. 20 

I wonder what ails people, that they can’t 
let Cicero write in the style of Cicero, and 
Seneca write in the (much other!) style of 
Seneca, and own that both may please in 
their several ways. — But I will freely tell 25 


you; what has made me consider the humor- 
ists that set up for critics upon style as the 
most unregardable set of mortals in the 
world, is this! Far more illustrious critics 
than any of those to whom I am now bidding 
defiance, and no less men than your Eras- 
muses, and your Grotiuses, have taxed the 
Greek style of the New Testament with I 
know not what solecisms and barbarisms; 
and how many learned folks have obsequi- 
ously run away with the notion! Whereas 
’tis an ignorant and an insolent whimsy 
which they have been guilty of. It may be 
(and particularly by an ingenious Blackwall, 
it has been) demonstrated, that the gentle- 
men are mistaken in every one of their pre- 
tended instances; all the unquestionable 
classics may be brought in to convince them 
of their mistakes. Those glorious oracles 
are as pure Greek as ever was written in the 
world; and so correct, so noble, so sublime is 
their style, that never anything under the 
cope of Heaven, but the Old Testament, has 
equalled it. 


Samuel Sewall (1651-1730) 


Born in England, brought to America by his father in 1661, graduated from Har- 
vard ten years later, Samuel Sewall prepared for the ministry but entered public life. 
From 1692 to 1728 he served as judge of the supreme court of the colony, and during 
the last ten years of the term as chief justice. In 1693, while judge of the probate 
court, he was appointed to the court which tried the witchcraft cases, and concurred 
in sentencing nineteen to be hanged. Although he acted in all sincerity at the time, 
his conscience smote him later, and in January, 1697, he stood with bowed head be- 
fore the congregation of the Old South Church during the reading of a bill which 
acknowledged his sense of guilt. He died in 1730, respected and loved. 

On December 3, 1673, he began to keep a diary and wrote in it faithfully until 
October 13, 1729. He had no thought of publication — indeed, the diary was not 
published until a hundred and fifty years later — and the book gives us a valuable 
picture of colonial life as well as an interesting revelation of the author. “Samuel 
Sewall, Yankee,” Farrington calls him, and explains: “not American as yet like 
Franklin, and no longer wholly English like Winthrop, far from democratic and yet 
no tory, he was the progenitor of a practical race that was to spread the gospel of 
economic individualism across the continent.” 

Sewall is as far ahead of other American diarists as Pepys of his rivals in England. 
He is far less voluminous than Pepys: Sewall’s 57-year diary fills less than half as much 
space as Pepys’s nine-year record. 
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From his Diary 

[A Trip to Europe] 

Wednesday, Oct. 10th Went on Board the 
America, Mr. Isaac Addington one of the 
Owners, introducing me: took up the Star- 
board Cabbin. * * * 

Wednesday, Oct. 24, 1688. Capt. Clark 
tells me at the Coffee-House, that he will 
sail next week, or Monday come senight at 
out-side. 

Wednesday, Oct. 31. Capt. Clark treats 
his Owners and Passengers: I was invited 
but the Funeral took me up. I helped to 
ease the Corps into the Grave. Mr. Torrey 
goes home. More mischief done at the 
Eastward by the Indians. Mr. Alden dis- 
patch’d again with Souldiers. 

Satterday, Nov. 3. Mr. Offly and Mr. 
Clark come and speak to me about laying 
in for the Cabbin. Yesterday was Cous. 
Quinsey’s Meeting where Mr. Moodey 
preach’d. 

Nov. 16. The Upholsterer tells me the 
Ship is loaden too much by the head and 
sails badly. About 11 M. The Widow 
Glover is drawn by to be hang’d. Mr. 
Larkin seems to be Marshal. The Con- 
stables attend, and Justice Bullivant there. 

Satterday, Nov. 17. Brother Stephen 
and I with Mr. Pole and Capt. Clarke goe 
on Board the America. It rained before 
we got aboard, and all the way as we came 
from the Ship; had a glass of good Madera. 
Brother comends the Ship, dines with us and 
returns to Salem. 

Thorsday, November 22, 1688. Set sail 
out of Boston Harbour about an hour by 
Sun, with a very fair wind. Friday, Nov. 
23, mane, the wind came up at North-East 
to our great discomfort. Beny Harris reads 
the 21 of the Proverbs, which is the first 
Chapter I heard read on Shipboard. I 
much heeded that verse. He that wandereth 


main in the Congregation of the dead. At 
night I read the first of the Ephesians, and 
go to prayer. Saturday, Nov. 24, wind holds 
North-East, we go away East-South-East and 
5 the like, hoping to shape clear of Nantucket 
Shoals. Mr. Clark reads the two first chap- 
ters of Isaiah, and Capt. Clarke prayes. 
Sabbath, Nov. 25, Strong East wind. In the 
even reef the Mainsail. I read the 74th 
lo Psalm, being that I should have read at home 
in the family. Read four or five verses out 
of Dr. Manton on the first of James: very 
suitable for me. Sung the 23rd Psalm. Mon- 
day, Nov. 26, sail generally East-South-East. 
15 Mate takes an Observation, and finds that 
we are in the Latitude of 40® and 13^. 
Tuesday Nov. 27, sail East-South-East, and 
sometimes East and North. Ait my wives 
Pastry, the remembrance of whom is ready 
20 to cut me to the heart. The Lord pardon 
and help me. Wednesday, Nov. 28, rains 
hard in the morning, the other Tack is 
brought on board, and we sail North-North- 
East. Just at night the wind blows very hard, 
25 just in our teeth, so ly by under the Mizzen, 
the other sails being furled. Scarce any 
sleeping all night, things in the Cabbin were 
so hurled to and again. Thursday, Nov. 29, 
wind comes up at North, or thereabouts, 
30 so steer East-N.-East. This is the first day 
of a fair wind since our coming out; goe away 
with fore-sail on our course. Clouds and 
no observation. About 12 at night, the 
Ship being under a hard Gale of wind, the 
35 whipstaf is somehow loosed from the Goose- 
neck, which puts us into great consterna- 
tion: and the word is given. Turn out all 
hands. Several go into Gunroom and steer 
there for awhile, and by God’s blessing no 
40 great harm. Some of the men said if she 
had not been a stiff ship would have been 
overset. Friday, Nov. 30th, one Cassemate 
being left down and the wind astern, a Sea 
is shipped into the Cabbin to our erreat 
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}ay athwart ships at the bulkhead, the most 
wet. Very high wind and by flaws, we ly 
under our foresail not quite hoisted, and sail 
East. ’Tis a very laborious day by reason 
of hail, snow, wind and a swoln sea all in 
a foaming breach. A little before night the 
foresail is reefed, and Main Top-Mast took 
down to prepare for the tempestuous night, 
which proves very stormy, sore flaws of 
wind and Hail. Satterday, Decemb. 1 . wind 
very high, frequent storms of Hail and 
Rain in fierce Gusts. About an hour by 
sun we are put into great confusion, the iron 
of the Whipstaflf coming out of the said Staff. 
Some goe down and steer below, but fain 
at last to take in the foresail and ly by 
till the staff was fitted. The good Lord 
fit us for his good pleasure in this our 
passage. 

Sabbath, Dec. 2, goe with our fore courses, 
and just before night hoist the Top-sail, 
sailing East-N.-E. Read out of Dr. Preston 
and Manton, prayed and sung Psalms. 
Monday, Dec. 3, calm in the morn for some 
hours, then a South-west wind and Topsails 
out. Rain at night. Reef the Mainsail be- 
cause now the wind very high. Caught two 
Petterils which Mr. Clark intends to preserve 
alive. Note, my Erasmus was quite loosened 
out of the Binding by the breaking of the 
water into the Cabbin when it did. Was 
comforted in the even by reading the 4. 5. 
6. 7. verses especially of the Ephesians. About 
8 at night the Mate tells me he saw three 
Gorpressants, upon the top of each mast 
one. Tuesday, Dec. 4. mane a violent North- 
East storm rises, so all sails taken in and ly 
by: very troublesome by reason of the fre- 
quent seas shipt and throwing the things in 
the Cabbin into confusion. Mrs. Mar[c?]y’s 
Chest broken and her things powred out. 

I put on a clean shirt this morn. Can’t dress 
victuals to day. Wednesday, Dec. 5, wether 
is moderated: but the wind so contrary that 
we sailed E. S. E. and South-East. Thurs- 
day, Xr. 6th wether is comfortable, but 
wind E. N. E., so we sail N. or N. and by 
West. Mrs. Baxter is taken ill with a Flux. 
Kill a Shoat. Friday, Dec. 7th, very fair 
day: sail N. East. Breakfast on one of my 
wives Plum Cakes. Read Dr. Preston Sain^ 
Support of sorrowful Siners. One of the 
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Geese dyes yesterday, or to day. Mrs. 

Baxter is better. 

Satterday, Dec. 8, very mild weather. 
Sail N. E. and E. N. E. In the afternoon 
veer’d out about 100 Fathom of Line, but 
found no bottom. Suppose ourselves very 
near the Banks of New-found-Land, by 
reason of the multitude of Gulls. Guner 
trims me. Sabbath, Dec. 9. South, and 
lo South-w. wind; very temperat whether. 
Just at night Rain and N. W. wind. Cloudy 
all day. Monday. Dec. 10th North Wind. 
Tuesday, Dec. 11. N. and N. and by W. 
Pleasant wether. Last night I prayed to 
15 God and was somewhat comforted. This 
day the Captain takes a List of ’s Letters. 
Wednesday, Dec. 12. West wind. Very 
pleasant wether. Thursday, Dec. 13. Strong 
S. W. wind. Ship runs between 6 and 7 
20 Knots. Cloudy, dusky day. Friday, Dec. 

14, Fast wind. See Birds, and a number of 
Fishes called Bottle-noses. Some say they 
are Cow-fish, or Black-fish. Satterday, Dec. 

15. N. W. wind. Very pleasant mom. 
25 A little before night is a calm, after that the 

wind comes up at South-East, or thereabouts. 
Sail East. N. East. 

Sabbath, Dec. 16. Very high wind and 
swoln sea, which so tosses the ship as to 
30 make it uncomfortable; wind after, so Cabbin 
shut up and burn Candles all day. Shifted 
my Linen this day. Shirt, Drawers, N. Wast- 
coat. Binder: only fore course [four courses?] 
to last with. Monday, Dec. 17. Strong 
35 N. W. wind. Tuesday, Dec. 18, wind N. N. 
West: many flaws: storms of Hail. After- 
noon was a Rainbow. Killed the Sheep 
today. Dream’d much of my wife last 
night. She gave me a piece of Cake for 
40 Hannah Hett; was in plain dress and white 
Apron. Methoughts was brought to bed, 
and I through inadvertancy was got up into 
the uppermost Gallery, so that I knew not 
how to get down to hold up the Child. We 
45 are in about 48® N. Latitude. 

Wednesday, Dec. 19, pleasant, west and 
southwest wind. Have an Observation. 
Was a Rainbow in the mom, and in the even 
Mr. Sampson set the Sun by the Compass. 
50 This morn was refreshed in prayer from the 
Instance of Jonah and God’s profession of ’s 
readiness to give his Spirit to those who ask. 
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Thorsday, Dec. 20, strong North wind. 
Are in 48 D. 26, N. Lat. At night wind 
veers a little to the Eastward of the North. 

Friday, Dec. 21. Little wind and that is 
Northerly. See many Porpuses. I lay a 5 
[wager] with Mr. Newgate that shall not 
see any part of Great Britain by next Sater- 
day senight sunset. Stakes are in Dr. Clark’s 
hand. In the north wind at North-East. 
Satterday, Dec. 22, wind is at North-East, k 
at night blows pretty fresh. This day a 
Ganet was seen, and a Purse made for him 
that should first see Land, amounting to 
between 30 and 40^ N. England Money. 

I gave an oblong Mexico piece of Eight, ij 
Starboard Tack brought on board, and sail, 
N.E., N.N.E. and North by E. 

Sabbath, Dec. 23. Pretty strong East, 
N.East wind. Sail N. and by E. Saw a 
Ship about noon some two Leagues to Lee- 2 
ward of us. A Ganet seen this day. Towards 
night the Capt. sounds and finds a sandy 
bottom. The water between 70 and 80 
Fathoms deep. 

Monday, Dec. 24, wind remains right in 2 
our Teeth. See a Ship to Leeward most part 
of the day which stood the same way we did: 
but we worsted her in sailing. Tuesday, 
Dec. 25, see two Ships, one to windward, 
’tother to Leeward. About 10, m. a Wood- 3 
cock flies on board of us, which we drive away 
essaying to catch him. Wind at North-East. 
Ly by under the Mainsail all night. Wednes- 
day, Dec. 26. This morn perceive the Rails 
of the Ships head and the Lion to be almost 3 
beaten off, which cost considerable time and 
pains to fasten again. Ly by with no Sails. 

A Rainbow seen this day. Thorsday, Dec. 27, 
begin to sail again a little, winding East, 
N. East. Friday, Dec. 28, wind contrary, yet ^ 
keep sailing sometimes N. East, sometimes goe 
South and by West upon the other Tack. 
Saw three Ships in the Afternoon, which, 
suppose are bound for England as we are. 
Satterday, Dec. 29. Have an observation; i 
are in 49^ and 50^. See a Ship. 

Sabbath, Dec. 30th. Spake with a Ship 7 
weeks from Barbados, bound for London, 
tells us he spake with an English Man from 
Galloway, last Friday, who said that the King > 
was dead, and that the Prince of Aurang had 
taken England, Landing six weeks agoe in 


Tor-Bay. Last night I dreamed of Military 
matters. Arms and Captains, and, of a sud- 
dain, major Goodkin, very well clad from 
head to foot, and of a very fresh, lively coun- 
tenance — his Coat and Breeches of blood- 
red silk, beckoned me out of the room where 
I was to speak to me. I think ’twas from the 
Town-house. Read this day in the even the 
Eleventh of the Hebrews, and sung the 46th 
Psalm. When I waked from my Dream I 
thought of Mr. Oakes’s Dream about Mr. 
Shepard and Mitchell beckening him up the 
Garret-Stairs in Harvard College. Monday, 
Dec. 30th, contrary wind still, speak with our 
Consort again Tuesday, Jan. 1 speak with one 
who came from Kenebeek in Ireland 8 days 
agoe: says there are Wars in England. Pr. of 
Aurang in Salisbury Plain, with an Army 
Landed with fourscore and 5 Men of War 
and above two hundred Fly Boats, has took 
Plymouth and Portsmouth, &c. and is ex- 
pected at London daily. Read Hebrews 
13th Wednesday, Jan. 2. Last night about 
12 a’clock the Wind comes fair, so that by 
morning the word was. Steady, Steady. The 
Lord fit us for what we are to meet with. 
Wind veered from East to South and so 
Westerly. This day eat Simon Gates’s Goose. 
Thorsday, Jan. 3, wind comes East again. A 
gray Linet and a Lark, I think, fly into the 
ship. Friday, Jan. 4, wind not very fair. 
Some say they saw a Robin-Redbrest to-day. 
Satterday. Jan. 5^, wind is now come to be 
about Southwest. Sounded and found a red, 
blackish sand about 50 Fathoms deep. Have 
a good Observation. This day I finished 
reading Dr. Manton. Blessed be God who in 
my separation from my dear Wife and family 
hath given me his Apostle James, with such 
I an exposition. Page 8. Honour God in your 
houses, lest you become the burdens of them, 
and they spue you out. The tendernes of 
God’s Love ! He hath a James for the Xns. of 
the scattered Tribes. 

; Satterday, Jan. 5^ 1688 [9] Sounded twice 
today. Found 50 Fathom first, then about 70. 
odd. Wind Souwest. A flock of Sparrows 
seen today. Psa. 84, or some such small Birds. 

Sabbath, Jan. 6. See Capt. James Tucker, 
) Comander of the Betty of London, about 120 
Tons, whom spake with, this day sennight. 
Saith he saw the Light of Silly last Thorsday 
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night. We carry a light and keep company. 
Monday, Jan. 7^, Mr. Clark goes on Board 
our Consort, and brings Oranges and a Shat- 
tuck. So steer in the night E. and East by 
South. We had no Observation. Capt. 5 
Tucker saith he had by a forestaff, and Lati- 
tude 49.30. Reckons we shall be abrest with 
the Lizard by morning. Wind So west. 
Tuesday, Jan. 8 , mane, a brisk west wind. We 
sound and have 55 fathom: speak with our 10 
Consort, who saith he had Lizard Soundings, 
and would now have us steer East and by N. 
They were a little windward of us, and a little 
astern. By and by they all gathered to their 
Starboard side, and looking toward us made 15 
a horrid Outcry, Land! Land! We looked 
and saw just upon our Larboard Bow, horrid, 
high, gaping Rocks. Mr. Clark imagined it 
to be the French Coast. We asked our Con- 
sort. He said. Silly! Silly! Trim’d sharp 20 
for our Lives, and presently Rocks all ahead, 
the Bishop and Clarks, so were fain to Tack, 
and the Tack not being down so close as 
should be, were afraid whether she would 
stay. But the seamen were so affected with 25 
the breakers ahead that the Mate could not 
get it altered, or very little. But it pleased 
God the Ship staid very well, and so we got 
off and sailed in Bristow Channel toward 
Ireland, winding Nore, N.West, and N.N.W., 30 
westerly. Just when saw the Rocks it cleared 
a little, and when fix’d in our course thicken’d 
again Blessed be God who hath saved us from 
so great a Ruin. Saw the Light-House, that 
look’d slender, about the height of a man, and 35 
a Rock with a cloven top, not altogether un- 
like a Bishops Mitre, which I therefore take to 
be the Bishop. Wind would have carried us 
between Silly and the Lands End, but durst 
not venture and could not speak to our Con- 40 
sort, who probably knew better than we. And 
we Tacking, he Tacked. 

Tuesday, Jan. 8 , 1688/9. About Noon our 
Consort being astern. Tacked, and we then 
Tacked, and stood after him, hoping to 45 
wether Sylly and its Rocks. Just before night 
we were in much fear by reason of many 
Rocks, some even with and some just above 
the water under our Lee, very near us, but by 
the Grace of God we wethered them. In the 50 
next place we were interrogated by the Bishop 
and his Clarks, as the Seamen said, being a 


Rock high above the water, and three spired 
Rocks by the side of him, lower and much 
lesser, which we saw, besides multitudes at a 
remoter distance. The breach of the Sea upon 
which made a white cloud. So I suppose the 
former Rocks near the Land of Sylly not the 
Bishop. Sailed Souwest and S.W. by S. At 
night our Consort put out a Light, and about 
8 o’clock began to hall away South-East. We 
imagined we saw some Glares of the Light of 
Sylly, but could not certainly say. 

Wednesday, Jan. 9^ As soon as ’twas light 
the word was they saw of Man of War, which 
put us into as great a consternation almost as 
our yesterday’s Danger. Puts out his Ancient; 
coming nearer speaks with us: is a Londoner 
from the Canaries, who by dark wether for 
several days had not made the Land, and lost 
his Consort last night. We told him we came 
from Sylly last night. He told us that five 
weeks agoe a Ship told them the Prince of 
Aurange was Landed in England before they 
came from Portland. This was at Canaries. 
Said also, the King not dead. Suppose our- 
selves abrest with the Lizard. Our guner said 
he saw it. Sail along 3 of us pleasantly, Laus 
Deo. 

In the night the Londoner carries two 
Lights, one in ’s poop, the other in ’s round- 
Top. 

Thorsday, Jan. 10, 1688/9. Very fast 
wind, sail along with four or five more ships. 
About Ten o’clock saw the Isle of Wight 
plain, which is the first Land next to Sylly 
that I have seen. Next to that saw high white 
Cliffs: but then Clouds and Fogg took away 
our Sunshine and Prospect. The Isle of 
Wight makes a long space of Land, Hills and 
Valleys. 

Friday, Jan. 11. A prety while before day, 
a vehement North wind comes up, so that fain 
to ly by, and great confusion by reason that 
6 or 7 Ships were so near together that ready 
to fall fowl one of another. In the morn see 
that we are over against Beachy. In a while 
Tack about to try to gain the Wight, but can- 
not. A little before night tack again; Seven 
Cliffs. Make thus cold wether. 

Jan. 12. Meet with a Pink 14 days from 
Liverpool: tells us Prince of Aurange landed 
about the 29*^ Nov. in Torbay, with 50 Thou- 
sand Men, Six hundred Ships: Sea-Com- 
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mandcrs all yielded to him: no bloud shed: 
King and Prince of Wales gone to France 
somwhat privatly. Bought three Cheeses of 
him. He sent us some Bottles of very good 
Beer, and we him one of my Bottles of Brandy. 
About 12 o’clock the wind springs up fair, 
and about 6 in the even we take our leave of 
Beachey. Saith the occasion of Prince’s com- 
ing in, that apprehends King James has no 
Legitimate Son, that that of Pr. Wales is a 
Cheat. Told us there were Englishmen found 
dead, drowned, tied back to back: so put us 
in great fear, because he intimated as if 
French Men of War were cruising with Eng- 
lish Commissions. Sabbath, Jan. 13. Goe 
ashoar at Dover, with Newgate, Tuttle, and 
Sister. 


[Courtship of Madam Winthrop] 

May, 26. [1720] About midnight my dear 
wife expired to our great astonishment, espe- 
cially mine. May the Sovereign Lord par- 
don my Sin, and Sanctify to me this very Ex- 
traordinary, awfull Dispensation. 

May, 29. God having in his holy Sover- 
eignty put my Wife out of the Fore-Seat, I 
aprehended I had Cause to be asham’d of my 
Sin, and to loath my self for it; and retired 
into my Pue. * * * I put up a Note to this 
purpose: Samuel Sewall, depriv’d of his Wife 
by a very sudden and awfull Stroke, desires 
Prayers that God would sanctify the same to 
himself, and Children, and family. Writ and 
sent three; to the South, Old, and Mr. Col- 
man’s church. 

Sept. 5. * * * Going to Son Sewall’s I there 
meet with Madam Winthrop, told her I was 
glad to meet her there, had not seen her a 
great while; gave her Mr. Home’s Sermon. 

8r. 1. Satterday, I dine at Mr. Stoddard’s: 
from thence I went to Madam Winthrop’s 
just at 3. Spake to her, saying, my loving 
wife died so soon and suddenly, ’twas hardly 
convenient for me to think of Marrying again; 
however I came to this Resolution: that I 
would not make my Court to any person 
without first Consulting with her. 

Octob’^. 3. 2. Waited on Madam Win- 
throp again. * * * At last I pray’d that Kath- 
arine [Madam Winthrop] might be the person 


assign’d for me. She instantly took it up in 
the way of Denyal, as if she had catch’d at 
an Opportunity to do it, saying she could not 
do it before she was ask’d. Said that was her 
5 mind unless she should Change it, which she 
believed she should not; could not leave her 
Children. I express’d my sorrow that she 
should do it so Speedily, pray’d her Consider- 
ation; and ask’d her when I should wait on 
10 her agen. She setting no time, I mention’d 
that day Sennight. * * * 

8 r. 6 th. * * * A little after 6 . p.m. I went 
to Madam Winthrop’s. * * * Madam seem’d 
to harp upon the same string. Must take 
15 care of her Children; could not leave that 
House and Neighbourhood where she had 
dwelt so long. 1 told her she might doe her 
children as much or more good by bestowing 
what she laid out in Hous-keeping, upon 
20 them. * * * I gave her a piece of Mr. Bel- 
cher’s Cake and Ginger-Bread wrapped up 
in a clean sheet of Paper; told her of her 
Father’s kindness to me when Treasurer, and 
I Constable. My Daughter Judith was gon 
25 from me and I was more lonesom — might 
help to forward one another in our Journey 
to Canaan. * * * 

8 r. 10 th. * * * In the Evening I visited 
Madam Winthrop, who treated me with a 
30 great deal of Curtesy; Wine, Marmalade. I 
gave her a News-Letter about the Thanks- 
giving. * * * 

8 r. 11th. I writ a few Lines to Madam 
Winthrop to this purpose: “Madam, These 
35 wait on you with Mr. Mayhew’s Sermon, and 
Account of the state of the Indians on Mar- 
tha’s Vinyard. I thank you for your Unmer- 
ited Favours of yesterday; and hope to have 
the Happiness of Waiting on you to-morrow 
40 before Eight a-clock after Noon. I pray God 
to keep you, and give you a joyful entrance 
upon the Two Hundred and twenty ninth year 
of Christopher Columbus his Discovery; and 
take Leave, who am. Madam, your humble 
45 Servt. S.S. 

8 r. 12. Give Mr. Whittemore and Willard 
their Oath to Dr. Mather’s Inventory. Visit 
Mr. Cooper. Go to the Meeting at the Wido 
Emon’s: Mr. Manly pray’d, I read half 
50 Mr. Henry’s 12th Chapter of the L. Supper. 
Sung 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 10, and 12th Verses of thr 
30th Psalm. Bro. Franklin concluded with 
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Prayer. At Madm. Winthrop’s Steps I took 
leave of Capt Hill, &c. 

Mrs. Anne Cotton came to door (twas 
before 8.) said Madam Winthrop was within, 
directed me into the little Room, where she 
was full of work behind a Stand; Mrs. Cotton 
came in and stood. Madam Winthrop 
pointed to her to set me a Chair. Madam 
Winthrop’s Countenance was much changed 
from what ’twas on Monday, look’d dark and 
lowering. At last, the work, (black stuff or 
Silk) was taken away, I got my Chair in place, 
had some Converse, but very Cold and indif- 
ferent to what ’twas before. Ask’d her to 
acquit me of Rudeness if I drew off her Glove. 
Enquiring the reason, I told her twas great 
odds between handling a dead Goat, and a 
living Lady. Got it off. I told her I had one 
Petition to ask of her, that was, that she would 
take off the Negative she laid on me the third 
of October; She readily answer’d she could 
not, and enlarg’d upon it; She told me of it so 
soon as she could; could not leave her house, 
children, neighbours, business. I told her she 
might do some Good to help and support me. 
Mentioning Mrs. Gookin, Nath, the widow 
Weld was spoken of; said I had visited Mrs. 
Denison. I told her Yes ! Afterward I said, 
If after a first and second Vagary she would 
Accept of me returning, Her Victorious Kind- 
ness and Good Will would be very Obliging. 
She thank’d me for my Book, (Mr. Mayhew’s 
Sermon), But said not a word of the Letter. 
When she insisted on the Negative, I pray’d 
there might be no more Thunder and Light- 
ening, I should not sleep all night. I gave 
her Dr. Preston, The Church’s Marriage and 
the Church’s Carriage, which cost me 6s. at 
the Sale. The door standing open, Mr. Airs 
came in, hung up his Hat, and sat down. 
After awhile. Madam Winthrop moving, he 
went out. Jno. Eyre look’d in, I said How do 
ye, or, your servant Mr. Eyre: but heard no 
word from him. Sarah fill’d a Glass of Wine, 
she drank to me, I to her, She sent Juno home 
with me with a good Lantern, I gave her 6d. 
and bid her thank her Mistress. In some of 
our Discourse, I told her I had rather go to 
the Stone-House [jail] adjoining to her, than 
to come to her against her mind. Told her 
the reason why I came every other night was 
lest I should drink too deeo draughts of Pleas- 


ure. She had talk’d of Canary, her Kisses 
were to me better than the best Canary. 
Explain’d the expression Concerning 
Columbus. 

5 8r. 21 Friday, My Son, the Minister, came 

to me p.m. by appointment and we pray one 
for another in the Old Chamber; more espe- 
cially respecting my Courtship. About 6. 
a-clock I go to Madam Winthrop’s; Sarah 
lo told me her Mistress was gon out, but did not 
tell me whither she went. She presently 
order’d me a Fire; so I went in, having Dr. 
Sibb’s Bowels with me to read. I read the 
two first Sermons, still no body came in: at 
15 last about 9. a-clock Mr. Jno. Eyre came in; 
I took the opportunity to say to him as I had 
done to Mrs. Noyes before, that I hoped my 
Visiting his Mother would not be disagreeable 
to him; He answered me with much Respect. 
20 When twas after 9. a-clock He of himself said 
he would go and call her she was but at one 
of his Brothers: A while after I heard Madam 
Winthrop’s voice, enquiring something about 
John. After a good while and Clapping the 
25 Garden door twice or thrice, she came in. I 
mention’d something of the lateness; she ban- 
ter’d me, and said I was later. She receiv’d 
me Courteously. I ask’d when our proceed^ 
ings should be made publick: She said They 
30 were like to be no more publick than they 
were already. Offer’d me no Wine that I re- 
member. I rose up at 11 a-clock to come 
away, saying I would put on my Coat, She 
offer’d not to help me. I pray’d her that Juno 
35 might light me home, she open’d the Shutter, 
and said twas pretty light abroad; Juno was 
weary and gon to bed. So I came home by 
Star-light as well as I could. At my first 
coming in, I gave Sarah five Shillings. I writ 
40 Mr. Eyre his name in his Book with the date 
Octobr. 21, 1720. It cost me 8s. Jehovah 
jireh! [God will provide] Madam told me 
she had visited M. Mico, Wendell, and Wm. 
Clark of the South. 

45 Octobr. 22. Daughter Cooper visited me 
before my going out of Town, staid till about 
Sun set. I brought her going near as far as 
the Orange Tree. Coming back, near Leg’s 
Comer, Little David Jeffries saw me, and 
50 looking upon me very lovingly, ask’d me if I 
was going to see his Grandmother? I said. 
Not to-night. Gave him a peny, and bid him 
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present my Service to his Grandmother. Said I would give her time to Consider of 
Octobr. 24. I went in the Hackny Coach it. * * * 
through the Common, stop’d at Madam Win- Monday, Novr. 7th. My son pray’d in the 
throp’s (had told her I would take my depar- Old Chamber. Our time had been taken up 
ture from thence). Sarah came to the door s by Son and Daughter Cooper’s Visit; so that 
with Katee in her Arms: but I did not think I only read the 130th and 143. Psalm. Twas 
to take notice of the Child. Call’d her Mis- on the Account of my Courtship. I went to 
tress. I told her, being encourag’d by David Mad. Winthrop; found her rocking her little 
Jeffries loving eyes, and sweet Words, I was Katee in the Cradle. I excus’d my Coming 
come to enquire whether she could find in her lo so late (near Eight) . She set me an arm’d 
heart to leave that House and Neighbour- Chair and Cusheon; and so the Cradle was 
hood, and go and dwell with me at the South- between her arm’d Chair and mine. Gave 
end; I think she said softly. Not yet. I told her the remnant of my Almonds; She did not 
her It did not ly in my Lands to keep a Coach. eat of them as before; but laid them away; 1 
If I should, I should be in danger to be 15 said I came to enquire whether she had alter’d 
brought to keep company with her Neighbour her mind since Friday, or remained of the 
Brooker, (he was a little before sent to prison same mind still. She said. Thereabouts. I 
for Debt). Told her I had an Antipathy told her I loved her, and was so fond as to 
against those who would pretend to give them- think that she loved me: She said she had a 
selves; but nothing of their Estate. I would 20 great respect for me. I told her, I had made 
a proportion of my Estate with my self. And her an offer, without asking any advice; she 

I supposed she would do so. As to a Perriwig, had so many to advise with, that twas a hin- 

My best and greatest Friend, I could not drance. The Fire was come to one short Brand 
possibly have a greater, began to find me besides the Block, which Brand was set up in 
with Hair before I was born, and had contin- ^5 end; at last it fell to pieces, and no Recruit 
ued to do so ever since; and I could not find in was made: She gave me a Glass of Wine. I 
my heart to go to another. She commended think I repeated again that I would go home 

the book I gave her. Dr. Preston, the Church and bewail my Rashness in making more 

Marriage; quoted him saying ’twas inconven- haste than good Speed. I would endeavour 
ient keeping out of a Fashion commonly used. 30 to contain myself, and not go on to sollicit her 
I said the Time and Tide did circumscribe my to do that which she could not Consent to. 
Visit. She gave me a Dram of Black-Cherry Took leave of her. As came down the steps 
Brandy, and gave me a lump of the Sugar she bid me have a Care. Treated me Cour- 
that was in it. She wish’d me a goodjourny. teously. Told her she had enter’d the 4 th 
I pray’d God to keep her, and carile away. 35 year of her Widowhood. I had given her the 
Had a very pleasant Jour ny to Salem. News-Letter before: 1 did not bid her draw 

Novr. 2. Midweek, went again. * * * Gave off her Glove as sometime I had done. Her 

her about 3 ^ pound of Sugar Almonds, cost Dress was not so clean as somtime it had 
3s per £. Carried them on Monday. She been. Jehovah jirehl 

seem’d pleas’d with them, ask’d what they 40 Midweek, 9 r. 9th. Dine at Bro. Stod- 
cost. Spake of giving her a Hundred pounds dard’s: were so kind as to enquire of me if 
per anum if I dy’d before her. Ask’d what they should invite M’m Winthrop; I an- 
sum she would give me, if she should Dy first! swer’d No. 

Sarah Kemble Knight (1666-17x7) 

Madam Knight was the cultured and capable daughter of a Boston merchant. In 
1704 she made a business trip from Boston through the wilderness to New York. The 
manuscript of her journal was not published till 1825. The best edition, by G. P. 
Winship, appeared in 1920. The article on Mrs. Knight in DAB is by Sidney Gunn. 
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From her Journal 

{1704-05) 

[The Start] 

Monday, Octb’r. ye second, 1704. 

About three o’clock afternoon, I begun my 
Journey from Boston to New-Haven; being 
about two Hundred Mile. My Kinsman, 
Capt. Robert Luist, waited on me as fair as 
Dedham, where I was to meet ye Western 
post. * * * 

Wedensday, Octobr 4th. 

About four in the morning, we set out for 
Kingston (for so was the Town called) with a 
french Doctor in our company. Hee and ye 
Post put on very furiously, so that I could not 
keep up with them, only as now and then 
they’d stop till they see mee. This Rode was 
poorly furnished wM accommodations for 
Travellers, so that we were forced to ride 22 
miles by the post’s account, but neerer thirty 
by mine, before wee could bait so much as our 
Horses, wch I exceedingly complained of. 
But the post encourag’d mee, by saying wee 
should be well accommodated anon at mr. 
Devills, a few miles further. But I questioned 
whether we ought to go to the Devil to be 
helpt out of affliction. However, like the rest 
of Deluded souls that post to ye Infernal denn, 
Wee made all posible speed to this Devil’s 
Habitation; where alii ting, in full assurance 
of good accommodation, wee were going in. 
But meeting his two daughters, as I suposed 
twins, they so neerly resembled each other, 
both in features and habit, and look’t as old 
as the Divel himselfe, and quite as Ugly, We 
desired entertainm’t, but could hardly get a 
word out of ’um, till with our Importunity, 
telling them our necesity, &c. they calFd the 
old Sophister, who was as sparing of his words 
as his daughters had bin, and no, or none, was 
the reply’s hee made us to our demands. Hee 
differed only in this from the old fellow in 
to’ther Country: hee let us depart. However, 
I thought it proper to warn poor Travailers 
to endeavor to Avoid falling into circum- 
stances like ours, weh at our next Stage I sat 
down and did as followeth: 

May all that dread the cruel feind of night 
Keep on, and not at this curs’ t Mansion light. 


’Tis Hell; ’tis Hell! and Devills here do dwell: 
Here dwells the Devill — surely this’s Hell. 
Nothing but Wants: a drop to cool yo’r Tongue 
Cant be procur’d these cruel Feinds among. 
Plenty of horrid Grins and looks sevear, 

5 Hunger and thirst. But pitty’s bannish’d here — 
The Right hand keep, if Hell on Earth you fear ! 

Thus leaving this habitation of cruelty, we 
went forward; and arriving at an Ordinary 
about two mile further, found tollerable ac- 
lo commodation. But our Hostes, being a pretty 
full mouth’d old creature, entertain’d our fel- 
low travailer, ye french Doctor wih Inumir- 
able complaints of her bodily infirmities; and 
whispered to him so lou’d, that all ye House 
IS had as full a hearing as hee: which was very 
divirting to ye company, (of which there was 
a great many,) as one might see by their 
sneering. But poor weary I slipt out to enter 
my mind in my Jornal, and left my Great 
20 Landly with her Talkative Guests to them- 
selves. 

From hence we proceeded (about ten fore- 
noon) through the Narragansett country, 
pretty Leisurely; and about one afternoon 
25 come to Paukataug River, wch was about two 
hundred paces over, and now very high, and 
no way over to to’ther side but this. I darid 
not venture to Ride thro, my courage at best 
in such cases but small. And now at the Low- 
30 est Ebb, by reason of my weary, very weary, 
hungry and uneasy Circumstances. So take- 
ing leave of my company, tho, wth no little 
Reluctance, that I could not proceed wth 
them on my Jorny, Stop at a little cottage 
35 Just by the River, to wait the Waters falling, 
wch the old man that lived there said would 
be in a little time, and he would conduct me 
safe over. This little Hutt was one of the 
wretchedest I ever saw a habitation for human 
40 creatures. It was suported with shores en- 
closed with Clapbords, laid on Lengthways, 
and so much asunder, that the Light come 
throu’ every where; the doore tyed on wth a 
cord in ye place of hinges; The floor the bear 
45 earth; no windows but such as the thin co\"er- 
ing afforded, nor any furniture but a Bedd 
wth a glass Bottle hanging zls ye head on’t; an 
earthan cupp, a small pewter Bason, A Bord 
wth sticks to stand on, instead of a table, and a 
so block or two in ye comer instead of chairs. 
The family were the old man, his wife and 
two Children; all and every part being the 
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picture of poverty. Notwithstanding both 
the Hutt and its Inhabitance were very clean 
and tydee: to the crossing the Old Proverb, 
that bare walls make giddy howswifes. 

I Blest myselfe that I was not one of this 
misserable crew; and the Impressions their 
wretchedness formed in me caused mee on the 
very Spott to say: 

Tho’ III at ease, A stranger and alone, 

All my fatigu’s shall not extort a grone. 

These Indigents have hunger with their ease; 
Their best is wors behalfe then my disease. 

Their Misirable hutt wrA Heat and Cold 
Alternately without Repulse do hold; 

Their Lodgings thyn and hard, their Indian fare. 
The mean Apparel which the wretches wear. 

And their ten thousand ills wcA can’t be told. 
Makes nature er’e ’tis midle age’d look old. 

When I reflect, my late fatigues do seem 
Only a notion or forgotten Dreem. 

I had scarce done thinking, when an Indian- 
like Animal come to the door, on a creature 
very much like himselfe, in mien and feature, 
as well as Ragged cloathing; and having ’litt, 
makes an Awkerd Scratch w/A his Indian shoo, 
and a Nodd, sitts on yg block, fumbles out his 
black Junk, dipps it in y^ Ashes, and presents 
it piping hott to his muscheeto’s, and fell to 
sucking like a calf, without speaking, for near 
a quarter of an hower. At length the old man 
said how do’s Sarah do? who I understood 
was the wretches wife, and Daughter to ye old 
man: he Replyed — as well as can be ex- 
pected, &c. So I remembred the old say, and 
suposed I knew Sarah’s case. Butt hee being, 
as I understood, going over the River, as ugly 
as hee was, I was glad to ask him to show me 
ye way to Saxtons, at Stoningtown; wrA he 
promising, I ventur’d over w/A the old mans 
assistance; who having rewarded to content, 
with my Tattertailed guide, I Ridd on very 
slowly thro’ Stoningtown, where the Rode 
Wcis very Stony and uneven. I asked the 
fellow, as we went, divers questions of the 
place and way, &c. I being arrived at my 
country Saxtons, at Stonington, was very well 
accommodated both as to victuals and Lodg- 
ing, the only Good of both I had found since 
my setting out. Here I heard there was an 
old man and his Daughter to come that way, 
bound to N. London; and being now destitute 
of a Guide, gladly waited for them, being in 
so good a harbour. * * * 


[Conne6:licui] 

[Saturday, Oct. 7 th.] 
About two a clock afternoon wc arrived at 
5 New Haven, where I was received with all 
Posible Respects and civility. Here I dis- 
charged Mr. Wheeler with a reward to his 
satisfaction, and took some time to rest after 
so long and toilsome a Journey; and Inform’d 
10 myselfe of the manners and customs of the 
place, and at the same time employed myselfe 
in the afair I went there upon. 

They are Govern’d by the same Laws as 
wee in Boston, (or little differing,) thr’out this 
IS whole Colony of Connecticot, And much the 
same way of Church Government, and many 
of them good. Sociable people, and I hope 
Religious too: but a little too much Inde- 
pendent in their principalis, and, as I have 
20 been told, were formerly in their Zeal very 
Riggid in their Administrations towards such 
as their Lawes made Offenders, even to a 
harmless Kiss or Innocent merriment among 
Young people. Whipping being a frequent 
25 and counted an easy Punishment, about wrA 
as other Crimes, the Judges were absolute 
in their Sentences. They told mee a pleasant 
story about a pair of Justices in those parts, 
wrA I may not omit the relation of. 

30 A negro Slave belonging to a man in ye 
Town, stole a hogs head from his master, and 
gave or sold it to an Indian, native of the 
place. The Indian sold it in the neighbour- 
hood, and so the theft was found out. There- 
35 upon the Heathen was Seized, and carried to 
the Justices House to be Examined. But his 
worship (it seems) was gone into the feild, with 
a Brother in office, to gather in his Pompions. 
Whither the malefactor is hurried. And Com- 
40 plaint made, and satisfaction in the name of 
Justice demanded. Their Worships cann’t 
proceed in form without a Bench: whereupon 
they Order one to be Imediately erected, 
which, for want of fitter materials, they made 
45 with pompions — which being finished, down 
setts their Worships, and the Malefactor 
call’d, and by the Senior Justice Interrogated 
after the following manner. You Indian why 
did You steal from this man? You sho’dn’t 
50 do so — it’s a Grandy wicked thing to steal. 
Hol’t Hol’t cryes Justice Junr. Brother, You 
speak negro to him. Tie ask him. You sir- 
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rah, why did You steal this man’s Hoggshead? 
Hoggshead? (replys the Indian,) me no 
stomany. No? says his Worship; and pulling 
off his hatt, Patted his own head with his 
hand, sais, Tatapa — You, Tatapa — you; 
all one this. Hoggshead all one this. Hah! 
says Netop, now me stomany that. Where- 
upon the Company fell into a great fitt of 
Laughter, even to Roreing. Silence is co- 
manded, but to no effect: for they continued 
perfectly Shouting. Nay, sais his worship, in 
an angry tone, if it be so, take mee off the Bench, 

Their Diversions in this part of the country 
are on Lecture days and Training days 
mostly: on the former there is Riding from 
town to town. 

And on training dayes The Youth divert 
themselves by Shooting at the Target, as they 
call it, (but it very much resembles a pillory,) 
where hee that hitts neerest the white has 
some yards of Red Ribbin presented him wrA 
being tied to his hattband, the two ends 
streeming down his back, he is Led away in 
Triumph, vJth great applause, as the winners 
of the Olympiack Games. They generally 
marry very young: the males oftener as I am 
told under twentie than above; they generally 
make public wedings, and have a way some- 
thing singular (as they say) in some of them, 
viz. Just before Joyning hands the Bride- 
groom quitts the place, who is soon followed 
by the Bridesmen, and as it were, dragg’d 
back to duty — being the reverse to ye 
former practice among us, to steal his Bride. 

There are great plenty of Oysters all along 
by the sea side, as farr as I Rode in the Collony, 
and those very good. And they Generally 
lived very well and comfortably in their fam- 
elies. But too Indulgent (especially the farm- 
ers) to their slaves: sufering too great famil- 
iarity from them, permitting them to sit at 
Table and eat with them, (as they say to save 
time,) and into the dish goes the black hoof 
as freely as the white hand. They told me 
there was a farmer lived nere the Town where . 
I lodgd who had some difference wth his slave, 
concerning something the master had prom- 
ised him and did not punctualy perform; 'wch 
caused some hard words between them; But 
at length they put the matter to Arbitration j 
and Bound themselves to stand to the award 
of such as they named — yfch done, the Arbi- 


trators Having heard the Allegations of both 
parties. Order the master to pay 40* to black 
face, and acknowledge his fault. And so the 
matter ended: the poor master very honestly 
5 standing to the award. 

There are every where in the Towns as I 
passed, a Number of Indians the Natives of 
the Country, and are the most salvage of all 
the salvages of that kind that I had ever Seen: 

I little or no care taken (as I heard upon en- 
quiry) to make them otherwise. They have 
in some places Landes of their owne, and 
Govern’d by Law’s of their own making; — 
they marry many wives and at pleasure put 
; them away, and on the least dislike or fickle 
humour, on either side, saying stand away to 
one another is a sufficient Divorce. And in- 
deed those uncomely Stand aways are too much 
in Vougue among the English in this (Indul- 
gent Colony) as their Records plentifully 
prove, and that on very trivial matters, of 
which some have been told me, but are not 
proper to be Related by a Female pen, tho 
some of that foolish sex have had too large a 
share in the story. 

If the natives committ any crime on their 
own precincts among themselves. Ye English 
takes no Cognezens of. But if on the English 
ground, they are punishable by our Laws. 
They mourn for their Dead by blackening 
their faces, and cutting their hair, after an 
Awkerd and frightfull manner; But can’t bear 
You should mention the names of their dead 
Relations to them: they trade most for Rum, 
for wr^ thcyd hazzard their very lives; and the 
English fit them Generally as well, by season^ 
ing it plentifully with water. 

They give the title of merchant to every 
trader; who Rate their Goods according to 
the time and spetia they pay in: viz. Pay, 
mony. Pays as mony, and trusting. Pay is 
Grain, Pork, Beef, &c. at the prices sett by the 
General Court that Year; mony is pieces of 
Eight, Ryalls, or Boston or Bay shillings (as 
they call them,) or Good hard money, as 
sometimes silver coin is termed by them; also 
Wampom, vizt. Indian beads wrA serves for 
change. Pay as mony is provisions, as afores^/ 
one Third cheaper then as the Assembly or 
Gene/ Court sets it; and Trust as they and the 
merch^ agree for time. 

Now, when the buyer comes to ask for a 
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comodity, sometimes before the merchant 
answers that he has it, he sais, is Your pay redy? 
Perhaps the Chap Reply’s Yes: what do You 
pay in? say’s the merchant. The buyer hav- 
ing answered, then the price is set; as suppose s 
he wants a sixpenny knife, in pay it is 12d — 
in pay as money eight pence, and hard money 
its own price, viz. 6d. It seems a very Intricate 
way of trade and what Lex Mercatoria had not 
thought of. 10 

Being at a merchants house, in comes a tall 
country fellow, w/A his alfogeos full of To- 
bacco; for they seldom Loose their Cudd, but 
keep Chewing and Spitting as long as they’r 
eyes are open, — he ad vane’ t to the midle of 15 
the Room, makes an Awkward Nodd, and 
spitting a Large deal of Aromatick Tincture, 
he gave a scrape with his shovel like shoo, 
leaving a small shovel full of dirt on the floor, 
made a full stop. Hugging his own pretty Body 20 
with his hands under his arms. Stood stanng 
rown’d him, like a Catt let out of a Baskett. 

At last, like the creature Balaam Rode on, he 
opened his mouth and said: have You any 
Ribinen for Hatbands to sell I pray? The 25 
Questions and Answers about the pay being 
past, the Ribin is bro’t and opened. Bumpkin 
Simpers, cryes its confounded Gay I vow; and 
beckning to the door, in comes Jone Tawdry, 
dropping about 50 curtsees, and stands by 30 
him: hee shows her the Ribin. Law You, sais 
shee, its right Gent, do You, take it, tis dreadjull 
pretty. Then she enquires, have You any hood 
silk I pray? wch being brought and bought. 
Have You any thred silk to sew it wth says shee, 35 
wr/z being accomodated \^th they Departed. 
They generaly stand after they come in a great 
while speachless and sometimes dont say a 
word till they are askt what they want, which 
I Impute to the Awe they stand in of the mer- 40 
chants, who they are constantly almost In- 
debted too; and must take what they bring 
without Liberty to choose for themselves; but 
they serve them as well, making the mer- 
chants stay long enough for their pay. 45 

We may Observe here the great necessity 
and bennefitt both of Education and Conver- 
sation; for these people have as Large a por- 
tion of mother witt, and sometimes a Larger, 
than those who have bin brought up in Citties; 50 
But for want of emprovements, Render them- 
selves almost Ridiculos, as above. I should 


be glad if they would leave such follies, and 
am sure all that Love Clean Houses (at least) 
would be glad on’t too. 

They are generaly very plain in their dress, 
throuout all ye Colony, as I saw, and follow 
one another in their modes; that You may 
know where they belong, especially the 
women, meet them where you will. 

Their Cheif Red Letter day is St. Election, 
wch is annualy Observed according to Char- 
ter, to choose their Govenr: a blessing they 
can never be thankfull enough for, as they 
will find, if ever it be their hard fortune to 
loose it. The present Govenor in Conecti- 
cott is the Llonble John Winthrop Esq. A 
Gentleman of an Ancient and Honourable 
Family, whose Father was Govenor here 
sometime before, and his Grandfather had bin 
Govr of the Massachusetts. This gentleman 
is a very curteous and afable person, much 
Given to Hospitality, and has by his Good 
services Gain’d the affection of the people as 
much as any who had bin before him in that 
post. 

[New York] 

[Dec. 6.] The Cittie of New York is a 
pleasant, well compacted place, situated on a 
Commodius River 'wch is a fine harbour for 
shipping. The Buildings Brick Generaly, 
very stately and high, though not altogether 
like ours in Boston. The Bricks in some of the 
Houses are of divers Coullers and laid in 
Checkers, being glazed look very agreeable. 
The inside of them are neat to admiration, the 
wooden work, for only the walls are plasterd, 
and the Burners and Gist are plained and kept 
very white scowr’d as so is all the partitions if 
made of Bords. The fire places have no 
Jambs (as ours have) But the Backs run flush 
with the walls, and the Hearth is of Tyles and 
is as farr out into the Room at the Ends as 
before the fire, wcA is Generally Five foot in 
the Low’r rooms, and the peice over where the 
mantle tree should be is made as ours with 
Joyners work, and as I suppose is fasten’d to 
iron rodds inside. The House where the 
Vendue was, had Chimney Corners like ours, 
and they and the hearths were laid y^th the 
finest tile that I ever see, and the stair cases 
laid all with white tile which is ever clean. 
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and so are the walls of the Kitchen v^ch had 
a Brick floor. They were making Great 
preparations to Receive their Governor, Lord 
Cornbury from the Jerseys, and for that End 
raised the militia to Gard him on shore to the s 
fort. 

They are Generaly of the Church of Eng- 
land and have a New England Gentleman 
for their minister, and a very fine church set 
out with all Customary requisites. There are lo 
also a Dutch and Divers Conventieles as they 
call them, viz. Baptist, Quakers, &c. They 
are not strict in keeping the Sabbath as in 
Boston and other places where I had bin, But 
seem to deal with great exaetness as farr as I 15 
see or Deall with. They are sociable to one 
another and Curteos and Civill to strangers 
and fare well in their houses. The English go 
very fasheonable in their dress. But the 
Dutch, especially the middling sort, differ 20 
from our women, in their habitt go loose, 
were French muches v^ch are like a Capp and 
a head band in one, leaving their ears bare, 
whieh are sett out wth Jewells of a large size 
and many in number. And their fingers 25 
hoop’t with Rings, some with large stones in 
them of many Coullers as were their pendants 
in their ears, whieh You should see very old 
women wear as well as Young. 
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They have Vendues very frequently and 
make their Earnings very well by them, foi 
they treat with good Liquor Liberally, and 
the Customers Drink as Liberally and Gen- 
erally pay for’t as well, by paying for that 
which they Bidd up Briskly for, after the sack 
has gone plentifully about, tho’ sometimes 
good penny worths are got there. Their Di- 
versions in the Winter is Riding Sleys about 
three or four Miles out of Town, where they 
have Houses of entertainment at a place 
called the Bowery, and some go to friends 
Houses who handsomely treat them. * * * 

[The Return] 

The next day being March 3 d wee got safe 
home to Boston, where I found my aged and 
tender mother and my Dear and only Child 
in good health with open arms redy to re- 
ceive me, and my Kind relations and friends 
flocking in to welcome mee and hear the story 
of my transactions and travails I having this 
day bin five months from home and now I 
cannot fully express my Joy and Satisfaction. 
But desire sincearly to adore my Great Bene-v 
factor for thus graciously carying forth and 
returning in safety his unworthy handmaid. 


William Byrd (1674-1744) 


A Virginian, William Byrd, was “the most ornamental gentleman of his day, 
probably the most cultivated American of the first half of the eighteenth century. 
He was a member of the Royal Society of London, the familiar friend of Wycherley, 
Congreve, and many another author of prominence. Throughout his life he kept 
up a correspondence with the Earl of Orrery, the Duke of Argyle, and other noble- 
men. His ancestral seat at Westover on the James was baronial in extent and lux- 
urious in its appointments. ... In the house could be found the finest library in 
America and a gallery of portraits by some of the best artists of Europe. . . . Because 
he believed that a gentleman should be a learned man, he set himself a discipline of 
study that would have shamed a cloistered monk: often he got up at three in the 
morning and read Hebrew, Greek, or Latin till breakfast, which consisted of a bowl 
of warm milk. In the evening he sweetened his reading with a sermon, usually one 
of Archbishop John Tillotson’s.” “From early morning until late at night he gave his 
attention to a thousand and one details concerned with the operation of his planta- 
tions.” Active in both study and practical affairs, he was indeed a “hard-working 
man.” But he also found time for drinking, gambling, and feminine charms. Such is 
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the portrait of Byrd in an article, “Less Moonlight and Roses,” by L. B. Wright in the 
American Scholar, Summer, 1943. 

Bom on a frontier plantation of an old Virginia family, Byrd was educated for the 
law at the Middle Temple in London, as well as in Holland, and upon returning from 
abroad was elected to the House of Burgesses. He was made receiver-general of the 
king’s revenues. He represented Virginia three times at the court of England, bore 
a prominent part in the colony’s long dispute with Governor Spotswood, and founded 
Richmond and Petersburg. A detailed and frank diary which he kept in shorthand 
was decoded and published in 1941 as The Secret Diary of William Byrd of Westover, 
1709-1712, followed by Another Secret Diary. In 1728 and 1729 he served as one of the 
commissioners to run the dividing line which passed through the great Dismal 
Swamp between Virginia and North Carolina. This was the basis of Byrd’s longest 
work, The History of the Dividing Line, not published till 1841, upon which his reputa- 
tion as a writer mainly rests. 

The best edition of Byrd’s works is that of J. S. Bassett, The Writings of Col. William 
Byrd, 1901. There is a biography by R. C. Beatty. Mark Van Doren edited A Jour- 
ney to the Land of Eden in 1928, and W. K. Boyd A Secret History of the Line in 1929. 


From The History of 
the Dividing Line 
\The English and the lndians\ 

They [the First Adventurers in 1607] had s 
now made peace with the Indians, but there 
was one thing wanting to make that peace 
lasting. The Natives coud, by no means, per- 
swade themselves that the English were heart- 
ily their Friends, so long as they disdained to lo 
intermarry with them. And, in earnest, had 
the English consulted their own Security and 
the good of the Colony — Had they intended 
either to Civilize or Convert these Gentiles, 
they would have brought their Stomachs to 15 
embrace this prudent Alliance. 

The Indians are generally tall and well- 
proportion’ d, which may make full Amends 
for the Darkness of the Complexions. Add to 
this, that they are healthy & Strong, with 20 
Constitutions untainted by Lewdness, and 
not enfeebled by Luxury. Besides, Morals 
and all considered, I cant think the Indians 
were much greater Heathens than the first 
Adventurers, who, had they been good Chris- 25 
tians, would have had the Charity to take this 
only method of converting the Natives to 
Christianity. For, after all that can be said, 
a sprightly Lover is the most prevailing Mis- 
sionary that can be sent amongst these, or 30 
any other Infidels. 

Besides, the poor Indians would have had 


less reason to Complain that the English took 
away their Land, if they had received it by 
way of Portion with their Daughters. Had 
such Affinities been contracted in the Begin- 
ning, how much Bloodshed had been pre- 
vented, and how populous would the Country 
have been, and, consequently, how consid- 
erable? Nor wou’d the Shade of the Skin 
have been any reproach at this day; for if a 
Moor may be washt white in 3 Generations, 
Surely an Indian might have been blancht in 
two. 

The French, for their Parts, have not been 
so Squeamish in Canada, who upon Trial 
find abundance of Attraction in the Indians. 
Their late Grand Monarch thought it not 
below even the Dignity of a Frenchman to be- 
come one flesh with this People, and therefore 
Ordered 100 Livres for any of his Subjects, 
Man or Woman, that would intermarry with 
a Native. 

By this piece of Policy we find the French 
Interest very much Strengthen’d amongst the 
Savages, as their Religion, such as it is, propa- 
gated just as far as their Love. And I heartily 
wish this well-concerted Scheme don’t here- 
after give the French an Advantage over his 
Majesty’s good Subjects on the Northern Con- 
tinent of America. 

About the same time New England was 
pared off from Virginia by Letters Patent, 
bearing date April the 10th, 1608 [1606]- 
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Several Cxentlemen of the Town and Neigh- 
bourhood of Plymouth obtain’d this Grant, 
with the Ld Chief Justice Popham at their 
head. 

Their Bounds were Specified to Extend 
from 38 to 45 Degrees of Northern Latitude, 
with a Breadth of one Hundred Miles from 
the Sea Shore. The first 14 Years, this Com- 
pany encounter’d many Difficulties, and lost 
many men, tho’ far from being discouraged, 
they sent over Numerous Recruits of Pres- 
byterians, every year, who for all that, had 
much ado to stand their Ground, wiffi all 
their Fighting and Praying. 

But about the year 1620, a Large Swarm 
of Dissenters fled thither from the Severities 
of their Stepmother, the Church. These 
Saints conceiving the same Aversion to the 
Copper Complexion of the Natives, with that 
of the First Adventurers to Virginia, would, 
on no Terms, contract Alliances with them, 
afraid perhaps, like the Jews of Old, lest they 
might be drawn into Idolatry by those 
Strange Women. 

Whatever disgusted them I cant say, but 
this false delicacy creating in the Indians a 
Jealousy that the English were ill affected 
towards them, was the Cause that many of 
them were cut off, and the rest Exposed to 
various Distresses. 

This Reinforcement was landed not far 
from Cape Codd, where, for their greater 
Security they built a Fort, and near it a Small 
Town, which in Honour of the Proprietors, 
was call’d New Plymouth. But they Still had 
many discouragements to Struggle with, tho’ 
by being well Supported from Home, they by 
Degrees Triumph’ t over them all. 

Their Bretheren, after this, flockt over so 
fast, that in a few Years they extended the 
Settlement one hundred Miles along the 
Coast, including Rhode Island and Martha’s 
Vineyard. 

Thus the Colony throve apace, and was 
throng’d with large Detachments of Inde- , 
pendents and Presbyterians, who thought 
themselves persecuted at home. 

Tho’ these People may be ridiculd for some 
Pharisaical Particularitys in their Worship 
and Behaviour, yet they were very useful j 
Subjects, as being Frugal and Industrious, 
giving no Scandal or bad Example, at least 


by any Open and Public Vices. By which 
excellent Qualities they had much the Ad- 
vantage of the Southern Colony, who thought 
their being Members of the Establish’t Church 
5 sufficient to Sanctifie very loose and Profligate 
Morals. For this Reason New England im- 
proved much faster than Virginia, and in 
Seven or Eight Years New Plimouth, like 
Switzerland, seemd too Narrow a Territory 
for its Inhabitants. * * * 

I am sorry I can’t give a Better Account of 
the State of the Poor Indians with respect to 
Christianity, altho’ a great deal of Pains has 
been and still continues to be taken with 
them. For my Part, I must be of Opinion, as 
I hinted before, that there is but one way of 
Converting these poor Infidels, and reclaim- 
ing them from Barbarity, and that is, Char- 
itably to intermarry with them, according to 
the Modern Policy of the most Christian King 
in Canada and Louisiana. 

Had the English done this at the first Set- 
tlement of the Colony, the Infidelity of the 
Indians had been worn out at this Day, with 
their Dark Complexions, and the Country 
had swarm’d with People more than it does 
with Insects. 

It was certainly an unreasonable Nicety, 
that prevented their entering into so good- 
Natur’d an Alliance. All Nations of men 
have the same Natural Dignity, and we all 
know that very bright Talents may be lodg’d 
under a very dark Skin. The principal Dif- 
ference between one People and another pro- 
ceeds only from the Different Opportunities 
of Improvement. 

[Life in North Carolina] 

[March] 25. [1728] The Air was chill’d 
this Morning with a Smart North-west Wind, 
which favour’d the Dismalities in their Dirty 
March. They return’d by the Path they had 
made in coming out, and with great Industry 
arriv’d in the Evening at the Spot where the 
Line had been discontinued. 

After so long and laborious a Journey, they 
were glad to repose themselves on their 
couches of Cypress-bark, where their sleep 
was as sweet as it wou’d have been on a Bed 
of Finland Down. 

In the mean time, we who stay’d behind 
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had nothing to do, but to make the best ob- the Work upon the poor Women. They 

servations we cou’d upon that Part of the make their Wives rise out of their Beds early 

Country. The Soil of our Landlord’s Plan- in the Morning, at the same time that they 
tation, tho’ none of the best, seem’d more lye and Snore, till the Sun has run one third 
fertile than any thereabouts, where the 5 of his course, and disperst all the unwhole- 
Ground is near as Sandy as the Desarts of some Damps. Then, after Stretching and 
Affrica, and consequently barren. The Road Yawning for half an Hour, they light their 
leading from thence to Edenton, being in dis- Pipes, and, under the Protection of a cloud 
tance about 27 Miles, lies upon a Ridge call’d of Smoak, venture out into the open Air; 
Sandy-Ridge, which is so wretchedly Poor 10 tho’, if it happens to be never so little cold, 
that it will not bring Potatoes. they quickly return Shivering into the Ghim- 

The Pines in this Part of the country are ney corner. When the weather is mild, they 

of a different Species from those that grow in stand leaning with both their arms upon the 

Virginia: their bearded Leaves are much corn-field fence, and gravely consider whether 
longer and their Cones much larger. Each 15 they had best go and take a Small Heat at the 
Cell contains a Seed of the Size and Figure of Hough: but generally find reasons to put it 
a black-ey’d Pea, which. Shedding in No- off till another time. 

vember, is very good Mast for Hogs, and fat- Thus they loiter away their Lives, like 

tens them in a Short time. Solomon’s Sluggard, with their Arms across. 

The smallest of these Pines are full of Cones, 20 and at the Winding up of the Year Scarcely 
which are 8 or 9 Inches long, and each af- have Bread to Eat. 

fords commonly 60 or 70 Seeds. This Kind To speak the Truth, tis a thorough Aver- 
of Mast has the Advantage of all other, by sion to Labor that makes People file off to 

being more constant, and less liable to be N Carolina, where Plenty and a Warm Sun 

nippt by the Frost, or Eaten by the Cater- 25 confirm them in their Disposition to Laziness 
pillars. The Trees also abound more with for their whole Lives. 

Turpentine, and consequently yield more 26. Since we were like to be confin’d to 
Tarr, than either the Yellow or the White this place, till the People return’d out of the 
Pine; And for the same reason make more Dismal, twas agreed that our Chaplain might 
durable Timber for building. The Inhab- 30 Safely take a turn to Edenton, to preach the 
itants hereabouts pick up Knots of Light- Gospel to the Infidels there, and Christen 
wood in Abundance, which they burn into their Children. He was accompany’d thither 

tar, and then carry it to Norfolk or Nansi- by Mr. Little, One of the Carolina Commis- 

mond for a Market. The Tar made in this sioners, who, to shew his regard for the 
method is the less Valuable, because it is said 35 Church, offer’d to treat Him on the Road 
to burn the Cordage, tho’ it is full as good for with a Fricassee of Rum. They fry’d half a 

all other uses, as that made in Sweden and dozen Rashers of very fat Bacon in a Pint of 

Muscovy. Rum, both which being disht up together, 

Surely there is no place in the World where serv’d the Company at once for meat and 

the Inhabitants live with less Labour than in 40 Drink. 

N Carolina. It approaches nearer to the Most of the Rum they get in this Country 
Description of Lubberland than any other, comes from New England, and is so bad and 
by the great felicity of the Climate, the easi- unwholesome, that it is not improperly call’d 
ness of raising Provisions, and the Slothful- “Kill-Devil.” It is distill’d there from for- 
ness of the People. 45 eign molosses, which, if Skilfully manag’d, 

Indian Corn is of so great increase, that a yields near Gallon for Gallon. Their molos- 

little Pains will Subsist a very large Family ses comes from the same country, and has the 

with Bread, and then they may have meat name of “Long Sugar” in Carolina, I sup- 

without any pains at all, by the Help of the pose from the Ropiness of it, and Serves all 

Low Grounds, and the great Variety of Mast 50 the purposes of Sugar, both in their Eating 
that grows on the High-land. The Men, for and Drinking. 

their Parts, just like the Indians, impose all When they entertain their Friends bound- 
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fully, they fail not to set before them a Capa- 
cious Bowl of Bombo, so call’d from the Ad- 
miral of that name. This is a Compound of 
Rum and Water in Equal Parts, made pal- 
atable with the said long Sugar. As good 
Humour begins to flow, and the Bowl to Ebb, 
they take care to replenish it with Shear Rum, 
of which there always is a Reserve under the 
Table. But such Generous doings happen 
only when that Balsam of Life is plenty; for 
they have often such Melancholy times, that 
neither Land-graves nor Cassicks can procure 
one drop for their Wives, when they ly in, or 
are troubled with the Colick or Vapours. 
Very few in this Country have the Industry to 
plant Orchards, which, in a Dearth of Rum, 
might supply them with much better Liquor. 

The Truth is, there is one Inconvenience 
that easily discourages lazy People from mak- 
ing This improvement: very often, in Au- 
tumn, when the Apples begin to ripen, they 
are visited with Numerous Flights of para- 
queets, that bite all the Fruit to Pieces in a 
moment, for the sake of the Kernels. The 
Havock they make is Sometimes so great, 
that whole Orchards are laid waste in Spite 
of all the Noises that can be made, or Mawk- 
ins that can be dresst up, to fright ’em away. 
These Ravenous Birds visit North Carolina 
only during the warm Season, and so soon as ; 
the Cold begins to come on, retire back to- 
wards the Sun. They rarely Venture so far 
North as Virginia, except in a very hot Sum- 
mer, when they visit the most Southern Parts 
of it. They are very Beautiful; but like some : 
other pretty Creatures, are apt to be loud and 
mischievous. 

27. Betwixt this and Edenton there are 
many thuckleberry Slashes, which afford a 
convenient Harbour for Wolves and Foxes, a 
The first of these wild Beasts is not so large and 
fierce as they are in other countries more 
Northerly. He will not attack a Man in the 
keenest of his Hunger, but run away from 
him, as from an Animal more mischievous 4 
than himself. 

The Foxes are much bolder, and will Some- 
times not only make a Stand, but likewise 
assault any one that would balk them of their 
Frey. The Inhabitants hereabouts take the 5 
trouble to dig abundance of Wolf-Pits, so deep 
and perpendicular, that when a Wolf is once 


tempted into them, he can no more Scramble 
out again, than a Husband who has taken the 
Leap can Scramble out of Matrimony. 

Most of the Houses in this Part of the Coun- 
5 try are Log-houses, covered with Pine or Cy- 
press Shingles, 3 feet long, and one broad. 
They are hung upon Laths with Peggs, and 
their doors too turn upon Wooden Hinges, 
and have wooden Locks to Secure them, so 
[o that the Building is finisht without Nails or 
other Iron-Work. They also set up their 
Pales without any Nails at all, and indeed 
more Securely than those that are nail’d. 
There are 3 Rails mortised into the Posts, the 
5 lowest of which serves as a Sill with a Groove 
in the Middle, big enough to receive the End 
of the Pales: the middle Part of the Pale rests 
against the Inside of the Next Rail, and the 
Top of it is brought forward to the outside of 
0 the upper most. Such Wreathing of the 
Pales in and out makes them stand firm, and 
much harder to unfix than when nail’d in the 
Ordinary way. 

Within 3 or 4 Miles of Edenton, the Soil 
5 appears to be a little more fertile, tho’ it is 
much cut with Slashes, which seem all to have 
a tendency towards the Dismal. 

This Town is Situate on the North side of 
Albermarle Sound, which is there about 5 
0 miles over. A Dirty Slash runs all along the 
Back of it, which in the Summer is a foul an- 
noyance, and furnishes abundance of that 
Carolina plague, musquetas. There may be 
40 or 50 Houses, most of them Small, and 
> built without Expense. A Citizen here is 
counted Extravagant, if he has Ambition 
enough to aspire to a Brick-chimney. Jus- 
tice herself is but indifferently Lodged, the 
Court-House having much the Air of a Com- 
} mon Tobacco-House. I believe this is the 
only Metropolis in the Christian or Mahom- 
etan World, where there is neither Church, 
Chappel, Mosque, Synagogue, or any other 
Place of Publick Worship of any Sect or Re- 
; ligion whatsoever. 

What little Devotion there may happen cO 
be is much more private than their vices. The 
People seem easy without a Minister, as long 
as they are exempted from paying Him. 
Sometimes the Society for propagating the 
Gospel has had the Charity to send over Mis- 
sionaries to this Country; but unfortunately 



THE PURITAN MIND 

the Priest has been too Lewd for the people, Force. They Swallow great Stones, the 

or, which oftener happens, they too lewd for Weight of which being added to their 

the Priest. For these Reasons these Reverend Strength, enables them to tug a Moderate 
Gentlemen have always left their Flocks as Cow under Water, and as soon as they have 
arrant Heathen as they found them. Thus s drown’d her, they discharge the Stones out 
much however may be said for the Inhabi- of their Maw and then feast upon the Carcass, 
tants of Edenton, that not a Soul has the least However, as Fierce and Strong as these Mon- 
taint of Hypocrisy, or Superstition, acting sters are, the Indians will surprise them Nap- 
very Frankly and aboveboard in all their ping as they float upon the Surface, get 
Excesses. lo astride upon their Necks, then whip a short 

Provisions here are extremely cheap, and piece of wood like a Truncheon into their 

extremely good, so that People may live plen- Jaws, & holding the Ends with their two 

tifully at a triffleing expense. Nothing is dear hands, hinder them from diving by keeping 
but Law, Physick, and Strong Drink, which their mouths open, and when they are almost 
are all bad in their Kind, and the last they is Spent, they will make to the shoar, where 
get with so much Difficulty, that they are their Riders knock them on the Head and Eat 

never guilty of the Sin of Suffering it to Sour them. This Amphibious Animal is a Smaller 

upon their Hands. Their Vanity generally kind of Crocodile, having the Same Shape 

lies not so much in having a handsome Din- exactly, only the Crocodile of the Nile is twice 
ing-Room, as a Handsome House of Office: 20 as long, being when full grown from 20 to 
in this Kind of Structure they are really ex:- Thirty Feet. This Enormous Length is the 
travagant. more to be wonder’d at, because the Croco- 

They are rarely guilty of Flattering or mak- dile is hatcht from an Egg very little larger 

ing any Court to their governors, but treat than that of a Goose. It has a long Head, 

them with all the Excesses of Freedom and 25 which it can open very wide, with very Sharp 
Familiarity. They are of Opinion their rulers & Strong teeth. Their Eyes are Small, their 
wou’d be apt to grow insolent, if they grew Legs Short, with Claws upon their Feet. 
Rich, and for that reason take care to keep Their Tail makes half the Length of their 

them poorer, and more dependent, if pos- Body, and the whole is guarded with hard 

sible, than the Saints in New England used to 30 impenetrable Scales, except the Belly, which 
do their Governors. They have very little is much Softer and Smoother. They keep 
coin, so they are forced to carry on their much upon the Land in the day time, but 
Home-Traffick with Paper-Money. This is towards the Evening retire into the Water to 
the only Gash that will tarry in the Country, avoid the Cold Dews of the Night. They run 
and for that reason the Discount goes on in- 35 pretty fast right forward, but are very awk- 
creasing between that and real Money, and ward and Slow in turning, by reason of their 
will do so to the End of the Chapter. unwieldy Length. It is an Error that they 

T'Tu Air 1 Tongue, without which they cou’d 

[ 1 he ALLigator\ hardly Swallow their Food; but in eating they 

In Santee river, as in Several others of Car- 40 move the upper Jaw only. Contrary to all 
olina, a Small kind of allegator is frequently other Animals. The way of catching them 
seen, which perfumes the Water with a in Egypt is, with a Strong Hook fixt to the 

Musky Smell. They Seldom exceed Eight End of a chain, and baited with a joynt of 

Feet in Length in these parts, whereas, near Pork, which they are very fond of. But a live 

the Equinoctial, they come up to twelve or 45 Hog is generally tyed near, the Cry of which 
Fourteen. And the heat of the Climate don’t allures them to the Hook. This Account of 
only make them bigger, but more Fierce and the Crocodile will agree in most particulars 
Voracious. They watch the Cattle there with the Alligator, only the Bigness of the last 

when they come to drink and Cool them- cannot entitle it to the Name of “Levi- 

selves in the River; and because they are not 50 athan,” which Job gave formerly to the croco- 
able to drag them into the Deep Water, they dile, and not to the Whale, as some Inter- 
make up by Strategem what they want in preters wou’d make us believe. 
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From A Progress to the Mines 

[Social Manners in Virginia] 

[September] 27. [1732] * * * I came into 
the Main County Road, that leads from Fred- 
ericksburgh to Germanna, which last place I 
reacht in Ten Miles more. This famous Town 
consists of Colo. Spotswood’s enchanted 
Castle on one Side of the Street, and a Baker’s 
Dozen of ruinous Tenements on the other, 
where so many German Familys had dwelt 
some Years ago; but are now remov’d ten 
Miles higher, in the Fork of Rappahannock, 
to Land of their Own. There had also been 
a Ghappel about a Bow-Shot from the Col- 
onel’s house, at the end of an Avenue of 
Cherry Trees, but some pious people had 
lately burnt it down, with intent to get an- 
other built nearer to their own homes. Here 
I arriv’d about three a’ clock, and found only 
Mrs. Spotswood at Home, who receiv’d her 
Old acquaintance with many a gracious 
Smile. I was carry’d into a Room elegantly 
set off with Pier Glasses, the largest of which 
came soon after to an odd Misfortune. 
Amongst other favourite Animals that cheer’d 
this Lady’s Solitude, a Brace of Tame Deer 
ran familiarly about the House, and one of 
them came to stare at me as a Stranger. But 
unluckily Spying his own Figure in the Glass, 
he made a spring over the Tea Table that 
stood under it, and shatter’d the Glass to 
pieces, and falling back upon the Tea Table, 
made a terrible Fracas among the China. 
This Exploit was so sudden, and accompany’d , 
with such a Noise, that it surpriz’d me, and 
perfectly frighten’d Mrs. Spotswood. But 
twas worth all the Damage to shew the Mod- 
eration and good humour with which she 
bore this disaster. In the Evening the noble - 
Colo, came home from his Mines, who saluted 
me very civily, and Mrs. Spotswood’s Sister, 
Miss Theky, who had been to meet him en 
Cavalier, was so kind too as to bid me welcome. 
We talkt over a Legend of old Storys, supp’d . 
about 9, and then prattl’d with the Ladys, til 
twas time for a Travellour to retire. In the 
mean time I observ’d my old Friend to be very 
Uxorious, and exceedingly fond of his Chil- 
dren. This was so opposite to the Maxims he j 
us’d to preach up before he was marryed, 
that I cou’d not forbear rubbing up the Mem- 


ory of them. But he gave a very goodnatur’d 
turn to his Change of Sentiments, by alleging 
that whoever brings a poor Gentlewoman 
into so solitary a place, from all her Friends 
5 and acquaintance, wou’d be ungrateful not 
to use her and all that belongs to her with all 
possible Tenderness. 

28. We all kept Snug in our several apart- 
ments till Nine, except Miss Theky, who was 
[o the House-wife of the Family. At that hour 
we met over a Pot of Coffee, which was not 
quite strong enough to give us the Palsy. 
After Breakfast the Colo, and I left the Ladys 
to their Domestick Affairs, and took a turn in 
:s the Garden, which has nothing beautiful but 
3 Terrace Walks that fall in Slopes one below 
another. I let him understand, that besides 
the pleasure of paying him a Visit, I came to 
be instructed by so great a Master in the Mys- 
lo tery of Making of Iron, wherein he had led the 
way, and was the Tubal Cain of Virginia. 
He corrected me a little there, by assuring me 
he was not only the first in this Country, but 
the first in North America, who had erected a 
5 regular Furnace. That they ran altogether 
upon Bloomerys in New England and Pennsil- 
vania, till his Example had made them at- 
tempt greater Works. But in this last Col- 
ony, they have so few Ships to carry their Iron 
0 to Great Britain, that they must be content to 
make it only for their own use, and must be 
oblig’d to manufacture it when they have 
done. That he hoped he had done the Coun- 
try very great Service by setting so good an 
5 Example. * * * Our Conversation on this 
Subject continued till Dinner, which was both 
elegant and plentiful. The afternoon was de- 
voted to the ladys, who shew’d me one of their 
most beautiful Walks. They conducted me 
5 thro’ a Shady Lane to the Landing, and by 
the way made me drink some very fine Water 
that issued from a Marble Fountain, and ran 
incessantly. Just behind it was a cover’d 
Bench, where Miss Theky often sat and be- 
> wail’d her Virginity. Then we proceeded to 
the River, which is the South Branch of Rap- 
pahanock, about 50 Yards wide, and so rapid 
that the Ferry Boat is drawn over by a Chain, 
and therefore called the Rapidan. At night 
) we drank prosperity to all the Colonel’s 
Projects in a Bowl of Rack Punch, and then 
retired to our Devotions. 
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29. Having employ’d about 2 hours in Re- above the Ferry, and rode 6 Miles up the Neck 
drement, I Saliy’d out at the first Summons to a fine Level piece of Rich Land, where we 
to Breakfast, where our conversation with found about 20 Plants of Ginseng, with the 
the Ladys, like Whip Sillabub, was very Scarlet Berrys growing on the top of the Mid- 
pretty, but has nothing in it. This it seems 5 die Stalk. The Root of this is of wonderful 
was Miss Theky’s Birth day, upon which I Vertue in many Cases, particularly to raise 
made here my Compliments, and wish’t she the Spirits and promote Perspiration, which 
might live twice as long a marry’d Woman as makes it a Specifick in Colds and Coughs, 
she had liv’d a Maid. 1 did not presume to The Colo, complemented me with all we 
pry into the Secret of her Age, nor was she 10 found, in return for my telling him the Ver- 
forward to disclose it, for this humble Reason, tues of it. We were all pleas’d to find so much 
lest I shou’d think her Wisdom fell short of of this King of Plants so near the Colonel’s 
her Years. * * * We had a Michaelmas habitation, and growing too upon his own 
Goose for Dinner, of Miss Theky’s own rais- Land; but were, however, surprized to find it 
ing, who was now goodnatur’d enough to for- 15 upon level Ground, after we had been told it 
get the Jeopardy of her Dog. In the afternoon grew only upon the North Side of Stony 
we walkt in a Meadow by the River side. Mountains. I carry’d home this Treasure, 
which winds in the form of a Horseshoe about with as much Joy, as if every Root had been 
Germanna, making it a Peninsula, containing a Graft of the Tree of Life, and washt and 
about 400 Acres. Rappahanock forks about 20 dry’d it carefully. This Airing made us as 
14 Miles below this place, the Northern Hungry as so many Hawks, so that between 
Branch being the larger, and consequently Appetite and a very good Dinner, twas diffi- 
must be the River that bounds My Lord Fair- cult to eat like a Philosopher. In the After- 
fax’s Grant of the Northern Neck. noon the Ladys walkt me about amongst all 

30. The Sun rose clear this Morning, and 25 their little Animals, with which they amuse 
so did I, and finisht all my little Affairs by themselves and furnish the Table; the worst 
Breakfast. It was then resolv’d to wait on the of it is, they are so tender-hearted, they Shed 
Ladys on Horseback, since the bright Sun, a Silent Tear every time any of them are 
the fine Air, and the wholesome Exercise, all kill’d, 
invited us to it. We forded the River a little 30 

Jonathan Edwards (1703-1758) 

CaK inism’s last great cham.pion in America was its greatest. Increase Mather had 
already lost the presidency of Harvard and Cotton Mather was beginning to wonder 
if his were not a lost cause, when, on October 5, 1703, Jonathan Edwards was born at 
Windsor, Connecticut, fifth of eleven children and the only son. For lack of schools 
he was taught at home, until he was ready to enter Yale in 1716. Before his college 
days the precocious youth had written a remarkable essay on the flying spider. In 
college he continued his scientific observation and speculation, but gave his mind 
more and more to philosophy and theology. As a sophomore, at the age of fourteen, 
he read Locke On the Human Understanding with a delight similar to Keats’s on first 
reading Chapman’s Homer. Before graduation he wrote his famous paper “Of 
Being,” arriving at conclusions that suggest the influence of Berkeley but which he 
quite possibly attained alone. 

After he was graduated from Yale in September of 1720, Edwards studied theology 
for two years in New Haven. He served eight months as a Presbyterian minister in 
New York and returned to Yale as a tutor, which position he resigned in 1726 to be- 
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come the colleague of his grandfather, Solomon Stoddard, in his pastorate at Nor- 
thampton, Massachusetts. “In his parish, with meager aid from books and limited 
bodily energy, Edwards lived the life which before the age of twenty he had vowed in 
his seventy ‘Resolutions,’ ” says Francis A. Christie in DAB, “a life of stern discipline 
over the springs of impulse and of intense mental application; rising at 4:00 a.m., de- 
voting thirteen hours of the day to study, finding recreation in solitary woodland 
rambles, during which he jotted down memoranda of his thoughts for later elabora- 
tion.” During his days in New Haven he had known Sarah Pierrepont, and had 
written the description of her that appears in this volume when he was twenty and 
she thirteen. Four years later, in 1727, she became the bride of the new pastor at 
Northampton. 

Stoddard died in 1729, and Edwards was left in sole charge of the church. He at- 
tained to a great reputation as a preacher. The intensity that always marked his 
delivery was not demonstrative, but was effectively restrained. He preached many 
kinds of sermons in addition to the kind for which he is, unfortunately, best remem- 
bered — the “revivalist” discourses such as the terrible Enfield sermon, Sinners in the 
Hands of an Angry God, which he delivered in 1741 during the Great Awakening. His 
success in revivals was astounding. There had been no important revivals in New 
England since the day of John Cotton, a century before. Then — “In December 
1734 there were six sudden conversions and in the following spring they were counted 
as thirty a week. Since visitors from other towns flocked to Northampton, the revival 
spread tlirough the country and many places in Connecticut. Religious themes ab- 
sorbed the thought and talk of the whole population of Northampton, even at wed- 
dings. Children formed their own religious meetings. One notable conversion was 
that of Phoebe Bartlett, a child of four.” {DAB) The revival ended in May after an 
epidemic of suicides among those who had been unable to be regenerated. A similar 
revival was held during the Great Awakening of the early 1740’s. 

In 1747, Edwards’s parishioners began to rebel openly against the rigor of his doc- 
trines. His relation with the church was finally dissolved in 1750, and he wrote in 
July 5 of that year: “I am now thrown upon the wide ocean of the world, and know 
not what will become of me, and my numei’ous and chargeable family.” The follow- 
ing year he became missionary to the Indians of Stockbridge, Mass. Here he com- 
pleted, in 1754, the work on which rests his fame. The Freedom of the Will, a treatise 
which has been said to be the only American contribution to abstract thought. It is a 
formulation and logical justification of Calvinism: the greatest philosopliical monu- 
ment of the religion appeared when the religion itself was nearly spent. 

His end was not to be in his mission. In 1757 he was chosen president of the Col- 
lege of New Jersey (now Princeton). He was inaugurated in January of 1758, and 
died there on March 28 of the same year, of the smallpox. As he lay dying in Prince- 
ton, he sent the following message to his wife: “Tell her,” he said, “that the uncom- 
mon union which has so long subsisted between us has been of such a nature as I trust 
is spiritual, and therefore will continue forever.” Poet and mystic, he was still cau- 
tious logician to the end. 

The best edition of Edwards is that of S. Austin, 1808 (also 1844 and often there- 
after). Lives are by S. E. Dwight, 1829, and A. V. G. Allen, 1889. I. W. Riley, 
American Thought, 1915, and H. G. Townsend, Philosophical Ideas in the United States, 
1934, contain able discussions of Edwards’s thought. A good critical essay is by P. E. 
More in Shelburne Essays, 11th series, 1921. An excellent volume of selections., with 
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introduction and bibliography, was edited for the AWS in 1935 by C. H. Faust and 
T. H. Johnson. 


Personal Narrative 

(ca. 1743) 

I had a variety of concerns and exercises 
about my soul from my childhood; but had 
two more remarkable seasons of awakening, 
before I met with that change by which I 
was brought to those new dispositions, and 
that new sense of things, that I have since had. 
The first time was when I was a boy, some 
years before I went to college, at a time of re- 
markable awakening in my father’s congre- 
gation. I was then very much affected for 
many months, and concerned about the 
things of religion, and my soul’s salvation; 
and was abundant in duties. I used to pray 
five times a day in secret, and to spend much 
time in religious talk with other boys, and 
used to meet with them to pray together. I 
experienced I know not what kind of delight 
in religion. My mind was much engaged in 
it, and had much self-righteous pleasure; and 
it was my delight to abound in religious 
duties. I with some of my schoolmates 
joined together, and built a booth in a swamp, 
in a very retired spot, for a place of prayer. 
And besides, I had particular secret places of 
my own in the woods, where I used to retire 
by myself; and was from time to time much 
affected. My affections seemed to be lively 
and easily moved, and I seemed to be in my 
element when engaged in religious duties. 
And I am ready to think, many are deceived 
with such affections, and such a kind of de- 
light as I then had in religion, and mistake it 
for grace. 

But in process of time, my convictions and 
affections wore off; and I entirely lost all 
those affections and delights and left off 
secret prayer, at least as to any constant per- 
formance of it; and returned like a dog to his 
vomit, and went on in the ways of sin. In- 
deed I was at times very uneasy, especially 
towards the latter part of my time at college; 
when it pleased God, to seize me with the 
pleurisy; in which he brought me nigh to the 
grave, and shook me over the pit of hell. And 
yet, it was not long after my recovery, before 


I fell again into my old ways of sin. But God 
would not suffer me to go on with my quiet- 
ness; I had great and violent inward strug- 
gles, till, after many conflicts, with wicked 
inclinations, repeated resolutions, and bonds 
that I laid myself under by a kind of vows to 
God, I was brought wholly to break off all 
former wicked ways, and all ways of known 
outward sin; and to apply myself to seek sal- 
vation, and practice many religious duties; 
but without that kind of affection and de- 
light which I had formerly experienced. My 
concern now wrought more by inward strug- 
gles and conflicts, and self-reflections. I made 
seeking my salvation the main business of my 
life. But yet, it seems to me, I sought after a 
miserable manner; which has made me some- 
times since to question, whether ever it issued 
in that which was saving; being ready to 
doubt, whether such miserable seeking ever 
succeeded. I was indeed brought to seek sal- 
vation in a manner that I never was before ; I 
felt a spirit to part with all things in the 
world, for an interest in Christ. — My con- 
cern continued and prevailed, with many ex- 
ercising thoughts and inward struggles; but 
yet it never seemed to be proper to express 
that concern by the name of terror. 

From my childhood up, my mind had been 
full of objections against the doctrine of God’s 
sovereignty, in choosing whom he would to 
eternal life, and rejecting whom he pleased; 
leaving them eternally to perish, and be ever- 
lastingly tormented in hell. It used to appear 
like a horrible doctrine to me. But I remem- 
ber the time very well, when I seemed to be 
convinced, and fully satisfied, as to this sov- 
ereignty of God, and his justice in thus eter- 
nally disposing of men, according to his sov- 
ereign pleasure. But never could give an 
account, how, or by what means, I was thus 
convinced, not in the least imagining at the 
time, nor a long time after, that there was any 
extraordinary influence of God’s Spirit in it; 
but only that now I saw further, and my rea- 
son apprehended the justice and reasonable- 
ness of it. However, my mind rested in it; 
and it put an end to all those cavils and objec- 
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tions. And there has been a wonderful altera- 
tion in my mind, with respect to the doctrine 
of God’s sovereignty, from that day to this; so 
that I scarce ever have found so much as the 
rising of an objection against it, in the most 5 
absolute sense, in God’s shewing mercy to 
whom he will shew mercy, and hardening 
whom he will. God’s absolute sovereignty 
and justice, with respect to salvation and 
damnation, is what my mind seems to rest 10 
assured of, as much as of any thing that I see 
with my eyes; at least it is so at times. But 
I have often, since that first conviction, had 
quite another kind of sense of God’s sov- 
ereignty than I had then. I have often since 15 
had not only a conviction, but a delightful 
conviction. The doctrine has very often ap- 
peared exceeding pleasant, bright, and sweet. 

Absolute sovereignty is what I love to 
ascribe to God. But my first conviction was 20 
not so. 

The first instance that I remember of that 
sort of inward, sweet delight in God and 
divine things that I have lived much in since, 
was on reading those words, 1 Tim. i: 17 . 25 
Now unto the King eternal^ immortal, invisible, the 
only wise God, be honor and glory forever and ever. 
Amen. As I read the words, there came into 
my soul, and was as it were diffused through 
it, a sense of the glory of the Divine Being; a 30 
new sense, quite different from any thing I 
ever experienced before. Never any words of 
scripture seemed to me as these words did. I 
thought within myself, how excellent a being 
that was, and how happy I should be, if I 35 
might enjoy that God, and be wrapt up in 
heaven, and be as it were swallowed up in him 
forever ! I kept saying, and as it were singing 
over these words of scripture to myself; and 
went to pray to God that I might enjoy him, 40 
and prayed in a manner quite different from 
what I used to do; with a new sort of affection. 

But it never came into my thought, that there 
Was any thing spiritual, or of a saving nature 
in this. 45 

From about that time, I began to have a 
new kind of apprehensions and ideas of Christ, 
nnd the work of redemption, and the glorious 
Way of salvation by him. An inward, sweet 
sense of these things, at times, came into my 50 
heart; and my soul was led away in pleasant 
views and contemplations of them. And my 
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mind was greatly engaged to spend my time 
in reading and meditating on Christ, on the 
beauty and excellency of his person, and the 
lovely way of salvation by free grace in him. 
I found no books so delightful to me, as those 
that treated of these subjects. Those words. 
Cant, ii: 1 , used to be abundantly with me, 
I am the Rose of Sharon, and the Lily of the valleys. 
The words seemed to me, sweetly to represent 
the loveliness and beauty of Jesus Christ. 
The whole book of Canticles used to be pleas- 
ant to me, and I used to be much in reading 
it, about that time; and found, from time to 
time, an inward sweetness, that would carry 
me away, in my contemplations. This I 
know not how to express otherwise, than by a 
calm, sweet abstraction of soul from all the 
concerns of this world; and sometimes a kind 
of vision, or fixed ideas and imaginations, of 
being alone in the mountains, or some soli- 
tary wilderness, far from all mankind, sweetly 
conversing with Christ, and wrapt and swal- 
lowed up in God. The sense I had of divine 
things, would often of a sudden kindle up, as 
it were, a sweet burning in my heart; an ardor 
of soul, that I know not how to express. 

Not long after I began to experience these 
things, I gave an account to my father of some 
things that had passed in my mind. I was 
pretty much affected by the discourse we had 
together; and when the discourse was ended, 

I walked abroad alone, in a solitary place in 
my father’s pasture for contemplation. And 
as I was walking there and looking up on the 
sky and clouds, there came into my mind so 
sweet a sense of the glorious majesty and grace 
of God, that I know not how to express. I 
seemed to see them both in a sweet conjunc- 
tion; majesty and meekness joined together; 
it was a gentle, and holy majesty; and also a 
majestic meekness; a high, great, and holy 
gentleness. 

After this my sense of divine things gradu- 
ally increased, and became more and more 
lively, and had more of that inward sweetness. 
The appearance of every thing was alterea; 
there seemed to be, as it were, a calm, sweet 
cast, or appearance of divine glory, in almost 
every thing. God’s excellence, his wisdom, 
his purity and love, seemed to appear in every 
thing; in the sun, moon, and stars; in the 
clouds, and blue sky; in the grass, flowers. 
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trees; in the water, and all nature; which used 
greatly to fix my mind. I often used to sit 
and view the moon for continuance; and in 
the day, spent much time in viewing the 
clouds and sky, to behold the sweet glory of « 
God in these things; in the mean time, singing 
forth, with a low voice; my contemplations of 
the Creator and Redeemer. And scarce any 
thing, among all the works of nature, was so 
delightful to me as thunder and lightning; i 
formerly, nothing had been so terrible to me. 
Before, I used to be uncommonly terrified 
with thunder, and to be struck with terror 
when I saw a thunder storm rising; but now, 
on the contrary, it rejoiced me. I felt God, so i 
to speak, at the first appearance of a thunder 
storm; and used to take the opportunity, at 
such times, to fix myself in order to view the 
clouds, and see the lightnings play, and hear 
the majestic and awful voice of God’s thunder, 2 
which oftentimes was exceedingly entertain- 
ing, leading me to sweet contemplations of 
my great and glorious God. While thus en- 
gaged, it always seemed natural to me to sing, 
or chant for my meditations; or, to speak 2 
my thoughts in soliloquies with a singing 
voice. 

I felt then great satisfaction, as to my good 
state; but that did not content me. I had 
vehement longings of soul after God and 3 
Christ, and after more holiness, wherewith 
my heart seemed to be full, and ready to 
break; which often brought to my mind the 
w'ords of the Psalmist, Psal. cxix. 28 : My soul 
breaketh for the longing it hath. I often felt a 3 
mourning and lamenting in my heart, that I 
had not turned to God sooner, that I might 
have had more time to grow in grace. My 
mind was greatly fixed on divine things; al- 
most perpetually in the contemplation of 4 
them. I spent most of my time in thinking 
of divine things, year after year; often walking 
alone in the woods, and solitary places, for 
meditation, soliloquy, and prayer, and con- 
verse with God; and it was always my man- ^ 
ner, at such times, to sing forth my contem- 
plations. I was almost constantly in ejacu- 
latory prayer, wherever I was. Prayer 
seemed to be natural to me, as the breath by 
which the inward burnings of my heart had t 
vent. The delights which I now felt in the 
ihings of religion, were of an exceedingly dif- 


ferent kind from those before mentioned, that 
I had when a boy; and what I then had no 
more notion of, than one bom blind has of 
pleasant and beautiful colors. They were of a 
; more inward, pure, soul-animating and re- 
freshing nature. Those former delights never 
reached the heart; and did not arise from any 
sight of the divine excellency of the things of 
God; or any taste of the soul-satisfying and 
0 life-giving good there is in them. 

My sense of divine things seemed gradu- 
ally to increase, until I went to preach at New 
York, which was about a year and a half after 
they began; and while I was there, I felt them, 
5 very sensibly, in a higher degree than I had 
done before. My longings after God and holi- 
ness, were much increased. Pure and hum- 
ble, holy and heavenly Christianity, appeared 
exceedingly amiable to me. I felt a burning 
desire to be in every thing a complete Chris- 
tian; and conform to the blessed image of 
Christ; and that I might live, in all things, 
according to the pure and blessed rules of the 
gospel. I had an eager thirsting after progress 
in these things; which put me upon pursuing 
and pressing after them. It was my continual 
strife day and night, and constant inquiry, 
how I should be more holy, and live more 
holily, and more becoming a child of God, 
and a disciple of Christ. I now sought an in- 
crease of grace and holiness, and a holy life, 
with much more earnestness, than ever I 
sought grace before I had it. I used to be 
continually examining myself, and studying 
and contriving for likely ways and means, 
how I should live holily, with far greater dil- 
igence and earnestness, than ever I pursued 
any thing in my life; but yet with too great a 
dependence on my own strength; which after- 
wards proved a great damage to me. My ex- 
perience had not then taught me, as it has 
done since, my extreme feebleness and impo- 
tence, every manner of way; and the bottom- 
less depths of secret corruption and deceit 
there was in my heart. However, I went on 
with my eager pursuit after more holiness, 
and conformity to Christ. 

The heaven I desired was a heaven of holi- 
ness; to be with God, and to spend my eter- 
nity in divine love, and holy communion with 
Christ. My mind was very much taken up 
with contemplations on heaven, and the 
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enjoyments there, and living there in perfect that God might be all, that I might become 

holiness, humility and love. And it used at as a little child. 

that time to appear a great part of the happi- While at New York, I was sometimes much 

ness of heaven, that there the saints could affected with reflections on my past life, con- 

express their love to Christ. It appeared to 5 sidering how late it was before I began to be 
me a great clog and burden, that what I felt truly religious; and how wickedly I had lived 
within, I could not express as I desired. The till then; and once so as to weep abundantly, 
inward ardor of my soul, seemed to be hin- and for a considerable time together, 
dered and pent up, and could not freely flame On January 12, 1723 . I made a solemn 
out as it would. I used often to think, how in [10 dedication of myself to God, and wrote it 
heaven this principle should freely and fully down; giving up myself, and all that I had to 
vent and express itself. Heaven appeared God; to be for the future in no respect my 
exceedingly delightful, as a world of love; own; to act as one that had no right to him- 
and that all happiness consisted in living in self, in any respect. And solemnly vowed to 
pure, humble, heavenly, divine love. 15 take God for my whole portion and felicity; 

I remember the thoughts I used then to looking on nothing else as any part of my 

have of holiness; and said sometimes to my- happiness, nor acting as if it were; and his 

self, ‘T do certainly know that I love holiness, law for the constant rule of my obedience; 

such as the gospel prescribes.” It appeared engaging to fight with all my might, against 

to me, that there was nothing in it but what 20 the world, the flesh and the devil, to the end 
was ravishingly lovely; the highest beauty of my life. But I have reason to be infinitely 
and amiableness — a divine beauty; far purer humbled, when I consider how much I have 
than any thing here upon earth; and that ev- failed of answering my obligation, 
ery thing else was like mire and defilement, I had then abundance of sweet religious 
in comparison of it. 25 conversation in the family where I lived, with 

Holiness, as I then wrote down some of my Mr. John Smith and his pious mother. My 

contemplations on it, appeared to me to be of heart was knit in affection to those in whom 

a sweet, pleasant, charming, serene, calm were appearances of true piety; and I could 

nature; which brought an inexpressible pu- bear the thoughts of no other companions, 

rity, brightness, peacefulness and ravishment 30 but such as were holy, and the disciples of the 

to the soul. In other words, that it made the blessed Jesus. I had great longings for the 

soul like a field or garden of God, with all advancement of Christ’s kingdom in the 

manner of pleasant flowers; all pleasant, de- world; and my secret prayer used to be, in 

lightful, and undisturbed; enjoying a sweet great part, taken up in praying for it. If I 

calm, and the gently vivifying beams of the 35 heard the least hint of any thing that hap- 
sun. The soul of a true Christian, as I then pened, in any part of the world, that ap- 

wrote my meditations, appeared like such a peared, in some respect or other, to have a 

little white flower as we see in the spring of favorable aspect on the interest of Christ’s 
the year; low and humble on the ground, kingdom, my soul eagerly catched at it; and 

opening its bosom to receive the pleasant 40 it would much animate and refresh me. I 

beams of the sun’s glory; rejoicing as it were used to be eager to read public news letters, 

in a calm rapture; diffusing around a sweet mainly for that end; to see if I could not find 

fragrancy; standing peacefully and lovingly, some news favorable to the interest of religion 

in the midst of other flowers round about; all in the world. 

in like manner opening their bosoms, to drink 45 I very frequently used to retire into a soli- 
in the light of the sun. There was no part of tary place, on the banks of Hudson’s rive ', at 

creature holiness, that I had so great a sense some distance from the city, for contempla- 

of its loveliness, as humility, brokenness of tion on divine things, and secret converse 

heart and poverty of spirit; and there was with God; and had many sweet hours there, 

nothing that I so earnestly longed for. My 50 Sometimes Mr. Smith and I walked there to- 

heart panted after this, to lie low before God, gether, to converse on the things of God; and 

as in the dust; that I might be nothing, and our conversation used to turn much on the 
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advancement of Christ’s kingdom in the 
world, and the glorious things that God would 
accomplish for his church in the latter days. 

I had then, and at other times, the greatest 
delight in the holy scriptures, of any book 5 
whatsoever. Oftentimes in reading it, every 
word seemed to touch my heart. I felt a har- 
mony between something in my heart, and 
those sweet and powerful words. I seemed 
often to see so much light exhibited by every ic 
sentence, and such a refreshing food com- 
municated, that I could not get along in 
reading; often dwelling long on one sentence, 
to see the wonders contained in it; and yet 
almost every sentence seemed to be full of if 
wonders. 

I came away from New York in the month 
of April, 1723, and had a most bitter parting 
with Madam Smith and her son. My heart 
seemed to sink within me at leaving the fam- 
ily and city, where I had enjoyed so many 
sweet and pleasant days. I went from New 
York to Weathersfield, by water, and as I 
sailed away, I kept sight of the city as long as 
I could. However, that night, after this sor- 
rowful parting, I was greatly comforted in 
God at Westchester, where we went ashore to 
lodge; and had a pleasant time of it all the 
voyage to Saybrook. It was sweet to me to 
think of meeting dear Christians in heaven, 
where we should never part more. At Say- 
brook we went ashore to lodge, on Saturday, 
and there kept the Sabbath; where I had a 
sweet and refreshing season, walking alone in 
the fields. 

After I came home to Windsor, I remained 
much in a like frame of mind, as when at New 
York; only sometimes I felt my heart ready 
to sink with the thoughts of my friends at 
New York. My support was in contempla- 
tions on the heavenly state; as I find in my 
Diary of May 1, 1723. It was a comfort to 
think of that state, where there is fulness of 
joy; where reigns heavenly, calm, and delight- 
ful love, without alloy; where there are con- 
tinually the dearest expressions of this love; 
where is the enjoyment of the persons loved, 
without ever parting; where those persons 
who appear so lovely in this world, will really 
be inexpressibly more lovely and full of love 
to us. And how sweetly will the mutual lov- 
ers join together to sing the praises of God and 


the Lamb! How will it fill us with joy to 
think, that this enjoyment, these sweet exer- 
cises will never cease, but will last to aU eter- 
nity! I continued much in the same frame, 
in the general, as when at New York, till I 
went to New Haven as tutor to the college; 
particularly once at Bolton, on a journey from 
Boston, while walking out alone in the fields. 
After I went to New Haven I sunk in religion; 
my mind being diverted from my eager pur- 
suits after holiness, by some affairs that greatly 
perplexed and distracted my thoughts. 

In September, 1725, I was taken ill at New 
Haven, and while endeavoring to go home to 
Windsor, was so ill at the North Village, that 
I could go no further; where I lay sick for 
about a quarter of a year. In this sickness 
God was pleased to visit me again with the 
sweet influences of his Spirit. My mind was 
greatly engaged there in divine, pleasant con- 
templations, and longings of soul. I observed 
that those who watched with me, would often 
be looking out wishfully for the morning; 
which brought to my mind those words of the 
Psalmist, and which my soul with delight 
made its own language. My soul waiteth for the 
Lord, more than they that watch for the morning, 
I say, more than they that watch for the morning; 
and when the light of day came in at the win- 
dows, it refreshed my soul from one morning 
to another. It seemed to be some image of 
the light of God’s glory. 

I remember, about that time, I used greatly 
to long for the conversion of some that I was 
concerned with; I could gladly honor them, 
and with delight be a servant to them, and lie 
at their feet, if they were but truly holy. But, 
some time after this, I was again greatly di- 
verted in my mind with some temporal con- 
cerns that exceedingly took up my thoughts, 
greatly to the wounding of my soul; and went 
on through various exercises, that it would be 
tedious to relate, which gave me much more 
experience of my own heart, than ever I had 
before. 

Since I came to this town, I have often had 
sweet complacency in God, in views of his 
glorious perfections and the excellency of 
Jesus Christ. God has appeared to me a 
glorious and lovely being, chiefly on the ac- 
count of his holiness. The holiness of God has 
always appeared to me the most lovely of all 
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his attributes. The doctrines of Gk)d*s abso- 
lute sovereignty, and free grace, in shewing 
mercy to whom he would shew mercy; and 
man’s absolute dependence on the operations 
of Gk)d’s Holy Spirit, have very often appeared 5 
to me as sweet and glorious doctrines. These 
doctrines have been much my delight. God’s 
sovereignty has ever appeared to me, great 
part of his glory. It has often been my de- 
light to approach God, and adore him as a 10 
sovereign God, and ask sovereign mercy of 
him. 

I have loved the doctrines of the gospel; 
they have been to my soul like green pastures. 
The gospel has seemed to me the richest 15 
treasure; the treasure that I have most de- 
sired, and longed that it might dwell richly 
in me. The way of salvation by Christ has 
appeared, in a general way, glorious and ex- 
cellent, most pleasant and most beauriful. It 20 
has often seemed to me, that it would in a 
great measure spoil heaven, to receive it in 
any other way. That text has often been 
affecting and delightful to me. Isa. xxxii: 2 . 

A man shall he an hiding place from the wind, and 25 
a convert from the tempest, &c. 

It has often appeared to me delightful, to 
be united to Christ; to have him for my head, 
and to be a member of his body; also to have 
Christ for my teacher and prophet. I very 30 
often think with sweetness, and longings, and 
pantings of soul, of being a little child, taking 
hold of Christ, to be led by him through the 
wilderness of this world. That text, Matth. 
xviii: 3 , has often been sweet to me, except ye 35 
be converted and become as little children, &c. I 
love to think of coming to Christ, to receive 
salvation of him, poor in spirit, and quite 
empty of self, humbly exalting him alone; cut 
off entirely from my own root, in order to 40 
grow into, and out of Christ; to have God in 
Christ to be all in all; and to live by faith on 
the Son of God, a life of humble unfeigned 
confidence in him. That scripture has often 
been sweet to me, Psal. cxv: 1 . Not unto us, 45 
0 Lord, not unto us, but to thy name give glory, for 
thy mercy and for thy truth's sake. And those 
words of Christ, Luke x: 21. In that hour Jesus 
rejoiced in spirit, and said, I thank thee, 0 Father, 

Lord of heaven and earth, that thou hast hid these 50 
things from the wise and prudent, and hast revealed 
^hem vmto babes; even so. Father, for so it seemed 
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good in thy sight. That sovereignty of God 
which Christ rejoiced in, seemed to me 
worthy of such joy; and that rejoicing seemed 
to show the excellency of Christ, and of what 
spirit he was. 

Sometimes, only mentioning a single word 
caused my heart to burn within me; or only 
seeing the name of Christ, or the name of some 
attribute of God. And God has appeared 
glorious to me, on account of the Trinity. It 
has made me have exalting thoughts of Gk)d, 
that he subsists in three persons; Father, Son 
and Holy Ghost. The sweetest joys and de- 
lights I have experienced, have not been 
those that have arisen from a hope of my own 
goode state; but in a direct view of the glori- 
ous things of the gospel. When I enjoy this 
sweetness, it seems to carry me above the 
thoughts of my own estate; it seems at such 
times a loss that I cannot bear, to take off my 
eye from the glorious pleasant object I behold 
without me, to turn my eye in upon myself, 
and my own good estate. 

My heart has been much on the advance- 
ment of Christ’s kingdom in the world. The 
histories of the past advancement of Christ’s 
kingdom have been sweet to me. When I 
have read histories of past ages, the pleasant- 
est thing in all my reading has been, to read 
of the kingdom of Christ being promoted. 
And when I have expected, in my reading, to 
come to any such thing, I have rejoiced in the 
prospect, all the way as I read. And my 
mind has been much entertained and de- 
lighted with the scripture promises and 
prophecies, which relate to the future glori- 
ous advancement of Christ’s kingdom upon 
earth. 

I have sometimes had a sense of the excel- 
lent fulness of Christ, and his meetness and 
suitableness as a Saviour; whereby he has 
appeared to me, far above all, the chief of ten 
thousands. His blood and atonement have 
appeared sweet, and his righteousness sweet; 
which was always accompanied with ardency 
of spirit; and inward strugglings and breath- 
ings, and groanings that cannot be uttered, 
to be emptied of myself, and swallowed up 
in Christ. 

Once as I rode out into the woods for my 
health, in 1737 , having alighted from my 
horse in a retired place, as my manner com- 
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monly has been, to walk for divine contem- 
plation and prayer, I had a view that for me 
was extraordinary, of the glory of the Son of 
God, as Mediator between God and man, and 
his wonderful, great, full, pure and sweet 
grace and love, and meek and gentle conde- 
scension. This grace that appeared so calm 
and sweet, appeared also great above the 
heavens. The person of Christ appeared 
ineffably excellent with an excellency great 
enough to swallow up all thought and concep- 
tion — which continued, as near as I can 
judge, about an hour; which kept me the 
greater part of the time in a flood of tears, and 
weeping aloud. I felt an ardency of soul to 
be, what I know not otherwise how to express, 
emptied and annihilated; to lie in the dust, 
and to be full of Christ alone; to love him 
with a holy and pure love; to trust in him; to 
live upon him; to serve and follow him; and 
to be perfectly sanctified and made pure, with 
a divine and heavenly purity. I have, sev- 
eral other times, had views very much of the 
same nature, and which have had the same 
effects. 

I have many times had a sense of the glory 
of the third person in the Trinity, in his office 
of Sanctifier; in his holy operations, com- 
municating divine light and life to the soul. 
God, in the communications of his Holy 
Spirit, has appeared as an infinite fountain of 
divine glory and sweetness; being full, and 
sufficient to fill and satisfy the soul; pouring 
forth itself in sweet communications: like the 
sun in its glory, sweetly and pleasantly dif- 
fusing light and life. And I have sometimes 
had an affecting sense of the excellency of 
the word of God, as a word of life; as the light 
of life; a sweet, excellent, life-giving word; 
accompanied with a thirsting after that word, 
that it might dwell richly in my heart. 

Often, since I lived in this town, I have 
had very affecting views of my own sinful- 
ness and vileness; very frequently to such a 
degree as to hold me in a kind of loud weep- 
ing, sometimes for a considerable time to- 
gether; so that I have often been forced to 
shut myself up. I have had a vastly greater 
sense of my own wickedness, and the badness 
of my own heart, than ever I had before my 
conversion. It has often appeared to me, 
that if God should mark iniquity against me, 


I should appear the very worst of all man- 
kind; of all that have been, since the begin- 
ning of the world to this time; and that I 
should have by far the lowest place in hell. 
5 When others, that have come to talk with me 
about their soul concerns, have expressed the 
sense they have had of their own wickedness, 
by saying that it seemed to them, that they 
were as bad as the devil himself; I thought 
lo their expression seemed exceedingly faint and 
feeble, to represent my wickedness. 

My wickedness, as I am in myself, has long 
appeared to me perfectly ineffable, and swal- 
lowing up all thought and imagination; like 
15 an infinite deluge, or mountains over my 
head. I know not how to express better what 
my sins appear to me to be, than by heaping 
infinite upon infinite, and multiplying infinite 
by infinite. Very often, for these many years, 
20 these expressions are in my mind, and in my 
mouth, ‘Tnfinite upon infinite — Infinite 
upon infinite!” When I look into my heart, 
and take a view of my wickedness, it looks 
like an abyss infinitely deeper than hell. And 
25 it appears to me, that were it not for free 
grace, exalted and raised up to the infinite 
height of all the fulness and glory of the great 
Jehovah, and the arm of his power and grace 
stretched forth in all the majesty of his power, 
30 and in all the glory of his sovereignty, I should 
appear sunk down in my sins below hell itself; 
far beyond the sight of every thing, but the 
eye of sovereign grace, that can pierce even 
down to such a depth. And yet, it seems to 
35 me, that my conviction of sin is exceedingly 
small, and faint; it is enough to amaze me, 
that I have no more sense of my sin. I know 
certainly, that I have very little sense of my 
sinfulness. When I have had turns of weeping 
40 and crying for my sins, I thought I knew at 
the time, that my repentance was nothing to 
my sin. 

I have greatly longed of late, for a broken 
heart, and to lie low before God; and, when 
45 I ask for humility, I cannot bear the thoughts 
of being no more humble than other Chris- 
tians. It seems to me, that though their de- 
grees of humility may be suitable for them, 
yet it would be a vile self-exaltation to me, 
50 not to be the lowest in humility of all man- 
kind. Others speak of their longing to be 
“humbled to the dust;” that may be a proper 
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expression for them, but I always think of my- 
self, that I ought, and it is an expression 
that has long been natural for me to use in 
prayer, “to lie infinitely low before God.” 
And it is affecting to think, how ignorant I 
was, when a young Christian, of the bottom- 
less, infinite depths of wickedness, pride, 
hypocrisy and deceit, left in my heart. 

I have a much greater sense of my uni- 
versal, exceeding dependence on God’s grace 
and strength, and mere good pleasure, of late, 
than I used formerly to have; and have ex- 
perienced more of an abhorrence of my own 
righteousness. The very thought of any joy 
arising in me, on any consideration of my own 
amiableness, performances, or experiences or 
any goodness of heart or life, is nauseous and 
detestable to me. And yet I am greatly 
afflicted with a proud and selfrighteous spirit, 
much more sensibly than I used to be for- 
merly. I see that serpent rising and putting 
forth its head continually, every where, all 
around me. 

Though it seems to me, that, in some re- 
spects, I was a far better Christian, for two 
or three years after my first conversion, than 
I am now; and lived in a more constant de- 
light and pleasure; yet, of late years, I have 
had a more full and constant sense of the ab- 
solute sovereignty of God, and a delight in 
that sovereignty; and have had more of a 
sense of the glory of Christ, as a Mediator re- 
vealed in the gospel. On one Saturday night, 
in particular, I had such a discovery of the 
excellency of the gospel above all other doc- • 
trines, that I could not but say to myself, 
“This is my chosen light, my chosen doc- 
trine;” and of Christ, “This is my chosen 
Prophet.” It appeared sweet, beyond all 
expression, to follow Christ, and to be taught, / 
and enlightened, and instructed by him; to 
learn of him, and live to him. Another Sat- 
urday night, {January, 1739) I had such a 
sense, how sweet and blessed a thing it was 
to walk in the way of duty; to do that which ^ 
was right and meet to be done, and agreeable 
to the holy mind of God; and it caused me to 
break forth into a kind of loud weeping, 
which held me some time, so that I was forced 
to shut myself up, and fasten the doors. I ? 
could not but, as it were, cry out, “How happy 
are they which do that which is right in the 


sight of God ! They are blessed indeed, they 
are the happy ones!” I had, at the same 
time, a very affecting sense, how meet and 
suitable it was that God should govern the 
5 world, and order all things according to his 
own pleasure; and I rejoiced in it, that God 
reigned, and that his will was done. 

10 Sarah Pierrepont 

0723) 

Edwards married Miss Pierrepont four years 
after he wrote the following description of her. 
Some years after the marriage, they were visited 
15 at Northampton by the evangelist Whitefield, who 
thus recorded his impressions: “On the Sabbath 
felt wonderful satisfaction in being at the house of 
Mr. Edwards. He is a son himself and hath also 
a daughter of Abraham for his wife. A sweeter 
couple I have not seen. Their children were 
20 dressed, not in silks and satins, but plain, as be- 
comes the children of those who in all things ought 
to be examples of Christian simplicity. She is a 
woman adorned with a meek and quiet spirit, 
and talked so feelingly and so solidly of the things 
of God, and seemed to be such an helpmeet to her 
25 husband, that she caused me to renew those 
prayers which for some months I have put up to 
God, that He would send me a daughter of Abra- 
ham to be my wife” (Allen, Jonathan Edwards, 48 ). 

They say there is a young lady in [New 
Haven] who is beloved of that Great Being, 
who made and rules the world, and that there 
are certain seasons in which this Great Being, 
in some way or other invisible, comes to her 
and fills her mind with exceeding sweet de- 
light, and that she hardly cares for anything, 
except to meditate on him — that she ex- 
pects after a while to be received up where he 

is, to be raised up out of the world and caught 
up into heaven; being assured that he loves 
her too well to let her remain at a distance 
from him always. There she is to dwell with 
him, and to be ravished with his love and de- 
light forever. Therefore, if you present all 
the world before her, with the richest of its 
treasures, she disregards it and cares not for 

it, and is unmindful of any pain or afflicaon. 
She has a strange sweetness in her mind, and 
singular purity in her affections; is most just 
and conscientious in all her conduct; and you 
could not persuade her to do- any thing wrong 
or sinful, if you would give her all the world, 
lest she should offend this Great Being. She 
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is of a wonderful sweetness, calmness and uni- 
versal benevolence of mind; especially after 
this Great God has manifested himself to her 
mind. She will sometimes go about from 
place to place, singing sweetly; and seems to 5 
be always full of joy and pleasure; and no one 
knows for what. She loves to be alone, walk- 
ing in the fields and groves, and seems to have 
some one invisible always conversing with her. 

10 

Nature 

We have shown that the Son of God cre- 
ated the world for this very end, to com- 15 
municate Himself in an image of His own ex- 
cellency. He communicates Himself properly 
only to spirits, and they only are capable of 
being proper images of His excellency, for 
they only are properly beings, as we have 20 
shown. Yet He communicates a sort of a 
shadow or glimpse of His excellencies to bod- 
ies which, as we have shown, are but the shad- 
ows of beings and not real beings. He who, 
by His immediate influence, gives being 25 
every moment, and by His spirit actuates the 
world, because He inclines to communicate 
Himself and His excellencies, doth doubtless 
communicate His excellency to bodies, as far 
as there is any consent or analogy. And the 30 
beauty of face and sweet airs in men are not 
always the effect of the corresponding excel- 
lencies of mind; yet the beauties of nature are 
really emanations or shadows of the excel- 
lency of the Son of God. 35 

So that, when we are delighted with flow- 
ery meadows and gentle breezes of wind, we 
may consider that we see only the emanations 
of the sweet benevolence of Jesus Christ. 
When we behold the fragrant rose and lily, 40 
we see His love and purity. So the green 
trees and fields, and singing of birds, are the 
emanations of His infinite joy and benignity. 
The easiness and naturalness of trees and 
vines are shadows of His beauty and loveli- 45 
ness. The crystal rivers and murmuring 
streams are the footsteps of His favor, grace, 
and beauty. When we behold the light and 
brightness of the sun, the golden edges of an 
evening cloud, or the beauteous bow, we be- 50 
hold the adumbrations of His glory and good- 
ness; and in the blue sky, of his mildness and 


gentleness. There are also many things 
wherein we may behold His awful majesty: 
in the sun in his strength, in comets, in thun- 
der, in the hovering thunder-clouds, in ragged 
rocks and the brows of mountains. That 
beauteous light with which the world is filled 
in a clear day is a lively shadow of His spot- 
less holiness, and happiness and delight in 
communicating Himself. And doubtless this 
is a reason that Christ is compared so often to 
those things, and called by their names, as the 
Sun of Righteousness, the morning-star, the 
rose of Sharon, and lily of the valley, the 
apple-tree among trees of the wood, a bundle 
of myrrh, a roe, or a young hart. By this we 
may discover the beauty of many of those 
metaphors and similes which to an unphilo- 
sophical person do seem so uncouth. 

In like manner, when we behold the beauty 
of man’s body in its perfection, we still see 
like emanations of Christ’s divine perfec- 
tions, although they do not always flow from 
the mental excellencies of the person that has 
them. But we see the most proper image of 
the beauty of Christ when we see beauty in 
the human soul. 

Sinners in the Hands of an 
Angry God 
{ 1741 ) 

“While the people in neighboring towns were 
in great distress for their souls, the inhabitants of 
that town (Enfield) were very secure, loose, and 
vain,” writes Benjamin Trumbull in his History of 
Connecticut. “A lecture had been appointed at 
Enfield, and the neighboring people, the night 
before, were so affected at the thoughtlessness of 
the inhabitants, and in such fear that God would, 
in his righteous judgment, pass them by, while the 
divine showers were falling all around them, as to 
be prostrate before him a considerable part of it, 
supplicating mercy for their souls. When the time 
appointed for the lecture came, a number of the 
neighboring ministers attended, and some from 
a distance. When they went into the meeting- 
house, the appearance of the assembly was thought- 
less and vain. The people hardly conducted 
themselves with common decency. The Rev. 
Mr. Edwards, of Northampton, preached, and 
before the sermon was ended, the assembly ap- 
peared deeply impressed and bowed down, with 
an awful conviction of their sin and danger. There 
was such a breathing of distress and weeping, that 
the preacher was obliged to speak to the people 
and desire silence, that he might be heard- This 
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was the beginning of the same great and prevailing 
concern in that place, with which the colony in 
general was visited.” Trumbull heard this ac- 
count from a minister, Mr. Wheelock, who was 
present when the sermon was preached. 

Edwards’s pupil Samuel Hopkins, thus describes 
his preaching: 

“His appearance in the desk was with a good 
grace, and his delivery easy, natural and very 
solemn. He had not a strong, loud voice, but ap- 
peared with such gravity and solemnity, and spake 
vvith such distinctness, clearness and precision, 
his words were so full of ideas, set in such a plain 
and striking light, that few speakers have been so 
able to demand the attention of an audience 2 is he. 
His words often discovered a great degree of inward 
fervor, without much noise or external emotion, 
and fell with great weight on the minds of his 
hearers. He made but little motion of his head or 
hands in the desk, but spake as to discover the 
motion of his own heart, which tended in the most 
natural and effectual manner to move and affect 
others.” 


Deuteronomy xxxii. 35. — Their foot shall slide 
in due time. 

In this verse is threatened the vengeance 
of God on the wicked unbelieving Israelites, 
that were God’s visible people, and lived un- 
der means of grace; and that notwithstanding 
all God’s wonderful works that he had 
wrought towards that people, yet remained, 
as is expressed verse 28, void of counsel, hav- 
ing no understanding in them; and that, un- 
der ail the cultivations of heaven, brought 
forth bitter and poisonous fruit; as in the two 
verses next preceding the text. 

The expression that I have chosen for my 
text, their foot shall slide in due time, seems to 
imply the following things relating to the 
punishment and destruction that these witked 
Israelites were exposed to. 

1. That they were always exposed to de- 
struction; as one that stands or walks in slip- 
pery places is always exposed to fall. This 
is implied in the manner of their destruction’s 
coming upon them, being represented by their 
foot’s sliding. The same is expressed. Psalm 
Ixxiii. 18: “Surely thou didst set them in 
slippery places; thou castedst them down into 
destruction.” 

2. It implies that they were always ex- 
posed to sudden, unexpected destruction; as 
he that walks in slippery places is every mo- 
ment liable to fall, he can’t foresee one mo- 
ment whether he shall stand or fall the next; 


and when he does fall, he falls at once, with- 
out warning, which is also expressed in that 
Psalm Ixxiii. 18, 19: “Surely thou didst set 
them in slippery places: thou castedst them 
5 down into destruction. How are they 
brought into desolation, as in a momenW 

3. Another thing implied is, that they are 
liable to fall of themselves, without being 
thrown down by the hand of another; as he 

[o that stands or walks on slippery ground needs 
nothing but his own weight to throw him 
down. 

4. That the reason why they are not fallen 
already, and don’t fall now, is only that God’s 

5 appointed time is not come. For it is said 
that when that due time, or appointed time 
comes, their foot shall slide. Then they shall be 
left to fall, as they are inclined by their own 
weight. God won’t hold them up in these 
0 slippery places any longer, but will let them 
go; and then, at that very instant, they shall 
fall to destruction; as he that stands in such 
slippery declining ground on the edge of a pit 
that he can’t stand alone, when he is let go 
5 he immediately falls and is lost. 

The observation from the words that I 
would now insist upon is this. 

There is nothing that keeps wicked men at any one 
moment out of hell, but the mere pleasure of God. 

0 By the mere pleasure of God, I mean his 
sovereign pleasure, his arbitrary will, re- 
strained by no obligation, hindered by no 
manner of difficulty, any more than if 
nothing else but God’s mere will had in the 
5 least degree or in any respect whatsoever any 
hand in the preservation of wicked men one 
moment. 

The truth of this observation may appear 
by the following considerations. 

D 1. There is no want of in God to cast 
wicked men into hell at any moment. Men’s 
hands can’t be strong when God rises up: the 
strongest have no power to resist him, nor can 
any deliver out of his hands. 

; He is not only able to cast wicked men into 
hell, but he can most easily do it. Sometimes 
an earthly prince meets with a great deal of 
difficulty to subdue a rebel that has found 
means to fortify himself, and has made him- 
> self strong by the number of his followers. 
But it is not so with God. There is no fortress 
that is any defence against the power of God. 
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Though hand join in hand, and vast multi- 
tudes of God’s enemies combine and associ- 
ate themselves, they are easily broken in 
pieces: they are as great heaps of light chaff 
before the whirlwind; or large quantities of 5 
dry stubble before devouring flames. We find 
it easy to tread on and crush a worm that we 
see crawling on the earth; so ’tis easy for us to 
cut or singe a slender thread that any thing 
hangs by; thus easy is it for God, when he 10 
pleases, to cast his enemies down to hell. 
What are we, that we should think to stand 
before him, at whose rebuke the earth trem- 
bles, and before whom the rocks are thrown 
down ! IS 

2 . They deserve to be cast into hell; so that 
divine justice never stands in the way, it makes 
no objection against God’s using his power at 
any moment to destroy them. Yea, on the 
contrary, justice calls aloud for an infinite 20 
punishment of their sins. Divine justice says 

of the tree that brings forth such grapes of 
Sodom, “Cut it down, why cumbereth it the 
ground?” Luke xiii. 7 . The sword of divine 
justice is every moment brandished over their 25 
heads, and ’tis nothing but the hand of arbi- 
trary mercy, and God’s mere will, that holds 
it back. 

3 . They are already under a sentence of 
condemnation to hell. They don’t only 30 
justly deserve to be cast down thither, but 
the sentence of the law of God, that eternal 
and immutable rule of righteousness that God 
has fixed between him and mankind, is gone 
out against them, and stands against them; 35 
so that they are bound over already to hell: 
John iii. 18 , “He that believeth not is con- 
demned already.” So that every uncon- 
verted man properly belongs to hell; that is 
his place; from thence he is: John viii. 23 , 40 
“Ye are from beneath:” and thither he is 
bound; ’tis the place that justice, and God’s 
w'ord, and the sentence of his unchangeable 
law, assigns to him. 

4 . They are now the objects of that very 45 
same anger and wrath of God, that is ex- 
pressed in the torments of hell: and the reason 
why they don’t go down to hell at each mo- 
ment is not because God, in whose power they 
are, is not then very angry with them; as an- 50 
gry as he is with many of those miserable 
creatures that he is now tormenting in hell. 


and do there feel and bear the fierceness of 
his wrath. Yea, God is a great deal more 
angry with great numbers that are now on 
earth, yea, doubtless, with many that are 
now in this congregation, that, it may be, are 
at ease and quiet, than he is with many of 
those that are now in the flames of hell. 

So that it is not because God is unmindful 
of their wickedness, and don’t resent it, that 
he don’t let loose his hand and cut them off, 
God is not altogether such a one as them, 
selves, though they may imagine him to be 
so. The wrath of God burns against them; 
their damnation don’t slumber; the pit is pre- 
pared; the fire is made ready; the furnace is 
now hot, ready to receive them; the flames 
do now rage and glow. The glittering sword 
is whet, and held over them, and the pit hath 
opened her mouth under them. 

5 . The devil stands ready to fall upon them, 
and seize them as his own, at what moment 
God shall permit him. They belong to him; 
he has their souls in his possession, and under 
his dominion. The Scripture represents them 
as his goods, Luke xi. 21. The devils watch 
them; they are ever by them, at their right 
hand; they stand waiting for them, like greedy 
hungry lions that see their prey, and expect 
to have it, but are for the present kept back; if 
God should withdraw his hand by which they 
are restrained, they would in one moment fly 
upon their poor souls. The old serpent is 
gaping for them; hell opens its mouth wide 
to receive them; and if God should permit 
it, they would be hastily swallowed up and 
lost. 

6. There are in the souls of wicked men 
those hellish principles reigning, that would 
presently kindle and flame out into hell- 
fire, if it were not for God’s restraints. There 
is laid in the very nature of carnal men a 
foundation for the torments of hell: there are 
those corrupt principles, in reigning power in 
them, and in full possession of them, that are 
seeds of hell-fire. These principles are active 
and powerful, exceeding violent in their na- 
ture, and if it were not for the restraining hand 
of God upon them, they would soon break out, 
they would flame out after the same manner 
as the same corruptions, the same enmity does 
in the heart of damned souls, and would be- 
get the same torments in ’em as they do in 



JONATHAN EDWARDS 


101 


them. The souls of the wicked are in Scrip- 
ture compared to the troubled sea, Isaiah Ivii. 
20. For the present God restrains their wick- 
edness by his mighty power, as he does the 
raging waves of the troubled sea, saying, 
“Hitherto shalt thou come, and no further;” 
but if God should withdraw that restraining 
power, it would soon carry all afore it. Sin is 
the ruin and misery of the soul; it is destruc- 
tive in its nature; and if God should leave it 
without restraint, there would need nothing 
else to make the soul perfectly miserable. 
The corruption of the heart of man is a thing 
that is immoderate and boundless in its fury; 
and while wicked men live here, it is like 
fire pent up by God’s restraints, whenas if it 
were let loose, it would set on fire the course 
of nature; and as the heart is now a sink of 
sin, so, if sin was not restrained, it would im- 
mediately turn the soul into a fiery oven, or a 
furnace of fire and brimstone. 

7. It is no security to wicked men for one 
moment, that there are no visible means of 
death at hand. ’Tis no security to a natural 
man, that he is now in health, and that he 
don’t see which way he should now immedi- 
ately go out of the world by any accident, and 
that there is no visible danger in any respect 
in his circumstances. The manifold and con- 
tinual experience of the world in all ages 
shows that this is no evidence that a man is 
not on the very brink of eternity, and that 
the next step won’t be into another world. 
The unseen, unthought of ways and means of 
persons’ going suddenly out of the world are 
innumerable and inconceivable. Uncon- 
verted men walk over the pit of hell on a rot- 
ten covering, and there are innumerable 
places in this covering so weak that they won’t 
bear their weight, and these peaces are not . 
seen. The arrows of death fly unseen at noon- 
day; the sharpest sight can’t discern them. 
God has so many different, unsearchable ways 
of taking wicked men out of the world and 
sending ’em to hell, that there is nothing to . 
make it appear that God had need to be at the 
expense of a miracle, or go out of the ordinary 
course of his providence, to destroy any 
wicked man, at any moment. All the means 
that there are of sinners’ going out of the j 
World are so in God’s hands, and so absolutely 
subject to his power and determination, that 


it don’t depend at all less on the mere will of 
God, whether sinners shall at any moment go 
to hell, than if means were never made use of, 
or at all concerned in the case. 

8. Natural men’s prudence and care to pre- 
serve their own lives, or the care of others to 
preserve them, don’t secure ’em a moment. 
This, divine providence and universal experi- 
ence does also bear testimony to. There is 
this clear evidence that men’s own wisdom is 
no security to them from death; that if it 
were otherwise we should see some difference 
between the wise and politic men of the world 
and others, with regard to their liableness to 
early and unexpected death; but how is it in 
fact? Eccles. ii. 16, “How dieth the wise 
man? As the fool.” 

9. All wicked men’s pains and contrivance 
they use to escape hell, while they continue 
to reject Christ, and so remain wicked men, 
don’t secure ’em from hell one moment. Al- 
most every natural man that hears of hell 
flatters himself that he shall escape it; he de- 
pends upon himself for his own security, he 
flatters himself in what he has done, in what 
he is now doing, or what he intends to do; 
every one lays out matters in his own mind 
how he shall avoid damnation, and flatters 
himself that he contrives well for himself, and 
that his schemes won’t fail. They hear in- 
deed that there are but few saved, and that 
the bigger part of men that have died hereto- 
fore are gone to hell; but each one imagines 
that he lays out matters better for his own 
escape than others have done: he don’t intend 
to come to that place of torment; he says 
within himself, that he intends to take care 
that shall be effectual, and to order matters 
so for himself as not to fail. 

But the foolish children of men do miser- 
ably delude themselves in their own schemes, 
and in their confidence in their own strength 
and wisdom; they trust to nothing but a 
shadow. The bigger part of those that here- 
tofore have lived under the same means of 
grace, and are now dead, are undoubtedly 
gone to hell; and it was not because they were 
not as wise as those that are now alive; it was 
not because they did not lay out matters as 
well for themselves to secure their own escape. 
Jf it were so that we could come to speak with 
them, and could inquire of them, one by one, 



THE PURITAN MIND 


102 


whether they expected, when alive, and when 
they used to hear about hell, ever to be sub- 
jects of that misery, we, doubtless, should hear 
one and another reply, “No, I never intended 
to come here: I had laid out matters other- 5 
wise in my mind; I thought I should contrive 
well for myself: I thought my scheme good: I 
intended to take effectual care; but it came 
upon me unexpected; I did not look for it at 
that time, and in that manner; it came as a 10 
thief: death outwitted me: God’s wrath was 
too quick for me. O my cursed foolishness! 

I was flattering myself, and pleasing myself 
with vain dreams of what I would do here- 
after; and when I was saying peace and safety, 15 
then sudden destruction came upon me.” 

10 . God has laid himself under no obliga- 
tion, by any promise, to keep any natural man 
out of hell one moment. God certainly has 
made no promises either of eternal life, or of 20 
any deliverance or preservation from eternal 
death, but what are contained in the cove- 
nant of grace, the promises that are given in 
Christ, in whom all the promises are yea and 
amen. But surely they have no interest in the 25 
promises of the covenant of grace that are not 
the children of the covenant, and that do not 
believe in any of the promises of the covenant, 
and have no interest in the Mediator of the 
Covenant. 30 

So that, whatever some have imagined and 
pretended about promises made to natural 
men’s earnest seeking and knocking, ’tis plain 
and manifest, that whatever pains a natural 
man takes in religion, whatever prayers he 35 
makes, till he believes in Christ, God is under 
no manner of obligation to keep him a mo- 
ment from eternal destruction. 

So that thus it is, that natural men are held 
in the hand of God over the pit of hell; they 40 
have deserved the fiery pit, and are already 
sentenced to it; and God is dreadfully pro- 
voked, his anger is as great towards them as 
to those that are actually suffering the execu- 
tions of the fierceness of his wrath in hell, and 45 
they have done nothing in the least to appease 
or abate that anger, neither is God in the 
least bound by any promise to hold ’em up 
one moment; the devil is waiting for them, 
hell is gaping for them, the flames gather and 50 
flash about them, and would fain lay hold on 
them and swallow them up; the fire pent up 


in their own hearts is struggling to break out; 
and they have no interest in any Mediator, 
there are no means within reach that can be 
any security to them. In short they have no 
refuge, nothing to take hold of; all that pre- 
serves them every moment is the mere arbi- 
trary will, and uncovenanted, unobliged 
forbearance of an incensed God. 

Application 

The use may be of awakening to unconverted 
persons in this congregation. This that you 
have heard is the case of every one of you 
that are out of Christ. That world of misery, 
that lake of burning brimstone, is extended 
abroad under you. There is the dreadful pit 
of the glowing flames of the wrath of God; 
there is hell’s wide gaping mouth open; and 
you have nothing to stand upon, nor any 
thing to take hold of. There is nothing be- 
tween you and hell but the air; ’tis only the 
power and mere pleasure of God that holds 
you up. 

You probably are not sensible of this; you 
find you are kept out of hell, but don’t see the 
hand of God in it, but look at other things, 
as the good state of your bodily constitution, 
your care of your own life, and the means you 
use for your own preservation. But indeed 
these things are nothing; if God should with- 
draw his hand, they would avail no more to 
keep you from falling than the thin air to 
hold up a person that is suspended in it. 

Your wickedness makes you as it were 
heavy as lead, and to tend downwards with 
great weight and pressure towards hell; and if 
God should let you go, you would immedi- 
ately sink and swiftly descend and plunge 
into the bottomless gulf, and your healthy 
constitution, and your own care and pru- 
dence, and best contrivance, and ail your 
righteousness, would have no more influence 
to uphold you and keep you out of hell than 
a spider’s web would have to stop a falling 
rock. Were it not that so is the sovereign 
pleasure of God, the earth would not bear 
you one moment; for you are a burden to it; 
the creation groans with you; the creature is 
made subject to the bondage of your corrup- 
tion, not willingly; the sun don’t willingly 
shine upon you to give you light to serve sin 
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and Satan; the earth don’t willingly yield her 
increase to satisfy your lusts; nor is it willingly 
a stage for your wickedness to be acted upon; 
the air don’t willingly serve you for breath to 
maintain the flame of life in your vitals, while 5 
you spend your life in the service of God’s en- 
emies. God’s creatures are good, and were 
made for men to serve God with, and don’t 
willingly subserve to any other purpose, and 
groan when they are abused to purposes so 10 
directly contrary to their nature and end. 
And the world would spew you out, were it 
not for the sovereign hand of him who hath 
subjected it in hope. There are the black 
clouds of God’s wrath now hanging directly 15 
over your heads, full of the dreadful storm, 
and big with thunder; and were it not for the 
restraining hand of God, it would immedi- 
ately burst forth upon you. The sovereign 
pleasure of God, for the present, stays his 20 
rough wind; otherwise it would come with 
fury, and your destruction would come like a 
whirlwind, and you would be like the chaff of 
the summer threshing floor. 

The wrath of God is like great waters that 25 
are dammed for the present; they increase 
more and more, and rise higher and higher, 
till an outlet is given; and the longer the 
stream is stopped, the more rapid and mighty 
is its codrse, when once it is let loose. ’Tis 30 
true, that judgment against your evil work 
has not been executed hitherto; the floods of 
God’s vengeance have been withheld; but 
your guilt in the mean time is constantly in- 
creasing, and you are every day treasuring up 35 
more wrath; the waters are continually rising, 
and waxing more and more mighty; and 
there is nothing but the mere pleasure of God 
that holds the waters back, that are unwilling 
to be stopped, and press hard to go forward. 40 
If God should only withdraw his hand from 
the floodgate, it would immediately fly open, 
and the fiery floods of the fierceness and 
wrath of God would rush forth with incon- 
ceivable fury, and would come upon you with 45 
omnipotent power; and if your strength were 
ten thousand times greater than it is, yea, ten 
thousand times greater than the strength of 
the stoutest, sturdiest devil in hell, it would be 
nothing to withstand or endure it. 50 

The bow of God’s wrath is bent, and the 
arrow made ready on the string, and justice 
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bends the arrow at your hezirt, and strains 
the bow, and it is nothing but the mere pleas- 
ure of God, and that of an angry God, with- 
out any promise or obligation at all, that 
keeps the arrow one moment from being 
made drunk with your blood. 

Thus are all you that never passed under 
a great change of heart by the mighty power 
of the Spirit of God upon your souls; all that 
were never born again, and made new crea- 
tures, and raised from being dead in sin to a 
state of new and before altogether unexperi- 
enced light and life, (however you may have 
reformed your life in many things, and may 
have had religious affections, and may keep 
up a form of religion in your families and 
closets, and in the house of God, and may be 
strict in it), you are thus in the hands of an 
angry God; ’tis nothing but his mere pleasure 
that keeps you from being this moment swal- 
lowed up in everlasting destruction. 

However unconvinced you may now be of 
the truth of what you hear, by and by you will 
be fully convinced of it. Those that are gone 
from being in the like circumstances with you 
see that it was so with them; for destruction 
came suddenly upon most of them; when they 
expected nothing of it, and while they were 
saying. Peace and safety: now they see, that 
those things that they depended on for peace 
and safety were nothing but thin air and 
empty shadows. 

The God that holds you over the pit of hell, 
much as one holds a spider or some loathsome 
insect over the fire, abhors you, and is dread- 
fully provoked; his wrath towards you burns 
like fire; he looks upon you as worthy of 
nothing else, but to be cast into the fire; he is 
of purer eyes than to bear to have you in his 
sight; you are ten thousand times so abomi- 
nable in his eyes, as the most hateful and ven- 
omous serpent is in ours. You have offended 
him infinitely more than ever a stubborn rebel 
did his prince: and yet it is nothing but his 
hand that holds you from falling into the fire 
every moment. ’Tis ascribed to nothing 
else, that you did not go to hell the last night; 
that you was suffered to awake again in this 
world after you closed your eyes to sleep; and 
there is no other reason to be given why you 
have not dropped into hell since you arose in 
the morning, but that Gk)d’s hand has held 
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you up. There is no other reason to be given 
why you han’t gone to hell since you have sat 
here in the house of God, provoking his pure 
eyes by your sinful wicked manner of attend- 
ing his solemn worship. Yea, there is nothing 5 
else that is to be given as a reason why you 
don’t this very moment drop down into hell. 

O sinner! consider the fearful danger you 
are in. ’Tis a great furnace of wrath, a wide 
and bottomless pit, full of the fire of wrath, 10 
that you are held over in the hand of that 
God whose wrath is provoked and incensed as 
much against you as against many of the 
damned in hell. You hang by a slender 
thread, with the flames of divine wrath flash- 15 
ing about it, and ready every moment to 
singe it and burn it asunder; and you have no 
interest in any Mediator, and nothing to lay 
hold of to save yourself, nothing to keep off the 
flames of wrath, nothing of your own, nothing 20 
that you ever have done, nothing that you can 
do, to induce God to spare you one moment. 

And consider here more particularly sev- 
eral things concerning that wrath that you 
are in such danger of. 25 

1 . JV/iose wrath it is. It is the wrath of the 
infinite God. If it were only the wrath of 
man, though it were of the most potent prince, 
it would be comparatively little to be re- 
garded. The wrath of kings is very much 30 
dreaded, especially of absolute monarchs, 
that have the possessions and lives of their sub- 
jects wholly in their power, to be disposed of at 
their mere will. Prov. xx. 2, “The fear of a 
king is as the roaring of a lion: whoso pro- 35 
voketh him to anger sinneth against his own 
soul.” The subject that very much enrages an 
arbitrary prince is liable to suffer the most 
extreme torments that human art can invent, 
or human power can inflict. But the greatest 40 
earthly potentates, in their greatest majesty 
and strength, and when clothed in their great- 
est terrors, are but feeble, despicable worms of 
the dust, in comparison of the great and al- 
mighty Creator and King of heaven and 45 
earth: it is but little that they can do when 
most enraged, and when they have exerted 
the utmost of their fury. All the kings of the 
earth before God are as grasshoppers; they 
are nothing, and less than nothing: both their 50 
love and their hatred is to be despised. The 
wrath of the great King of kings is as much 


more terrible than theirs, as his majesty is 
greater. Luke xii. 4 , 5 , “And I say unto you 
my friends. Be not afraid of them that kill the 
body, and after that have no more that they 
can do. But I will forewarn you whom you 
shall fear: Fear him, which after he hath 
killed hath power to cast into hell; yea, I say 
unto you. Fear him.” 

2 . ’Tis the fierceness of his wrath that you 
are exposed to. We often read of the Jury of 
God; as in Isaiah lix. 18 : “According to their 
deeds, accordingly he will repay fury to his 
adversaries.” So Isaiah Ixvi. 15 , “For, be- 
hold, the Lord will come with fire, and with 
his chariots like a whirlwind, to render his 
anger with fury, and his rebuke with flames of 
fire.” And so in many other places. So we 
read of God’s fierceness, Rev. xix. 15 . There 
we read of “the wine-press of the fierceness 
and wrath of Almighty God.” The words are 
exceeding terrible: if it had only been said, 
“the wrath of God,” the words would have 
implied that which is infinitely dreadful: but 
’tis not only said so, but “the fierceness and 
wrath of God.” The fury of God! The 
fierceness of Jehovah! Oh, how dreadful 
must that be! Who can utter or conceive 
what such expressions carry in them! But 
it is not only said so, but “the fierceness and 
wrath of Almighty God.” As though there 
would be a very great manifestation of his 
almighty power in what the fierceness of his 
wrath should inflict, as though omnipotence 
should be as it were enraged, and exerted, as 
men are wont to exert their strength in the 
fierceness of their wrath. Oh! then, what 
will be the consequence ! What will become 
of the poor worm that shall suffer it 1 Whose 
hands can be strong! And whose heart en- 
dure I To what a dreadful, inexpressible, in- 
conceivable depth of misery must the pooi 
creature be sunk who shall be the subject oj 
this! 

Consider this, you that are here present, 
that yet remain in an unregenerate state, 
That God will execute the fierceness of hk 
anger implies that he will inflict wrath with- 
out any pity. When God beholds the inef- 
fable extremity of your case, and sees your 
torment so vastly disproportioned to your 
strength, and sees how your poor soul is 
crushed, and sinks down, as it were, into an 
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infinite gloom; he will have no compassion 
upon you, he will not forbear the executions 
of his wrath, or in the least lighten his hand; 
there shall be no moderation or mercy, nor 
will God then at all stay his rough wind; he s 
will have no regard to your welfare, nor be at 
all careful lest you should suffer too much in 
any other sense, than only that you should not 
sufier beyond what strict justice requires: 
nothing shall be withheld because it is so hard lo 
for you to bear. Ezek. viii. 18, “Therefore 
will I also deal in fury: mine eye shall not 
spare, neither will I have pity: and though 
they cry in mine ears with a loud voice, yet 
will I not hear them.” Now God stands ready 15 
to pity you; this is a day of mercy; you may 
cry now with some encouragement of obtain- 
ing mercy: but when once the day of mercy 
is past, your most lamentable and dolorous 
cries and shrieks will be in vain; you will be 20 
wholly lost and thrown away of God, as to 
any regard to your welfare; God will have no 
other use to put you to, but only to suffer mis- 
ery; you shall be continued in being to no 
other end; for you will be a vessel of wrath 25 
fitted to destruction; and there will be no 
other use of this vessel, but only to be filled full 
of wrath: God will be so far from pitying you 
when you cry to him, that ’tis said he will 
only “laugh and mock,” Prov. i. 25, 26, &c. 30 
How awful are those words, Isaiah Ixiii. 3, 
which are the words of the great God: “I will 
tread them in mine anger, and trample them 
in my fury; and their blood shall be sprinkled 
upon my garments, and I will stain all my rai- 35 
ment.” ’Tis perhaps impossible to conceive 
of words that carry in them greater manifesta- 
tions of these three things, viz., contempt and 
hatred and fierceness of indignation. If you 
cry to God to pity you, he will be so far from 40 
pitying you in your doleful case, or showing 
you the least regard or favor, that instead of 
that he’ll only tread you under foot: and 
though he will know that you can’t bear the 
Weight of omnipotence treading upon you, 45 
yet he won’t regard that, but he will crush 
you under his feet without mercy; he’ll crush 
out your blood, and make it fly, and it shall be 
sprinkled on his garments, so as to stain all 
his raiment. He will not only hate you, but 50 
he will have you in the utmost contempt; no 
place shall be thought fit for you but under 
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his feet, to be trodden down as the mire of 
the streets. 

3. The misery you are exposed to is that 
which God will inflict to that end, that he 
might show what that wrath of Jehovah is God 
hath had it on his heart to show to angels 
and men, both how excellent his love is, and 
also how terrible his wrath is. Sometimes 
earthly kings have a mind to show how ter- 
rible their wrath is, by the extreme punish- 
ments they would execute on those that pro- 
voke ’em. Nebuchadnezzar, that mighty and 
haughty monarch of the Chaldean empire, 
was willing to show his wrath when enraged 
with Shadrach, Meshech, and Abednego; and 
accordingly gave order that the burning fiery 
furnace should be heated seven times hotter 
than it was before; doubtless, it was raised to 
the utmost degree of fierceness that human 
art could raise it; but the great God is also 
willing to show his wrath, and magnify his 
awful Majesty and mighty power in the ex- 
treme sufferings of his enemies. Rom. ix. 22, 
“What if God, willing to show his wrath, and 
to make his power known, endured with much 
long-suffering the vessels of wrath fitted to 
destruction?” And seeing this is his design, 
and what he has determined, to show how ter- 
rible the unmixed, unrestrained wrath, the 
fury and fierceness of Jehovah is, he will do 
it to effect. There will be something ac- 
complished and brought to pass that will be 
dreadful with a witness. When the great and 
angry God hath risen up and executed his 
awful vengeance on the poor sinner, and the 
wretch is actually suffering the infinite weight 
and power of his indignation, then will God 
call upon the whole universe to behold that 
awful majesty and mighty power that is to be 
seen in it. Isa. xxxiii. 12, 13, 14, “And the 
people shall be as the burnings of lime, as 
thorns cut up shall they be burnt in the fire. 
Hear, ye that are far off, what I have done; 
and ye that are near, acknowledge my might. 
The sinners in Zion are afraid; fearfulness hath 
surprised the hypocrites,” &c. 

Thus it will be with you that are in an un- 
converted state, if you continue in it; the 
infinite might, and majesty, and terribleness, 
of the Omnipotent God shall be magnified 
upon you in the ineffable strength of your 
torments. You shall be tormented in the 
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presence of the holy angels, and in the pres- 
ence of the Lamb; and when you shall be in 
this state of suffering, the glorious inhabitants 
of heaven shall go forth and look on the awful 
spectacle, that they may see what the wrath 5 
and fierceness of the Almighty is; and when 
they have seen it, they will fall down and 
adore that great power and majesty. Isa. Ixvi. 

23, 24, “Ana it shall come to pass, that from 
one new moon to another, and from one sab- 10 
bath to another, shall all flesh come to wor- 
ship before me, saith the Lord. And they 
shall go forth, and look upon the carcasses of 
the men that have transgressed against me: 
for their worm shall not die, neither shall their 15 
fire be quenched; and they shall be an abhor- 
ring unto all flesh.” 

4. It is everlasting wrath. It would be 
dreadful to suffer this fierceness and wrath of 
Almighty God one moment; but you must 20 
suffer it to all eternity: there will be no end to 
this exquisite, horrible misery. When you 
look forward, you shall see a long forever, a 
boundless duration before you, which will 
swallow up your thoughts, and amaze your 25 
soul; and you will absolutely despair of ever 
having any deliverance, any end, any mitiga- 
tion, any rest at all; you will know certainly 
that you must wear out long ages, millions of 
millions of ages, in wrestling and conflicting 30 
with this almighty, merciless vengeance; and 
then when you have so done, when so many 
ages have actually been spent by you in this 
manner, you will know that all is but a point 
to what remains. So that your punishment 35 
will indeed be infinite. Oh, who can express 
what the state of a soul in such circumstances 
is ! All that we can possibly say about it gives 
but a very feeble, faint representation of it; it 
is inexpressible and inconceivable: for “who 40 
knows the power of God’s anger?” 

How dreadful is the state of those that are 
daily and hourly in danger of this great wrath 
and infinite misery! But this is the dismal 
case of every soul in this congregation that 45 
has not been born again, however moral and 
strict, sober and religious, they may other- 
wise be. Oh, that you would consider it, 
whether you be young or old ! There is rea- 
son to think that there are many in this con- 50 
gregation now hearing this discourse, that 
will actually be the subjects of this very mis- 


ery to all eternity. We know not who they 
are, or in what seats they sit, or what thoughts 
they now have. It may be they are now at 
ease, and hear all these things without much 
disturbance, and are now flattering them- 
selves that they are not the persons, promising 
themselves that they shall escape. If we 
knew that there was one person, and but one, 
in the whole congregation, that was to be the 
subject of this misery, what an awful thing it 
would be to think of! If we knew who it was, 
what an awful sight would it be to see such a 
person ! How might all the rest of the congre- 
gation lift up a lamentable and bitter cry 
over him! But alas! instead of one, how 
many is it likely will remember this discourse 
in hell! And it would be a wonder, if some 
that are now present should not be in hell in 
a very short time, before this year is out. And 
it would be no wonder if some persons that 
now sit here in some seats of this meeting- 
house in health, and quiet and secure, should 
be there before to-morrow morning. Those 
of you that finally continue in a natural con- 
dition, that shall keep out of hell longest, will 
be there in a little time! Your damnation 
don’t slumber; it will come swiftly and, in 
all probability, very suddenly upon many of 
you. You have reason to wonder that you 
are not already in hell. ’Tis doubtless the 
case of some that heretofore you have seen 
and known, that never deserved hell more 
than you and that heretofore appeared as 
likely to have been now alive as you. Their 
case is past all hope; they are crying in ex- 
treme misery and perfect despair. But here 
you are in the land of the living and in the 
house of God, and have an opportunity to 
obtain salvation. What would not those 
poor, damned, hopeless souls give for one 
day’s such opportunity as you now enjoy ! 

And now you have an extraordinary oppor- 
tunity, a day wherein Christ has flung the 
door of mercy wide open, and stands in the 
door calling and crying with a loud voice to 
poor sinners; a day wherein many are flocking 
to him and pressing into the Kingdom of God. 
Many are daily coming from the east, west, 
north and south; many that were very likely 
in the same miserable condition that you are 
in are in now a happy state, with their hearts 
filled with love to him that has loved them 
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and washed them from their sins in his own 
bioodj and rejoicing in hope of the glory of 
God. How awful is it to be left behind at such 
a day! To see so many others feasting, while 
vou are pining and perishing ! To see so many 
rejoicing and singing for joy of heart, while 
you have cause to mourn for sorrow of heart 
and howl for vexation of spirit ! How can you 
rest for one moment in such a condition? Are 
not your souls as precious as the souls of the 
people at Sufheld, where they are flocking 
from day to day to Christ? 

Are there not many here that have lived 
long in the world that are not to this day born 
again, and so are aliens from the common- 
wealth of Israel and have done nothing ever 
since they have lived but treasure up wrath 
against the day of wrath? Oh, sirs, your case 
in an especial manner is extremely dangerous; 
your guilt and hardness of heart is extremely 
great. Don’t you see how generally persons 
of your years are passed over and left in the 
present remarkable and wonderful dispensa- 
tion of God’s mercy? You had need to con- 
sider yourselves and wake thoroughly out of 
sleep; you cannot bear the fierceness and the 
wrath of the infinite God. 

And you that are young men and young 
women, will you neglect this precious season 
that you now enjoy, when so many others of 
your age are renouncing all youthful vanities 
and flocking to Christ? You especially have 
now an extraordinary opportunity; but if you 
neglect it, it will soon be with you as it is with 
those persons that spent away all the precious 
days of youth in sin and are now come to such 
a dreadful pass in blindness and hardness. 

And you children that are unconverted, 
don’t you know that you are going down to 
hell to bear the dreadful wrath of that God 
that is now angry with you every day and 
every night? Will you be content to be the 
children of the devil, when so many other 
children in the land are converted and are 
become the holy and happy children of the 
King of kings? 

And let every one that is yet out of Christ 
and hanging over the pit of hell, whether they 
be old men and women or middle-aged or 
young people or little children, now hearken 
to the loud calls of God’s word and provi- 
dence. This acceptable year of the Lord that 


is a day of such great favor to some will dovibt- 
less be a day of as remarkable vengeance to 
others. Men’s hearts harden and their guilt 
increases apace at such a day as this, if they 
5 neglect their souls. And never was there so 
great danger of such persons being given up 
to hardness of heart and blindness of mind. 
God seems now to be hastily gathering in his 
elect in all parts of the land; and probably the 
lo bigger part of adult persons that ever shall be 
saved will be brought in now in a little time, 
and that it will be as it was on that great out- 
pouring of the Spirit upon the Jews in the 
Apostles’ days, the election will obtain and 
IS the rest will be blinded. If this should be the 
case with you, you will eternally curse this 
day, and will curse the day that ever you was 
born to see such a season of the pouring out 
of God’s Spirit, and will wish that you had 
20 died and gone to hell before you had seen it. 
Now undoubtedly it is as it was in the days of 
John the Baptist, the axe is in an extraor- 
dinary manner laid at the root of the trees, 
that every tree that bringeth not forth good 
25 fruit may be hewn down and cast into the fire. 

Therefore let every one that is out of Christ 
now awake and fly from the wrath to come. 
The wrath of Almighty God is now undoubt- 
edly hanging over great part of this congrega- 
30 tion. Let every one fly out of Sodom. ^^Haste 
and escape Jor your lives^ look not behind you, es- 
cape to the mountain^ lest ye be consumed.'*^ 

Conclusion to 

The Freedom of the Will 
( 7754 ) 

As it has been demonstrated that the futu- 
40 rity of all future events is established by previ- 
ous necessity, either natural or moral; so it is 
manifest that the Sovereign Creator and Dis- 
poser of the world has ordered this necessity 
by ordering his own conduct, either in design- 
45 cdly acting or forbearing to act. For, as the 
being of the world is from God, so the circum- 
stances in which it had its being at first, both 
negative and positive, must be ordered by 
him in one of these ways; and all the neces- 
50 sary consequences of these circumstances must 
be ordered by him. And God’s active and 
positive interpositions, after the world was 
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created, and the consequences of these inter- 
positions; also every instance of his forbearing 
to interpose, and the sure consequences of this 
forbearance, must all be determined accord- 
ing to his pleasure. And therefore every 
event, which is the consequence of any thing 
whatsoever, or that is connected with any 
foregoing thing or circumstance, either posi- 
tive or negative, as the ground or reason of its 
existence, must be ordered of God; either by a 
designed efficiency and interposition, or a 
designed forbearing to operate or interpose. 
But, as has been proved, all events whatsoever 
are necessarily connected with something fore- 


going, either positive or negative, which is the 
ground of their existence. It follows, there- 
fore, that the whole series of events is thus 
connected with something in the state of 
things, either positive or negative, which is 
original in the series; i.e., something which 
is connected with nothing preceding that, but 
God’s own immediate conduct, either his 
acting or forbearing to act. From whence it 
follows, that as God designedly orders his own 
conduct, and its connected consequences, it 
must necessarily be that he designedly orders 
all things. 
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THE Age of Reason 


In the eighteenth century the faith of the 
Puritans subsided, despite the heroic efforts 
of Edwards as theologian and evangelist, and 
a new age arrived, a worldly age which came 
to bear such proud names as “The Enlight- 
enment” and “The Age of Reason.” 

Calvinism and the new age were substan- 
tially opposite. Broadly speaking, the Bible 
gave way to the book of Nature. An omnipo- 
tent Providence intimately concerned with 
every human action became a pallid and re- 
mote Deity who created the universe and let 
it run undisturbed. The primal guilt of 
Adam inherited by all his sons — evil being 
in the heart of man — was supplanted by the 
nearer and more accessible guilt of kings and 
priests — evil being in arbitrary institutions. 
By no means depraved by nature and in need 
of regeneration through grace, men came 
into the world, it was now conceived, wholly 
malleable by experience, or even good and 
compassionate by nature. The proper study 
of mankind was no longer God but Man. The 
pilgrim’s progress was now the progress of 
society. Christian ministers were replaced 
by r aXiomi philosophes. In England, in France, 
in America, the Enlightenment resembled, it 
has been said, a new religion, of which Reason 
was God, Newton’s Principia the Bible, and 
Voltaire the prophet. 

Instead of Voltaire, the American colonies 
had Benjamin Franklin, a cosmopolitan 
philosophe notable alike for his simple wisdom, 
his wide curiosity, his cool rationality, his 
benevolent good humor, his gracious and 


lucid prose. We may look upon him as a 
symbol of the new age. As Carl Becker has 
said in the Dictionary oj American Biography: 

He was a true child of the Enlightenment. . . . 
He accepted without question and expressed with- 
out effort all the characteristic ideas and pre- 
possessions of the century — its aversion to “super- 
stition” and “enthusiasm” and mystery; its con- 
tempt for hocus-pocus and its dislike of dim per- 
spectives; its passion for freedom and its humane 
sympathies; its preoccupation with the world that 
is evident to the senses; its profound faith in com- 
mon sense and in the efficacy of Reason for the 
solution of human problems and the advance- 
ment of human welfare. 

We may take to be symbolical, also, the fact 
that Franklin was born in Boston but removed 
to Philadelphia. For in the eighteenth cen- 
tury Pennsylvania became one of the leading 
provinces, having an ideal government in the 
eyes of European political philosophers, and 
Philadelphia became the largest town in the 
colonies and their chief cultural center. Here 
was an appropriate home for a progressive 
and optimistic spirit convinced of the efficacy 
of reason and its applicability to all human 
concerns. 

We will not make the mistake of supposing 
that Franklin’s age, with its proud name, pos- 
sessed a monopoly of reason, or even that it 
possessed greater powers of reason than the 
age of the Puritans. The Puritans had been 
close and energetic logicians, and it was Ed- 
wards who, while in the eighteenth century 
but not of it, had the most formidable intellect 
which America has pioduced. Furthermore, 
the Puritans believed man to be a rational 
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creature and assigned a large and increasing 
role to his faculty of reason, so that they grad- 
ually drew closer to the rationalism of the new 
age and prepared the way for Unitarianism. 
What distinguished the new age was its al- 
most exclusive reliance upon reason, the be- 
lief of many of its intellectuals (not the masses 
of men) that unaided human reason can solve 
all questions rather easily, or at least all ques- 
tions that need to be solved. It has been said 
of Thomas Jefferson, for instance, that “he 
found in reason a sufficient source of all we 
need to know, and beyond the limits of reason 
he had no desire to penetrate.” 

Reason was supreme. Aimez done la raison! 
— this was the motto the new age inherited 
from the time of Descartes and Boileau. A 
recent scholar, Lovejoy, has stated a typical 
attitude of the eighteenth century by saying 
that the object was “not to proclaim to men 
truths which they had never known before, 
but to purge their minds of ‘prejudices’ and 
so to fix their attention upon the central, sim- 
ple truths which they had really always 
known.” In the words of the Declaration of 
Independence, “We hold these truths to be 
self-evident.” Men in this neo-classical age 
also applied the test of clarity. Hostile to the 
vague, unformed, and mysterious, they found 
a signal virtue in clear conceptions: if an idea 
was really clear, it was probably true. The 
clarity they sought, especially in France, was 
not that of concrete facts, which they slighted, 
but rather that of abstractions, based not on 
historical but on mathematical principles. 
It was the clarity of truth naked, not clothed 
in the relativities of circumstance and fashion. 
The result was a prevalence of abstract sys- 
tems of economics, of politics, of well-nigh 
anything, a tendency to discuss institutions, 
social contracts and forms, in a vacuum. By 
this abstract method they could conclude, to 
give one example, that all men are created 
equal. 

The European thinker found most useful 
in the American age of reason, at least for 
political discussion preceding the War of In- 
dependence, was a seventeenth-century phi- 


losopher, John Locke. Locke had conceived 
that man is not born into the world with any 
ideas latent in him or any moral stigma from 
Adam’s sin, but with a mind clean and fresh 
like a blank page, on which will be written 
the experience of the senses from which he 
will derive all his ideas. On this basis it could 
be argued that men are created equal intel- 
lectually, morally, or politically, and that to 
reform men it is only necessary to reform the 
institutions of society which environ them. 
Suppose we go back, said Locke, to the time 
when man was still in a state of nature, sub- 
ject only to the laws of Nature. Then each 
man had a right to punish the transgressor of 
that law. But since this would lead to no end 
of confusion, men formed a social contract, in 
return for their new advantages surrendering 
to the public, or commonwealth, their power 
of executing the law of Nature, yet retaining 
their inalienable rights. These rights were 
generally assumed in American discussions to 
be life, liberty, and property. The pursuit 
of happiness was also commonly viewed as a 
right and was accepted as such, apparently 
without debate, by the convention which 
voted the Declaration written by Jefferson. 
If a government flouted these natural rights 
and lost the consent of the governed, it was 
argued that the people had a right to alter 
or abolish it and to set up a new government. 
While Locke provided the immediate ma- 
terials for such political reasoning, the idea of 
a law of Nature with which human institu- 
tions should harmonize may be traced back, 
through English Puritans, to Thomas Aquinas 
in the Middle Ages and ultimately to Cicero 
and Aristotle in the ancient world. At the 
same time it was implied in Newtonian 
science. 

The age of reason was also an age of sci- 
ence. The preceding century, to be sure, had 
been scientific as well as religious. American 
Puritans had shown a strong interest in sci- 
ence — the adoption of inoculation for sm.all- 
pox, for instance, was partly due to the efforts 
of Boston clergymen. Increase and Cotton 
Mather. In England the greatest of all her 
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scientists belonged to the seventeenth cen- 
tury: Sir Isaac Newton, author of the Prin- 
cipia^ which we have called the “Bible” of the 
eighteenth century. What Newton meant 
to the age of reason is suggested by Pope’s 
lines: 

Nature and Nature’s laws lay hid in night: 

God said, Let Newton be! and all was light. 

Newton’s discovery of the law of gravitation, 
his conception of the world-machine, a sort 
of perpetual-motion machine, a vast har- 
monious order completely submissive, from 
the planet to the blade of grass, to the physical 
law of Nature — this mathematical vision of 
the universe seemed to offer a formula usable 
as a pattern for thought in human law, in 
ethics and religion, indeed in any and every 
field. If today, as Sir James Jeans declares, 
this conception has failed dismally on both 
the scientific and philosophical sides, to the 
eighteenth century it meant a boundless hope 
for knowledge and for wise living. Encour- 
aged by Bacon’s break with the past, fortified 
by the ever-widening advances of science on 
many fronts, men came more and more to 
look forward instead of backward, to see per- 
fection not in the past but in the future. The 
idea of progress took a commanding hold of 
the modern mind. Formulated and expanded 
in England and France, it crossed the ocean 
and blended easily with the optimism of a 
frontier land of opportunity. Naturally 
enough, as Charles A. Beard has remarked, 
‘‘philosophers of progress in France, espe- 
cially Saint-Simon, who fought under Wash- 
ington in the American Revolution, looked 
upon the United States as the best possible 
theater in which to carry the new idea to full 
fruition.” Europeans like Voltaire, Turgot, 
the Encyclopedists and Physiocrats, Con- 
dorcet, Godwin, etc., who embraced the new 
faith, had their counterparts in Americans 
like Franklin, Paine, Jefferson, Ethan Allen, 
and Barlow. 

In religion, the typical expression of the age 
of reason was deism. Newton’s universe of 
harmonious law appeared to be self-sufficient. 


once God had established it. To the Puritans 
God had been both creator and ruler; to the 
deists he was only creator. The universe, as 
it seemed to the eye of reason, could be ac- 
counted for only on the assumption of a First 
Cause, a cause of all subsequent causes and 
effects. Furthermore, it seemed necessary to 
believe that the wonderful order and regular- 
ity of the universe was the work of a supreme 
intelligence. Through the argument of a 
First Cause and the argument from design, 
the deists considered reason adequate to prove 
the fact of a Creator. And they found reason 
competent to do more. In addition to a 
deity that made the universe, they were pre- 
pared to accept whatever else was universally 
held in the religions of the world, whatever 
was believed in at all times, all places, by all 
men. By separating these general elements 
of faith from the specific doctrines of specific 
religions such as Christianity, they tried to 
establish an abstract or “natural religion” 
conforming to the demands of reason alone. 
It is true that the earlier deists, while rejecting 
divine interference with the events of the 
world, accepted revealed religion as a neces- 
sary support for natural religion, and thus 
won many adherents who were unwilling to 
dispense with their Christian heritage. Later, 
however, radical deists like Ethan Allen and 
Thomas Paine placed themselves in sharp 
opposition to revealed religion. Irate ortho- 
dox Christians proceeded to accuse them, 
unjustly, of the sin of atheism. As a matter 
of fact, atheism appeared rather in France, 
where the spirit of skepticism found even 
deism untenable and passed on to a frank 
denial of God. In England and America, 
God was at least an “absentee landlord” who 
had established that vast and marvelous 
estate, the universe, where the law of Nature 
reigns. 

In the field of ethics, we should expect the 
eighteenth century to have insisted on a mor- 
ality based on reason, a morality in terms of 
abstract rational principles. But in fact an 
English deist. Lord Shaftesbury, early in the 
century shifted the whole discussion of ethics 
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to a different realm. With him and many of 
his successors morality was made dependent 
on sentiment. Shaftesbury lent philosophic 
support to a movement already stirring for 
many years — the sentimental movement. 
As summed up by E. Bernbaum: 

Its chief doctrines, rhapsodically promulgated 
by this amiable and original enthusiast, were that 
the universe and all its creatures constitute a per- 
fect harmony; and that Man, owing to his innate 
moral and aesthetic sense, needs no supernatural 
revelation of religious or ethical truth, because if 
he will discard the prejudices of tradition, he will 
instinctively, when face to face with Nature, 
recognize the Spirit which dwells therein, — and, 
correspondingly, when in the presence of a good 
deed he will recognize its morality. In other 
words, God and Nature are one; and Man is in- 
stinctively good, his cardinal virtue being the love 
of humanity, his true religion the love of Nature. 
Be therefore of good cheer: evil merely appears to 
exist, sin is a figment of false psychology; lead 
mankind to return to the natural, and they will 
find happiness. 

In America, the sentimental movement 
flourished less than in England and France. 
Another prince of sentimentalists like Rous- 
seau was hardly to be looked for in a land 
deeply impregnated with the Puritan spirit, 
facing the practical necessities of frontier life, 
and engaging in a desperate war. But senti- 
mentalism appeared, as we shall see, in our 
literature, and speculative thought took a 
new turn reminiscent of the British moralists 
of the period. Reacting against the Puritan 
view that man is naturally bad and depraved 
came the sentimental view that man is natu- 
rally good and benevolent. Thomas Paine, 
for example, declared in favor of the more 
flattering of these extremes when he said that 
‘‘Man, where he is not corrupted by govern- 
ments, is naturally the friend of man. . . . 
Human nature is not of itself vicious.” From 
this time on, Americans were less and less 
impressed with the Fall of Man as the expla- 
nation of the terrible evils with which the 
record of history is strewn. As the secular 
spirit grew, as the idea of progress raised 
great hopes for the future, men more and more 
came to conceive that evil is not internal but 
external: not in the divided hecu*t of man 


where good and evil claish, but in the environ- 
ing political processes and social systems. 
Individually, men were good, as Rousseau 
affirmed, or at least entirely plastic, as Locke 
affirmed. Evil lay in the environment, in the 
prejudices of tradition and irrational institu- 
tions. We must not accuse the human heart. 

Men cannot live by reason alone, even in 
an age of reason. The eighteenth century was 
also an age of feeling, of warm or delicate sen- 
sibility. If men are naturally good — all 
men, no matter how humble, unfortunate, or 
apparently evil — they merit a generous 
sympathy, their sad estate warrants the tribute 
of tears. Compassion was found to be enjoy- 
able, and often led to little more than a mere 
indulgence in feeling. According to an Amer- 
ican essayist of the period, what marks “this 
New Man of Feeling, like his great prototype 
Rousseau, that eloquent lunatic and splendid 
scoundrel, is benevolence to the whole species, 
and want of feeling to every individual. . . . 
He melts with tenderness for Jackasses, Al- 
gerines, and commonweal ths-men, and, with- 
out a pang, casts away as offal all the chari- 
ties of life.” 

In the last decades of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, “The Age of Reason became,” says 
J. H. Randall, “the great age of humanitar- 
ianism.” Rationalists who proclaimed that 
all men have equal rights to liberty and hap- 
piness, sentimentalists who sympathized with 
the miseries of men good by nature, Christian 
groups such as the Quakers and the Wesleyan 
evangelists who were concerned for the lowly, 
and scientific men who were turning knowl- 
edge into inventions for the relief of man’s 
estate, all these played an important part in 
starting the modern movement known as 
humanitarianism. Historians have agreed 
that it is one of the major features of the age, 
but none has yet traced with care its genesis 
and growth. According to G. M. Trevelyan, 
“Humanitarianism was an eighteenth-cen- 
tury product, whereas the evils it sought to 
remedy were, with the exception of gin, as old 
as civilized man.” Why, then, did the con- 
certed effort to remove these evils begin in 
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this century? Not because they were increzis- 
ing, for it appears that they were actually 
diminishing. Nor because it was a religious 
age, for Christianity was fast losing ground; in 
France, indeed, humanitarianism flourished 
as a reaction against the Church. The very 
opposite answer has been suggested: because 
it was a secular age, an age materialistic in its 
aims, desiring worldly comfort and the avoid- 
ance of physical want and suffering. What 
was increasing was not suffering but the con- 
sciousness of it and hatred of it. The idea of 
the dignity of man, inherited from the classi- 
cal and Christian traditions, Vv^as taken to im- 
ply, as a minimum, that unnecessary pain is 
intolerable. Men of good will now came to 
the rescue, as never before, of the oppressed 
and abused — slaves, criminals, the insane, 
animals — and undertook reforms that 
seemed long overdue. Here was a program 
that could bring together men as different as 
the practical rationalist Franklin and the 
Quaker mystic Woolman. 

If the American colonial period, as the his- 
torian Curd has put it, “saw the development 
of virtually every aspect of the Enlighten- 
ment,” the revolutionary period added some- 
thing new: a new nation. The germ of Amer- 
ican nationality, it has been suggested, may be 
found in the lines of an anonymous poem as 
far back as 1610, in which a governor of Vir- 
ginia is represented as saying: 

We hope to plant a nation 

Where none before hath stood. 

Though insubordination to the Crown began 
in that century, it was not till 1763, the end of 
the Seven Years’ War, that the ties with 
England began seriously to weaken. In the 
debate that went on year after year, English 
opinion was divided, and so was American. 
Increasing crises and tensions drove men to 
more extreme positions and eventually forced 
a rupture. The result was a double revolu- 
tion : class was arrayed against class, a section 
of the empire against imperial centralization. 
The cultural life of the colonies was pro- 
foundly disordered. Many intellectuals like 


Franklin and Jefferson were forced to neglect 
scientific and philosophic studies dear to 
them. A large proportion of the most culti- 
vated colonists were Loyalists, many of whom 
fled to other lands, to our great loss. Science, 
education, and the churches were disrupted 
by the turmoil of the times. But in the end 
the war was won, the critical period following 
the war was surmounted, a remarkable Con- 
stitution was framed and adopted, the United 
States of America were born. With political 
independence came a desire for intellectual 
and cultural independence — a desire, for 
one thing, for an American literature. At this 
juncture the impulse of the Romantic move- 
ment came from abroad, fanning the ardors 
of nationalism. In America as in Europe, 
the cosmopolitan eighteenth century was 
over; the nationalistic nineteenth century had 
arrived. 

LITERATURE 

The Age of Reason speaks through its liter- 
ature. All of the motives, points of view, and 
ideas we have been glancing at are revealed 
in the American writers of the eighteenth 
century. Understandably, most of the writ- 
ers were, as the Puritan divines and historians 
had been, primarily utilitarian authors rather 
than literary artists. It was largely an age of 
controversy, an age in which religious ortho- 
doxy was assailed and defended, and in which 
the growing fact of economic and political 
independence was tallied with arguments in 
favor of and against sundry degrees of inde- 
pendence. 

The most successful writing of the age might 
be called civic literature. It was possible for 
the elder William Pitt, speaking in the House 
of Lords in 1775, to say of the political papers 
coming from America: “For solidity of rea- 
soning, force of sagacity, and wisdom of con- 
clusion, no nation or body of men can stand in 
preference to the General Congress in Phila- 
delphia.” At a later time such praise was 
merited even more fully by the authors of the 
Federalist papers in support of the new Con- 
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stitution. And over a long period of time 
Franklin, busy man of affairs though he was, 
composed a body of writings, in various forms, 
which deserve a significant place in our liter- 
ature. In all such writing a new prose style 
was developed, a style suited to the “age of 
prose and reason.” What a recent scholar 
says of the new style abroad is true of it as 
well in America; “Gone were the involved 
sentences, the antithetical balance of sonorous 
clauses, the unwieldy parentheses, the luscious 
Latinized diction, the mass of corroborative 
quotations from books ancient and modern; 
the new style, in the words of Fontenelle, 
seemed to be ‘written by the hand of a ge- 
ometer.’ ” In America, as in England, writ- 
ers in general sought to communicate thought 
with something like the plainness of science. 
A style proper to scientists would be, in the 
words of Sprat, the contemporary historian 
of the Royal Society, “a close, naked, natural 
way of speaking; positive expressions, clear 
senses, a native easiness; bringing all things 
as near the mathematical plainness as they 
can.” 

This intellectualistic bent appears not only 
in utilitarian works but also in the neo- 
classical essays of Franklin and Dennie. And 
it appears even in the poetry. It was an age, 
said Austin Dobson much later. 

When Phoebus touched the poet’s trembling ear 
With one supreme commandment. Be thou clear! 

It was the age of neo-classical poetry, descrip- 
tive, didactic, satirical, commonly in heroic 
couplets. Pope, Young, Thomson, Gray, 
Goldsmith, and many others had their Amer- 
ican imitators, unhappily on a plane rarely 
inspired, in forgotten writers of magazine 
verse and in the group of Connecticut wits: 
Trumbull, Dwight, Barlow, Humphreys, 
Hopkins, who were mostly conservatives in 
religion and politics, devoted to literature as 
an art and as an expression of the national 
spirit. 

The emotional side of the century is illus- 
trated plainly, if feebly, in many sentimental 
novels, unreadable today, but consumed 
avidly at the time by young and old. They 


were imported from England, and had their 
American imitations in The Power of Sym- 
pathy, Charlotte Temple, and other productions 
described by H. R. Brown in the first part of 
his Sentimental Novel in America, 1789-1860. 
Jefferson was far from alone in regarding this 
sort of reading as a national menace. “When 
this passion infects the mind,” he declared, 
“it destroys its tone and revolts it against 
wholesome reading. . . . The result is a bloated 
imagination, sickly judgments, and disgust 
towards all the real businesses of life.” It is 
worth noting, however, that the first English 
novel printed in America was Franklin’s edi- 
tion of Richardson’s Pamela, model of numer- 
ous sentimental novels in this country. Typ- 
ically, our early novelists celebrated the 
natural goodness and benevolence of the hu- 
man heart, and pictured characters interested 
in sensibility, seduction, and suicide. With 
them may be mentioned the first American 
novelist of any stature, Charles Brockden 
Brown, whose Wieland and Edgar Huntley, at 
the close of the century, were affected by the 
sentimental movement and the related school 
of “Gothic” horror. 

Sentimentalism appears also in the essays 
(“letters”) of Crevecoeur, the American 
farmer of feeling; in Paine and Freneau, and 
in many another writer of prose or verse. In 
Freneau, it should be added, emotion is often 
fresh, true, richly imagined; when his lan- 
guage works free of the neo-classical conven- 
tions he attains a telling naturalness equal to 
that of the pre-romantic poets in England. 
At his rare best Freneau was capable of a 
haunting music that anticipates Coleridge 
and Poe. 

TOPICAL OUTLINE 

The literature of this period may be rear- 
ranged in many ways, according to the special 
purpose of study. The following outline sug- 
gests a way of interpreting it critically with 
emphasis on the history of ideas. 

I. Political Thought, Franklin, Dickinson, 
Paine, The Federalist, Jefferson, Trum- 
buU. Freneau. 
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II. Science and the Idea of Progress. Frank- 
lin, Allen, Paine, Jefferson, Bai'low. 

III. Deism. Franklin, Allen, Paine, Jef- 
ferson, Freneau. 

IV. The Quaker Faith. Woolman. 

V. Sentimentalism and Humanitarianism. 
Franklin, Woolman, Crevecoeur, 
Paine, Jefferson, Freneau. 
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VI. Cultural Nationalism. Trumbull, 

Dwight, Barlow, Freneau. 

VII. Customs and Manners. Franklin, Wool- 
man, Crevecoeur, Trumbull, Dwight, 
Barlow. 

VIII. Neo-Classicism. In the essay: Franklin. 
In poetry: Trumbull, Dwight, Barlow. 

IX. Towards Romantic Poetry. Freneau. 


Benjamin Franklin (1706-1790) 


The one document which no student of Franklin’s life can ignore is his Autobiog- 
raphy. Looking backward from patriarchal heights, Franklin traces in his narrative 
his first fifty years. The story is familiar. Born in Boston, January 17, 1706, the son 
of a tallow chandler, he was apprenticed early in his brother’s printing shop, but at 
the age of seventeen ran away to Philadelphia. The next year he sailed for England, 
bearing with him letters that proved worthless. He returned to Philadelphia in 1726, 
found his opportunity and husbanded it with shrewd Yankee genius. He was printer, 
publisher, and shopkeeper. He seized every opportunity to improve himself, finan- 
cially and intellectually. 

“In December, 1732,” he says, “I first published my Almanack, under the name of 
Richard Saunders.'"'’ The price was five pence. Within the month three editions were 
sold, and it was continued for twenty-five years thereafter with an average sale of 
10,000 copies annually. “ ‘Poor Richard’ became a nom de plume as renowned as any 
in English literature. The publication ranks as one of the most influential in the 
world. . . . ‘Poor Richard’ was the revered and popular schoolmaster of a young na- 
tion during its period of tutelage.” (Morse, Benjamin Franklin.) Nor was the influ- 
ence of the book confined to America. P. L. Ford wrote in 1899: “Seventy-five edi- 
tions of it have been printed in English, fifty-six in French, eleven in German, and 
nine in Italian. It has been translated into Spanish, Danish, Swedish, Welsh, Polish, 
Gaelic, Russian, Bohemian, Dutch, Catalan, Chinese, modern Greek, and phonetic 
writing.” 

When he had kept his shop so well that it kept him, Franklin felt that he had leisure 
to devote to Philadelphia public life. He became interested also in scientific experi- 
ment and in 1752 demonstrated the identity of lightning with electricity. In 1753 he 
was made deputy postmaster-general for the colonies, a position which he held for 
twenty-one years. In 1757, the year when Edwards was called to the presidency of 
the College of New Jersey, Franklin was sent to the British court as agent for Penn- 
sylvania. 

Here the Autobiography ends, just as Benjamin Franklin ended his period of provin- 
cialism and began to stand forth as the representative man of the eighteenth century. 
The rest of his story deals with distinguished public service. He remained in England, 
except for short periods, until 1775, representing other colonies as well as his own. He 
returned home when relations became desperate, signed the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, and the S 2 une year went as ambassador to France. The revolution accom- 
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plished and peace concluded, he returned to America and was received as befitted his 
services. Franklin was seventy-nine; he might have been excused for retiring to his 
study and finishing his Autobiography. But the end to his public career was not yet. 
He was at once elected president of Pennsylvania and sat in the constitutional con- 
vention of 1787. Death ended the story on April 17, 1790. 

As a scientist, Franklin left the world a wider knowledge of electricity, a map of 
the Gulf Stream, Franklin stoves, bi-focal glasses, lightning rods, and a progressive 
viewpoint. As a man of public affairs he left for his monuments the Philadelphia 
Public Library, the University of Pennsylvania, a postal system, a magazine, and — 
more important — the friendship of France and the respect of all Europe. He was the 
only American whose name is signed to the four principal political documents of 
revolutionary days: the Declaration of Independence, the treaty with France, the 
treaty of peace with England, and the Constitution of the United States. As a man 
of letters he is remembered for one book that is a masterpiece of its kind, the Auto- 
biography, and for many slighter works written with a clear and urbane style that 
might have been approved by Joseph Addison and Dr. Johnson. 

The achievement of Franklin has been summed up by Preserved Smith in A His- 
tory of Modern Culture. “Self-educated and self-made, versatile, optimistic, practical, 
benevolent, and tireless, he became. In the eyes of Europe, the first embodiment of 
the American character. He was also typical of one large aspect of his age, of the 
popular, democratic, and utilitarian side of the Enlightenment. At a time when 
science was in the air, he contributed importantly to science. In the age when jour- 
nals were beginning to absorb a large portion of the attention of the reading public, 
he was a brilliant journalist. In those great days of rationalism and humanitarianism 
he was the tireless preacher of reason, of prudence, and of kindness. In the first age 
of popular education, he did much to foster and to supply the demand for it. In the 
formative period of modern democracy, he was the typical democrat. In the adoles- 
cence of America, he was the representative American.” 

For Franklin’s collected works, see the edition of A. H. Smyth, 1905. Among 
many reprints of the Autobiography, the student may find useful the one in Every- 
man’s Library in which the text is followed by a narrative of his later career. A short 
life is by C. L. Becker in DAB, a good critical estimate is by S. P. Sherman in Amer- 
icans, 1922. More extensive studies of much interest are P. L. Ford, The Many-Sided 
Franklin, 1899; W. G. Bruce, Benjamin Franklin Self-Revealed, 1918; B. Fay, Franklin, 
the Apostle of Modern Times, 1930; G. Van Doren, Benjamin Franklin, 1938. A copious 
volume of selections was edited by F. L. Mott and G. E. Jorgenson in the AWS, 1936. 


From his Autobiography 

(7777, 1784-89) 

[Ancestry] 

This obscure family of ours was early in the 
Reformation, and continued Protestants 
through the reign of Queen Mary, when they 
were sometimes in danger of trouble on ac- 
count of their zeal against popery. They had 
got an English Bible, and to conceal and se- 


cure it, it was fastened open with tapes under 
and within the cover of a joint-stool. When 
my great-great-grandfather read it to his fam- 
ily, he turned up the joint-stool upon his 
5 knees, turning over the leaves then under the 
tapes. One of the children stood at the door 
to give notice if he saw the apparitor coming, 
who was an officer of the spiritual court. In 
that case the stool was turned down again 
upon its feet, when the Bible remained con- 
cealed under it as before. This anecdote I 


lO 
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had from my uncle Benjamin. The family 
continued all of the Church of England till 
about the end of Charles the Second’s reign, 
when some of the ministers that had been 
outed for non-conformity holding conven- 
ticles in Northamptonshire, Benjamin and 
Josiah adhered to them, and so continued all 
their lives: the rest of the family remained 
with the Episcopal Church. 

Josiah, my father, married young, and car- 
ried his wife with three children into New 
England, about 1682. The conventicles hav- 
ing been forbidden by law, and frequently 
disturbed, induced some considerable men of 
his acquaintance to remove to that country, 
and he was prevailed with to accompany 
them thither, where they expected to enjoy 
their mode of religion with freedom. By the 
same wife he had four children more bom 
there, and by a second wife ten more, in all 
seventeen; of which I remember thirteen sit- 
ting at one time at his table, who all grew up 
to be men and women, and married; I was 
the youngest son, and the youngest child but 
two, and was born in Boston, New England. 
My mother, the second wife, was Abiah 
Folger, daughter of Peter Folger, one of the 
first settlers of New England, of whom honor- 
able mention is made by Cotton Mather, in 
his church history of that country, entitled 
Magnalia Christi Americana, as “a godly, 
learned Englishman , if I remember the words 
rightly. I have heard that he wrote sundry 
small occasional pieces, but only one of them 
was printed, which I saw now many years 
since. It was written in 1675, in the home- 
spun verse of that time and people, and ad- 
dressed to those then concerned in the govern- 
ment there. It was in favor of liberty of con- 
science, and in behalf of the Baptists, Quak- 
ers, and other sectaries that had been under 
persecution, ascribing the Indian wars, and 
other distresses that had befallen the country, 
to that persecution, as so many judgments of 
God to punish so heinous an offense, and ex- 
horting a repeal of those uncharitable laws. 
The whole appeared to me as written with a 
good deal of decent plainness and manly free- 
dom. The six concluding lines I remember, 
though I have forgotten the two first of the 
stanza; but the purport of them was, that his 
Censures proceeded from good-will, and. 


therefore, he would be known to be the 
author. 

“Because to be a libeller (says he ) 

I hate it with my heart; 

From Sherburne town, where now I dwell 
My name I do put here; 

Without offense your real friend, 

It is Peter Folgier.” 

[Studies] 

My elder brothers were all put apprentices 
to different trades. I was put to the grammar- 
school at eight years of age, my father intend- 
ing to devote me, as the tithe of his sons, to 
the service of the Church. My early readi- 
ness in learning to read (which must have 
been very early, as I do not remember when 
I could not read), and the opinion of all his 
friends, that I should certainly make a good 
scholar, encouraged him in this purpose of his. 
My uncle Benjamin, too, approved of it, and 
proposed to give me all his short-hand vol- 
umes of sermons, I suppose as a stock to set up 
with, if I would learn his character. I con- 
tinued, however, at the grammar-school not 
quite one year, though in that time I had 
risen gradually from the middle of the class 
of that year to be the head of it, and farther 
was removed into the next class above it, in 
order to go with that into the third at the end 
of the year. But my father, in the meantime, 
from a view of the expense of a college educa- 
tion, which having so large a family he could 
not well afford, and the mean living many so 
educated were afterwards able to obtain — 
reasons that he gave to his friends in my hear- 
ing — altered his first intention, took me from 
the grammar-school, and sent me to a school 
for writing and arithmetic, kept by a then 
famous man, Mr. George Brownell, very suc- 
cessful in his profession generally, and that by 
mild, encouraging methods. Under him I 
acquired fair writing pretty soon, but I failed 
in the arithmetic, and made no progress in it. 
At ten years old I was taken home to assist my 
father in his business, which was that of a 
tallow-chandler and sope-boiler; a business he 
was not bred to, but had assumed on his ar- 
rival in New England, and on finding his 
dying trade would not maintain his family, 
being in little request. Accordingly, I was 
employed in cutting wick for the candles, 
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filling the dipping mold and the molds for 
cast candles, attending the shop, going of er- 
rands, etc. * * * 

From a child I was fond of reading, and 
all the little money that came into my hands 
was ever laid out in books. Pleased with the 
Pilgrim's Progress, my first collection was of 
John Bunyan’s works in separate little vol- 
umes. I afterward sold them to enable me to 
buy R. Burton’s Historical Collections', they 
were small chapmen’s books, and cheap, 40 
or 50 in all. My father’s little library con- 
sisted chiefly of books in polemic divinity, 
most of which I read, and have since often 
regretted that, at a time when I had such a 
thirst for knowledge, more proper books had 
not fallen in my way, since it was now resolved 
I should not be a clergyman. Plutarch’s 
Lives there was in which I read abundantly, 
and I still think that time spent to great ad- 
vantage. There was also a book of De Foe’s, 
called an Essay on Projects, and another of Dr. 
Mather’s, called Essays to do Good, which per- 
haps gave me a turn of thinking that had an 
influence on some of the principal future 
events of my life. 

This bookish inclination at length deter- 
mined my father to make me a printer, though 
he had already one son (James) of that pro- 
fession. In 1717 my brother James returned 
from England with a press and letters to set up 
his business in Boston. I liked it much better 
than that of my father, but still had a hanker- 
ing for the sea. To prevent the apprehended 
effect of such an inclination, my father was 
impatient to have me bound to my brother. 
I stood out some time, but at last was per- 
suaded, and signed the indentures when I was 
yet but twelve years old. I was to serve as an 
apprentice till I was twenty-one years of age, 
only I was to be allowed journeyman’s wages 
during the last year. In a little time I made 
great proficiency in the business, and became 
a useful hand to my brother. I now had ac- 
cess to better books. An acquaintance with 
the apprentices of booksellers enabled me 
sometimes to borrow a small one, which I was 
careful to return soon and clean. Often I sat 
up in my room reading the greatest part of 
the night, when the book was borrowed in the 
evening and to be returned early in the morn- 
ing, lest it should be missed or wanted. 


And after some time an ingenious trades- 
man, Mr. Matthew Adams, who had a pretty 
collection of books, and who frequented our 
printing-house, took notice of me, invited me 
5 to his library, and very kindly lent me such 
books as I chose to read. I now took a fancy 
to poetry, and made some little pieces; my 
brother, thinking it might turn to account, 
encouraged me, and put me on composing 
lo occasional ballads. One was called The 
Lighthouse Tragedy, and contained an account 
of the drowning of Captain Worthilake, with 
his two daughters: the other was a sailor’s 
song, on the taking of Teach (or blackbeard) 
15 the pirate. They were wretched stuff, in the 
Grub-street-ballad style; and when they were 
printed he sent me about the town to sell 
them. The first sold wonderfully; the event 
being recent, having made a great noise. This 
20 flattered my vanity; but my father discour- 
aged me by ridiculing my performances, and 
telling me verse-makers were generally beg- 
gars. So I escaped being a poet, most prob- 
ably a very bad one; but as prose writing has 
25 been of great use to me in the course of my 
life, and was a principal means of my ad- 
vancement, I shall tell you how, in such a sit- 
uation, I acquired what little ability I have in 
that way. 

30 There was another bookish lad in the town, 
John Collins by name, with whom I was inti- 
mately acquainted. We sometimes disputed, 
and very fond we were of argument, and very 
desirous of confuting one another, which dis- 
35 putatious turn, by the way, is apt to become 
a very bad habit, making people often ex- 
tremely disagreeable in company by the con- 
tradiction that is necessary to bring it into 
practice; and thence, besides souring and 
40 spoiling the conversation, is productive of 
disgusts and, perhaps, enmities where you 
may have occasion for friendship. I had 
caught it by reading my father’s books of dis- 
pute about religion. Persons of good sense, I 
45 have since observed, seldom fall into it, ex- 
cept lawyers, university men, and men of all 
sorts that have been bred at Edinborough. 

A question was once, somehow or other, 
started between Collins and me, of the pro- 
50 priety of educating the female sex in learning, 
and their abilities for study. He was of opin- 
ion that it was improper, and that they were 
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naturally unequal to it. I took the contrary 
side, perhaps a little for dispute’s sake. He 
was naturally more eloquent, had a ready 
plenty of words; and sometimes, as I thought, 
bore me down more by his fluency than by the 5 
strength of his reasons. As we parted without 
settling the point, and were not to see one 
another again for some time, I sat down to 
put my arguments in writing, which I copied 
fair and sent to him. He answered, and I 10 
replied. Three or four letters of a side had 
passed, when my father happened to find my 
papers and read them. Without entering into 
the discussion, he took occasion to talk to me 
about the manner of my writing; observed 15 
that, though I had the advantage of my an- 
tagonist in correct spelling and pointing 
(which I ow’d to the printing-house), I fell 
far short in elegance of expression, in method 
and in perspicuity, of which he convinced me 20 
by several instances. I saw the justice of his 
remarks, and thence grew more attentive to 
the manner in writing, and determined to en- 
deavor at improvement. 

About this time I met with an odd volume 25 
of the Spectator. It was the third. I had never 
before seen any of them. I bought it, read it 
over and over, and was much delighted with 
it. I thought the writing excellent, and 
wished, if possible, to imitate it. With this 30 
view I took some of the papers, and, making 
short hints of the sentiment in each sentence, 
laid them by a few days, and then, without 
looking at the book, try’d to compleat the 
papers again, by expressing each hinted send- 35 
ment at length, and as fully as it had been ex- 
pressed before, in any suitable words that 
should come to hand. Then I compared my 
Spectator with the original, discovered some of 
my faults, and corrected them. But I found 40 
I wanted a stock of words, or a readiness in 
recollecting and using them, which I thought 
I should have acquired before that time if I 
had gone on making verses; since the con- 
tinual occasion for words of the same import, 45 
but of different length, to suit the measure, or 
of different sound for the rhyme, would have 
laid me under a constant necessity of search- 
mg for variety, and also have tended to fix 
that variety in my mind, and make me master 50 
of it. Therefore I took some of the tales and 
turned them into verse; and, after a time, 


when I had pretty well forgotten the prose, 
turned them back again. I also sometimes 
jumbled my collections of hints into confu- 
sion, and after some weeks endeavored to re- 
duce them into the best order, before I began 
to form the full sentences and compleat the 
paper. This was to teach me method in the 
arrangement of thoughts. By comparing my 
work afterwards with the original, I discov- 
ered my faults and amended them; but I 
sometimes had the pleasure of fancying that, 
in certain particulars of small import, I had 
been lucky enough to improve the method or 
the language, and this encouraged me to 
think I might possibly in time come to be a 
tolerable English writer, of which I was ex- 
tremely ambitious. My time for these exer- 
cises and for reading was at night, after work 
or before it began in the morning, or on Sun- 
days, when I contrived to be in the printing- 
house alone, evading as much as I could the 
common attendance on public worship which 
my father used to exact on me when I was 
under his care, and which indeed I still 
thought a duty, though I could not, as it 
seemed to me, afford time to practise it. 

When about 1 6 years of age I happened to 
meet with a book, written by one Tryon, 
recommending a vegetable diet. I deter- 
mined to go into it. My brother, being yet 
unmarried, did not keep house, but boarded 
himself and his apprentices in another family. 
My refusing to eat flesh occasioned an incon- 
veniency, and I was frequently chid for my 
singularity. I made myself acquainted with 
Tryon’s manner of preparing some of his 
dishes, such as boiling potatoes or rice, mak- 
ing hasty pudding, and a few others, and then 
proposed to my brother, that if he would give 
me, weekly, half the money he paid for my 
board, I would board myself. He instantly 
agreed to it, and I presently found that I could 
save half what he paid me. This was an ad- 
ditional fund for buying books. But I had 
another advantage in it. My brother and the 
rest going from the printing-house to their 
meals, I remained there alone, and, despatch- 
ing presently my light repast, which often was 
no more than a bisket or a slice of bread, a 
handful of raisins or a tart from the pastry- 
cook’s, and a glass of water, had the rest of the 
time till their return for study, in which I 
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made the greater progress, from that greater 
clearness of head and quicker apprehension 
which usually attend temperance in eating 
and drinking. 

And now it was that, being on some occa- s 
sion made asham’d of my ignorance in fig- 
ures, which I had twice failed in learning 
when at school, I took Cocker’s book of 
Arithmetick, and went through the whole by 
myself with great ease. I also read Seller’s ic 
and Shermy’s books of Navigation, and be- 
came acquainted with the little geometry they 
contain; but never proceeded far in that sci- 
ence. And I read about this time Locke On 
Human Understandings and the Art of Thinkings 
by Messrs, du Port Royal. 

While I was intent on improving my lan- 
guage, I met with an English grammar (I 
think it was Greenwood’s), at the end of 
which there were two little sketches of the arts 2( 
of rhetoric and logic, the latter finishing with 
a specimen of a dispute in the Socratic 
method; and soon after I procur’d Xeno- 
phon’s Memorable Things of Socrates, wherein 
there are many instances of the same method. 2 
I was charm’d with it, adopted it, dropt my 
abrupt contradiction and positive argumen- 
tation, and put on the humble inquirer and 
doubter. And being then, from reading 
Shaftesbury and Collins, become a real 31 
doubter in many points of our religious doc- 
trine, I found this method safest for myself 
and very embarrassing to those against whom 
I used it; therefore I took a delight in it, 
practis’d it continually, and grew very artful 3 
and expert in drawing people, even of su- 
perior knowledge, into concessions, the conse- 
quences of which they did not foresee, en- 
tangling them in difficulties out of which they 
could not extricate themselves, and so ob- 4 
taining victories that neither myself nor my 
cause always deserved. I continu’d this 
method some few years, but gradually left it, 
retaining only the habit of expressing myself 
in terms of modest diffidence; never using, 4 
when I advanced anything that may possibly 
be disputed, the words certainly s undoubtedly s 
or any others that give the air of positiveness 
to an opinion, but rather say, I conceive or 
apprehend a thing to be so and so; it appears « 
to me, or I should think it so or jo, for such and 
such reasons; or I imagine it to be so; or it is jo, if 


I am not mistaken. This habit, I believe, has 
been of great advantage to me when I have 
had occasion to inculcate my opinions, and 
persuade men into measures that I have been 
from time to time engag’d in promoting; and, 
as the chief ends of conversation are to inform 
or to be informeds to please or to persuade, I wish 
well-meaning, sensible men would not lessen 
their power of doing good by a positive, as- 
suming manner, that seldom fails to disgust, 
tends to create opposition, and to defeat every- 
one of those purposes for which speech was 
given to us, to wit, giving or receiving infor- 
mation or pleasure. F or, if you would inform, 
a positive and dogmatical manner in advanc- 
ing your sentiments may provoke contradic- 
tion and prevent a candid attention. If you 
wish information and improvement from the 
knowledge of others, and yet at the same time 
express yourself as firmly fix’d in your present 
opinions, modest, sensible men, who do not 
love disputation, will probably leave you 
undisturbed in the possession of your error. 
And by such a manner, you can seldom hope 
to recommend yourself in pleasing your hear- 
ers, or to persuade those whose concurrence 
you desire. Pope says, judiciously: 

^^Men should he taught as if you taught them not. 

And things unknown propos^ d as things forgot;^' 

farther recommending to us 
“To speak, tho’ sure, with seeming diffidence.” 

And he might have coupled with this line 
that which he has coupled with another, I 
think, less properly, 

“For want of modesty is want of sense.” 

If you ask. Why less properly? I must repeat 
the lines, 

“Immodest words admit of no defense, 

For want of modesty is want of sense.” 

Now, is not want of sense (where a man is so 
unfortunate as to want it) some apology for 
his want of modesty? and would not the lines 
stand more justly thus? 

“Immodest words admit but this defense. 

That want of modesty is want of sense.” 

» 

This, however, I should submit to better 
judgments. 
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[Morals] 

Before I enter upon my public appearance 
in business, it may be well to let you know the 
then state of my mind with regard to my prin- 
ciples and morals, that you may see how far 
those influenc’d the future events of my life. 
My parents had early given me religious im- 
pressions, and brought me through my child- 
hood piously in the Dissenting way. But I 
was scarce fifteen, when, after doubting by 
turns of several points, as I found them dis- 
puted in the different books I read, I began 
to doubt of Revelation itself. Some books 
against Deism fell into my hands; they were 
said to be the substance of sermons preached 
at Boyle’s Lectures. It happened that they 
wrought an effect on me quite contrary to 
what was intended by them; for the argu- 
ments of the Deists, which were quoted to be 
refuted, appeared to me much stronger than 
the refutations; in short, I soon became a 
thorough Deist. My arguments perverted 
some others, particularly Collins and Ralph; 
but, each of them having afterwards wrong’d 
me greatly without the least compunction, 
and recollecting Keith’s conduct towards me 
(who was another freethinker), and my own 
towards Vernon and Miss Read, which at 
times gave me great trouble, I began to sus- 
pect that this doctrine, tho’ it might be true, 
was not very useful. My London pamphlet, 
which had for its motto these lines of Dryden: 

“Whatever is, is right. Though purblind man 

Sees but a part o’ the chain, the nearest link: 

His eyes not carrying to the equal beam. 

That poises all above;” 

and from the attributes of God, his infinite 
wisdom, goodness and power, concluded that 
nothing could possibly be wrong in the world, 
and that vice and virtue were empty dis- 
tinctions, no such things existing, appear’d 
now not so clever a performance as I once 
thought it; and I doubted whether some error 
had not insinuated itself unperceiv’d into my 
argument, so as to infect all that follow’d, as 
IS common in metaphysical reasonings. 

I grew convinc’d that truth, sincerity and in- 
tegrity in dealings between man and man were 
of the utmost importance to the felicity of 
life; and I form’d written resolutions, which 


still remain in my journal book, to practice 
them ever while I lived. Revelation had in- 
deed no weight with me, as such; but I enter- 
tain’d an opinion that, though certain actions 
S might not be bad because they were forbidden 
by it, or good because it commanded them, yet 
probably these actions might be forbidden 
because they were bad for us, or commanded 
because they were beneficial to us, in their own 
lo natures, all the circumstances of things con- 
sidered. And this persuasion, with the kind 
hand of Providence, or some guardian angel, 
or accidental favorable circumstances and sit- 
uations, or all together, preserved me, thro’ 
15 this dangerous time of youth, and the haz- 
ardous situations I was sometimes in among 
strangers, remote from the eye and advice of 
my father, without any willful gross immoral- 
ity or injustice, that might have been expected 
20 from my want of religion. I say willful, be- 
cause the instances I have mentioned had 
something of necessity in them, from my youth, 
inexperience, and the knavery of others. I 
had therefore a tolerable character to begin 
25 with; I valued it properly, and determined to 
preserve it. * * * 

It was about this time [between 1731 and 
1733] I conceiv’d the bold and arduous 
project of arriving at moral perfection. I 
30 wish’d to live without committing any fault 
at any time; I would conquer all that either 
natural inclination, custom, or company 
might lead me into. As I knew, or thought 1 
knew, what was right and wrong, I did not 
35 see why I might not always do the one and 
avoid the other. But I soon found I had un- 
dertaken a task of more difficulty than I had 
imagined. While my care was employ’d in 
guarding against one fault, I was often sur- 
40 prised by another; habit took the advantage 
of inattention; inclination was sometimes too 
strong for reason. I concluded, at length, 
that the mere speculative conviction that it 
was our interest to be completely virtuous, 
45 was not sufficient to prevent our slipping; and 
that the contrary habits must be broken, and 
good ones acquired and established, before 
we can have any dependence on a steady, 
uniform rectitude of conduct. For this pur- 
50 pose I therefore contrived the following 
method. 

In the various enumerations of the moral 
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virtues I had met with in my reading, I found 
the catalogue more or less numerous, as dif- 
ferent writers included more or fewer ideas 
under the same name. Temperance, for ex- 
ample, was by some confined to eating and 5 
drinking, while by others it was extended to 
mean the moderating every other pleasure, 
appetite, inclination, or passion, bodily or 
mental, even to our avarice and ambition. 

I propos’d to myself, for the sake of clearness, 10 
to use rather more names, with fewer ideas 
annex’d to each, than a few names with more 
ideas; and I included under thirteen names 
of virtues all that at that time occurr’d to me 
as necessary or desirable, and annexed to each 15 
a short precept, which fully express’d the 
extent I gave to its meaning. 

These names of virtue, with their precepts, 
were: 

1. Temperance. 

Eat not to dullness; drink not to elevation. 

2. Silence. 

Speak not but what may benefit others or 
yourself; avoid trifling conversation. 

3. Order. 

Let all your things have their places; let 
each part of your business have its time. 

4. Resolution. 

Resolve to perform what you ought; per- 
form without fail what you resolve. 

5. Frugality. 

Make no expense but to do good to others 
or yourself; i.e., waste nothing. 

6. Industry. 

Lose no time; be always employ’d in some- 
thing useful; cut oflf all unnecessary actions. 

7. Sincerity. 

Use no hurtful deceit; think innocently and 
justly, and, if you speak, speak accordingly. 


8. Justice. 

Wrong none by doing injuries, or omitting 
the benefits that are your duty. 

9. Moderation. 

Avoid extreams; forbear resenting injuries 
so much as you think they deserve. 

10. Cleanliness. 

Tolerate no uncleanliness in body, cloaths, 
or habitation. 

11. Tranquillity. 

Be not disturbed at trifles, or at accidents 
common or unavoidable. 

12. Chastity. 

Rarely use venery but for health or off- 
20 spring, never to dulness, weakness, or the injury 
of your own or another’s peace or reputation. 

13. Humility. 

Imitate Jesus and Socrates. 

25 

My intention being to acquire the habitude 
of all these virtues, I judg’d it would be well 
not to distract my attention by attempting 
the whole at once, but to fix it on one of them 
30 at a time; and, when I should be master of 
that, then to proceed to another, and so on, 
till I should have gone thro’ the thirteen; and, 
as the previous acquisition of some might 
facilitate the acquisition of certain others, I 
35 arrang’d them with that view, as they stand 
above. Temperance first, as it tends to pro- 
cure that coolness and clearness of head, 
which is so necessary where constant vigilance 
was to be kept up, and guard maintained 
40 against the unremitting attraction of ancient 
habits, and the force of perpetual tempta- 
tions. This being acquir’d and establish’d, 
Silence would be more easy; and my desire 
being to gain knowledge at the same time that 
45 I improv’d in virtue, and considering that in 
conversation it was obtain’d rather by the use 
of the ears than of the tongue, and therefore 
wishing to break a habit I was getting into of 
prattling, punning, and joking, which only 
50 made me acceptable to trifling company, I 
gave Silence the second place. This and the 
next. Order y I expected would allow me more 
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time for attending to my project and my 
studies. Resolution, once become habitual, 
would keep me firm in my endeavors to ob- 
tain all the subsequent virtues; Frugality and 
Industry freeing me from my remaining debt, 5 
and producing affluence and independence, 
would make more easy the practice of Sincer- 
ity and Justice, etc., etc. Conceiving then, 
that, agreeably to the advice of Pythagoras in 
his Golden Verses, daily examination would 10 
be necessary, I contrived the following method 
for conducting that examination. 

I made a little book, in which I allotted a 
page for each of the virtues. I rul’d each 
page with red ink, so as to have seven col- 15 
umns, one for each day of the week, marking 
each column with a letter for the day. I 
cross’d these columns with thirteen red lines, 
marking the beginning of each line with the 
first letter of one of the virtues, on which line, 20 
and in its proper column, I might mark, by a 
little black spot, every fault I found upon ex- 
amination to have been committed respecting 
that virtue upon that day. 

I determined to give a week’s strict atten- 25 
tion to each of the virtues successively. Thus, 
in the first week, my great guard was to avoid 
every the least offence against Temperance, 
leaving the other virtues to their ordinary 
chance, only marking every evening the faults 30 
of the day. Thus, if in the first week I could 
keep my first line, marked T, clear of spots, I 
suppos’d the habit of that virtue so much 
strengthen’d, and its opposite weaken’d, that 
I might venture extending my attention to 35 
include the next, and for the following week 
keep both lines clear of spots. Proceeding 
thus to the last, I could go thro’ a course com- 
pleat in thirteen weeks, and four courses in a 
year. And like him who, having a garden to 40 
weed, does not attempt to eradicate all the 
bad herbs at once, which would exceed his 
reach and his strength, but works on one of 
the beds at a time, and, having accomplish’d 
the first, proceeds to a second, so I should 45 
have, I hoped, the encouraging plezisure of 
seeing on my pages the progress I made in 
virtue, by clearing successively my lines of 
their spots, till in the end, by a number of 
courses, I should be happy in viewing a clean 50 
book, after a thirteen weeks’ daily examina- 
tion. 


Form of the pages. 


TEMPERANCE. 


EAT NOT TO DULNESS; 
DRINK NOT TO ELEVATION. 



S. 

M. 

T. 

W. 

T. 

F. 

S. 

T. 








S. 

* 

* 




* 


0 . 

* ♦ 

♦ 

♦ 


* 

* 

♦ 

R. 



* 



* 


F. 


* 



* 



I. 



* 





S. 








J. 








M. 








C. 








T. 








C. 








H. 









This my little book had for its motto these 
lines from Addison’s Cato: 

“Here will I hold. If there’s a power above us 
(And that there is, all nature cries aloud 
Thro’ all her works), He must delight in virtue; 
And that which He delights in must be happy.” 

Another from Cicero, 

“O vitae Philosophia dux! O virtutum in- 
dagatrix expultrixque vitiorum! Unus dies, bene 
et ex praeceptis tuis actus, peccanti immortalitati 
est anteponendus.” 

[O Philosophy, leader of life! O inducer of 
virtues and expeller of vices. One day well 
spent on account of your precepts ought to be 
preferred to a sinful immortality.] 

Another from the Proverbs of Solomon, 
speaking of wisdom or virtue: 

“Length of days is in her right hand, and in 
her left hand riches and honour. Her ways are 
ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace.” 
iii. 16, 17. 
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And conceiving God to be the fountain of 
wisdom, I thought it right and necessary to 
solicit his assistance for obtaining it; to this 
end I formed the following little prayer, which 
was prefix’d to my tables of examination, for 
daily use: 

“0 powerful Goodness! bountiful Father! merciful 
Guide! Increase in me that wisdom which discovers my 
truest interest. Strengthen my resolutions to perform 
what that wisdom dictates. Accept my kind offices to 
thy other children as the only return in my power for thy 
continual favours to me!^ 

I used also sometimes a little prayer which 
I took from Thomson’s Poems, viz.: 

“Father of light and life, thou Good Supreme! 

O teach me what is good; teach me Thyself! 

Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 

From every low pursuit; and fill my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue 
pure; 

Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss!” 


The precept of Order requiring that every 
part of my business should have its allotted time^ 
one page in my little book contain’d the fol- 
lowing scheme of employment for the twenty- 
four hours of a natural day. 


The Morning. 


5 

6 


Question. What 1 
good shall I do this | 7 
day? 


Noon. 


Evening. 

Question. What 
good have I done 
to-day? 


Night. 


8 = 
9 

10 

11 . 

12 

1 

2 ‘ 

3 

4 
5 . 
6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

1 

2 

3 

4 


Rise, wash, and ad- 
dress Powerful Goodness! 
Contrive day’s business, 
and take the resolution of 
the day; prosecute the 
present study, and break- 
fast. 

Work. 


Read, or overlook my 
accounts, and dine. 

Work. 

Put things in their 
places. Supper. Music 
or diversion, or conver- 
sation. Examination of 
the day. 


Sleep. 


I enter’d upon the execution of this plan 
for self-examination, and continu’d it with 


occasional intermissions for some time. I 
was surpris’d to find myself so much fuller of 
faults than I had imagined; but I had the sat- 
isfaction of seeing them diminish. To avoid 
5 the trouble of renewing now and then my lit- 
tle book, which, by scraping out the marks on 
the paper of old faults to make room for new 
ones in a new course, became full of holes, I 
transferr’d my tables and precepts to the 
lo ivory leaves of a memorandum book, on 
which the lines were drawn with red ink, 
that made a durable stain, and on those lines 
I mark’d my faults with a black-lead pencil, 
which marks I could easily wipe out with a 
15 wet sponge. After a while I went thro’ one 
course only in a year, and afterward only one 
in several years, till at length I omitted them 
entirely, being employ’d in voyages and 
business abroad, with a multiplicity of affairs 
20 that interfered; but I always carried my little 
book with me. 

My scheme of Order gave me the most 
trouble; and I found that, tho’ it might be 
practicable where a man’s business was such 
25 as to leave him the disposition of his time, that 
of a journeyman printer, for instance, it was 
not possible to be exactly observed by a mas- 
ter, who must mix with the world, and often 
receive people of business at their own hours. 
30 Order^ too, with regard to places for things, 
papers, etc., I found extreamly difficult to 
acquire. I had not been early accustomed 
to it, and, having an exceeding good memory, 
I was not so sensible of the inconvenience at- 
35 tending want of method. This article, there- 
fore, cost me so much painful attention, and 
my faults in it vexed me so much, and I made 
so little progress in amendment, and had such 
frequent relapses, that I was almost ready to 
40 give up the attempt, and content myself with 
a faulty character in that respect, like the 
man who, in buying an ax of a smith, my 
neighbour, desired to have the whole of its 
surface as bright as the edge. The smith con- 
45 sented to grind it bright for him if he would 
turn the wheel; he turn’d, while the smith 
press’d the broad face of the ax hard and 
heavily on the stone, which made the turning 
of it very fatiguing. The man came every 
50 now and then from the wheel to see how the 
work went on, and at length would take his 
ax as it was, without farther grinding. “No,” 
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said the smith, “turn on, turn on; we shall 
have it bright by-and-by; as yet, it is only 
speckled.” “Yes,” says the man, ^^but I like 
a speckled ax best"'' And I believe this may 
have been the case with many, who, having, s 
for want of some such means as I employ’d, 
found the difficulty of obtaining good and 
breaking bad habits in other points of vice 
and virtue, have given up the struggle, and 
concluded that “<2 speckled ax was best""; for 10 
something, that pretended to be reason, was 
every now and then suggesting to me that 
such extream nicety as I exacted of myself 
might be a kind of foppery in morals, which, 
if it were known, would make me ridiculous; is 
that a perfect character might be attended 
with the inconvenience of being envied and 
hated; and that a benevolent man should 
allow a few faults in himself, to keep his 
friends in countenance. 20 

In truth, I found myself incorrigible with 
respect to Order; and now I am grown old, 
and my memory bad, I feel very sensibly the 
want of it. But, on the whole, tho’ I never 
arrived at the perfection I had been so ambi- 25 
tious of obtaining, but fell far short of it, yet 
I was, by the endeavour, a better and a hap- 
pier man than I otherwise should have been 
if I had not attempted it; as those who aim 
at perfect writing by imitating the engraved 30 
copies, tho’ they never reach the wish’d-for 
excellence of those copies, their hand is 
mended by the endeavor, and is tolerable 
while it continues fair and legible. 

It may be well my posterity should be in- 35 
formed that to this little artifice, with the 
blessing of God, their ancestor ow’d the con- 
stant felicity of his life, down to his 79th year, 
in which this is written. What reverses may 
attend the remainder is in the hand of Prov- 40 
idence; but, if they arrive, the reflection on 
past happiness enjoy’d ought to help his bear- 
ing them with more resignation. To Tem- 
perance he ascribes his long-continued health, 
and what is still left to him of a good consti- 45 
tution; to Industry and Frugality, the early 
easiness of his circumstances and acquisition 
of his fortune, with all that knowledge that 
enabled him to be a useful citizen, and ob- 
tained for him some degree of reputation 50 
among the learned; to Sincerity and Justice, 
the confidence of his country, and the honor- 
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able employs it conferred upon him; and to 
the joint influence of the whole mass of the 
virtues, even in the imperfect state he was 
able to acquire them, all that evenness of 
temper, and that cheerfulness in conversa- 
tion, which makes his company still sought 
for, and agreeable even to his younger ac- 
quaintance. I hope, therefore, that some of 
my descendants may follow the example and 
reap the benefit. 

[Public Service\ 

Peace being concluded, and the association 
business therefore at an end, I turn’d my 
thoughts again to the affair of establishing an 
academy. The first step I took was to asso- 
ciate in the design a number of active friends, 
of whom the Junto furnished a good part; 
the next was to write and publish a pamphlet, 
entitled Proposals relating to the Education of 
Touth in Pennsylvania. This I distributed 
among the principal inhabitants gratis; and 
as soon as I could suppose their minds a little 
prepared by the perusal of it, I set on foot a 
subscription for opening and supporting an 
academy; it was to be paid in quotas yearly 
for five years; by so dividing it, I judg’d the 
subscription might be larger, and I believe it 
was so, amounting to no less, if I remember 
right, than five thousand pounds. 

In the introduction to these proposals, I 
stated their publication, not as an act of 
mine, but of some publick-spirited gentlemen, 
avoiding as much as I could, according to my 
usual rule, the presenting myself to the pub- 
lick as the author of any scheme for their 
benefit. 

The subscribers, to carry the project into 
immediate execution, chose out of their num- 
ber twenty-four trustees, and appointed Mr. 
Francis, then attorney-general, and myself 
to draw up constitutions for the government 
of the academy; which being done and signed, 
a house was hired, masters engag’d and the 
schools opened, I think, in the same year, 
1749. 

The scholars increasing fast, the house was 
soon found too small, and we were looking out 
for a piece of ground, properly situated, with 
intention to build, when Providence threw 
into our way a large house ready built, which, 
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with a few alterations, might well serve our 
purpose. This was the building before men- 
tioned, erected by the hearers of Mr. White- 
field, and was obtained for us in the following 
manner. 

It is to be noted that the contributions to 
this building being made by people of differ- 
ent sects, care was taken in the nomination of 
trustees, in whom the building and ground 
was to be vested, that a predominancy should 
not be given to any sect, lest in time that pre- 
dominancy might be a means of appropri- 
ating the whole to the use of such sect, con- 
trary to the original intention. It was there- 
fore that one of each sect was appointed, viz., 
one Church-of-England man, one Presby- 
terian, one Baptist, one Moravian, etc., those, 
in case of vacancy by death, were to fill it by 
election from among the contributors. The 
Moravian happen’d not to please his col- 
leagues, and on his death they resolved to 
have no other of that sect. The difficulty 
then was, how to avoid having two of some 
other sect, by means of the new choice. 

Several persons were named, and for that 
reason not agreed to. At length one men- 
tion’d me, with the observation that I was 
merely an honest man, and of no sect at all, 
which prevail’d with them to chuse me. The 
enthusiasm which existed when the house was 
built had long since abated, and its trustees 
had not been able to procure fresh contribu- 
tions for paying the ground-rent, and dis- 
charging some other debts the building had 
occasion’d, which embarrass’d them greatly. 
Being now a member of both setts of trustees, 
that for the building and that for the Acad- 
emy, I had a good opportunity of negotiating 
with both, and brought them finally to an 
agreement, by which the trustees for the 
building were to cede it to those of the acad- 
emy, the latter undertaking to discharge the 
debt, to keep for ever open in the building a 
large hall for occasional preachers, according 
to the original intention, and maintain a free- 
school for the instruction of poor children. 
Writings were accordingly drawn, and on 
paying the debts the trustees of the academy 
were put into possession of the premises; and 
by dividing the great and lofty hall into stor- 
ies, and different rooms above and below for 
the several schools, and purchasing some ad- 


ditional ground, the whole was soon made fit 
for our purpose, and the scholars remov’d into 
the building. The care and trouble of agree- 
ing with the workmen, purchasing materials, 
5 and superintending the work, fell upon me; 
and I went thro’ it the more cheerfully, as it 
did not then interfere with my private busi- 
ness, having the year before taken a very able, 
industrious, and honest partner, Mr. David 
lo Hall, with whose character I was well ac- 
quainted, as he had work’d for me four years. 
He took off my hands all care of the printing- 
office, paying me punctually my share of the 
profits. This partnership continued eighteen 
IS years, successfully for us both. 

The trustees of the academy, after a while, 
were incorporated by a charter from the gov- 
ernor; their funds were increas’d by con- 
tributions in Britain and grants of land from 
20 the proprietaries, to which the Assembly has 
since made considerable addition; and thus 
was established the present University of 
Philadelphia [University of Pennsylvania]. 
I have been continued one of its trustees from 
25 the beginning, now near forty years, and have 
had the very great pleasure of seeing a num- 
ber of the youth who have receiv’d their edu- 
cation in it, distinguish’d by their improv’d 
abilities, serviceable in public stations, and 
30 ornaments to their country. 

When I disengaged myself, as above men- 
tioned, from private business, I flatter’d my- 
self that, by the sufficient tho’ moderate for- 
tune I had acquir’d, I had secured leisure 
35 during the rest of my life for philosophical 
studies and amusements. I purchased all 
Dr. Spence’s apparatus, who had come from 
England to lecture here, and I proceeded in 
my electrical experiments with great alac- 
40 rity; but the publick, now considering me as a 
man of leisure, laid hold of me for their pur- 
poses, every part of our civil government, and 
almost at the same time, imposing some duty 
upon me. The governor put me into the 
45 commission of the peace; the corporation of 
the city chose me of the common council, and 
soon after an alderman; and the citizens at 
large chose me a burgess to represent them in 
Assembly. This latter station was the more 
50 agreeable to me, as I was at length tired with 
sitting there to hear debates, in which, as 
clerk, I could take no part, and which were 
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often SO unentertaining that I was induc’d to 
amuse myself with making magic squares or 
circles; or any thing to avoid weariness; and I 
conceiv’d my becoming a member would 
enlarge my power of doing good. I would 
not, however, insinuate that my ambition was 
not flatter’d by all these promotions; it cer- 
tainly was; for, considering my low beginning, 
they were great things to me; and they were 
still more pleasing, as being so many spon- 
taneous testimonies of the public good opin- 
ion, and by me entirely unsolicited. 

The office of justice of the peace I try’d a 
little, by attending a few courts, and sitting 
on the bench to hear causes; but finding that 
more knowledge of the common law than I 
possess’d was necessary to act in that station 
with credit, I gradually withdrew from it, 
excusing myself by my being oblig’d to at- 
tend the higher duties of a legislator in the 
Assembly. My election to this trust was re- 
peated every year for ten years, without my 
ever asking any elector for his vote, or signi- 
fying, either directly or indirectly, any desire 
of being chosen. On taking my seat in the 
House, my son was appointed their clerk. 

The year following, a treaty being to be 
held with the Indians at Carlisle, the gov- 
ernor sent a message to the House, proposing 
that they should nominate some of their mem- 
bers, to be join’d with some members of coun- 
cil, as commissioners for that purpose. The 
House named the speaker (Mr. Norris) and 
myself; and, being commission’d, we went to 
Carlisle, and met the Indians accordingly. 

As those people are extreamly apt to get 
drunk, and, when so, are very quarrelsome 
and disorderly, we strictly forbad the selling 
any liquor to them; and when they com- 
plain’d of this restriction, we told them that 
if they would continue sober during the 
treaty, we would give them plenty of rum 
when business was over. They promis’d this, 
and they kept their promise, because they 
could get no liquor, and the treaty was con- 
ducted very orderly, and concluded to mu- 
tual satisfaction. They then claim’d and 
receiv’d the rum; this was in the afternoon: 
they were near one hundred men, women, and 
children, and were lodg’d in temporary cab- 
ins, built in the form of a square, just without 
the town. In the evening, hearing a great 


noise among them, the commissioners walk’d 
out to see what was the matter. We found 
they had made a great bonfire in the middle 
of the square; they were aU drunk, men and 
5 women, quarreling and fighting. Their dark- 
colour’d bodies, half naked, seen only by the 
gloomy light of the bonfire, running after and 
beating one another with firebrands, accom- 
panied by their horrid yellings, form’d a 
lo scene the most resembling our ideas of hell 
that could well be imagin’d; there was no 
appeasing the tumult, and we retired to our 
lodging. At midnight a number of them came 
thundering at our door, demanding more 
15 rum, of which we took no notice. 

The next day, sensible they had misbe- 
hav’d in giving us that disturbance, they 
sent three of their old counselors to make their 
apology. The orator acknowledg’d the fault, 
20 but laid it upon the rum; and then endeav- 
ored to excuse the rum by saying, “ The Great 
Spirit, who made all things, made every thing for 
some use, and whatever use he designed any thing for, 
that use it should always be put to. Now, when 
25 he made rum, he said, '‘Let this be for the Indians 
to get drunk with,'* and it must be so.'** And, in- 
deed, if it be the design of Providence to 
extirpate these savages in order to make room 
for cultivators of the earth, it seems not im- 
30 probable that rum may be the appointed 
means. It has already annihilated all the 
tribes who formerly inhabited the sea-coast. 

In 1751, Dr. Thomas Bond, a particular 
friend of mine, conceived the idea of estab- 
35 lishing a hospital in Philadelphia (a very ben- 
eficent design, which has been ascrib’d to 
me, but was originally his), for the reception 
and cure of poor sick persons, whether in- 
habitants of the province or strangers. He 
40 was zealous and active in endeavouring to 
procure subscriptions for it, but the proposal 
being a novelty in America, and at first not 
well understood, he met with but small suc- 
cess. 

45 At length he came to me with the compli- 
ment that he found there was no such thing as 
carrying a public-spirited project through 
without my being concern’d in it. “For,” 
says he, “I am often ask’d by those to whom 
50 I propose subscribing. Have you consulted 
Franklin upon this business? And what does 
he think of it? And when I tell them that I 
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have not (supposing it rather out of your line), 
they do not subscribe, but say they will con- 
sider of it.” I enquired into the nature and 
probable utility of his scheme, and receiving 
from him a very satisfactory explanation, I 
not only subscrib’d to it myself, but engag’d 
heartily in the design of procuring subscrip- 
tions from others. Previously, however, to 
the solicitation, I endeavoured to prepare the 
minds of the people by writing on the subject 
in the newspapers, which was my usual cus- 
tom in such cases, but which he had omitted. 

The subscriptions afterwards were more 
free and generous; but, beginning to flag, I 
saw they would be insufficient without some 
assistance from the Assembly, and therefore 
propos’d to petition for it, which was done. 
The country members did not at first relish 
the project; they objected that it could only 
be serviceable to the city, and therefore the 
citizens alone should be at the expense of it; 
and they doubted whether the citizens them- 
selves generally approv’d of it. My allegation 
on the contrary, that it met with such appro- 
bation as to leave no doubt of our being able 
to raise two thousand pounds by voluntary 
donations, they considered as a most extrava- 
gant supposition, and utterly impossible. 

On this I form’d my plan; and, asking leave 
to bring in a bill for incorporating the con- 
tributors according to the prayer of their peti- 
tion, and granting them a blank sum of 
money, which leave was obtained chiefly on 
the consideration that the House could throw 
the bill out if they did not like it, I drew it so 
as to make the important clause a conditional 
one, viz., “And be it enacted, by the authority 
aforesaid, that when the said contributors 
shall have met and chosen their managers and 
treasurer, and shall have raised by their contribu- 
tions a capital stock of value (the yearly 

interest of which is to be applied to the ac- 
commodating of the sick poor in the said 
hospital, free of charge for diet, attendance, 
advice, and medicines), and shall make the same 
appear to the satisfaction of the speaker of the As- 
sembly for the time being, that then it shall and 
may be lawful for the said speaker, and he is 
hereby required, to sign an order on the 
provincial treasurer for the payment of two 
thousand pounds, in two yearly payments, to 
the treasurer of the said hospital, to be ap- 


plied to the founding, building, and finishing 
of the same.” 

This condition carried the bill through; for 
the members, who had oppos’d the grant, and 
5 now conceiv’d they might have the credit of 
being charitable without the expence, agreed 
to its passage; and then, in soliciting sub- 
scriptions among the people, we urg’d the con- 
ditional promise of the law as an additional 
lo motive to give, since every man’s donation 
would be doubled; thus the clause work’d 
both ways. The subscriptions accordingly 
soon exceeded the requisite sum, and we 
claim’d and receiv’d the public gift, which 
15 enabled us to carry the design into execu- 
tion. A convenient and handsome building 
was soon erected; the institution has by con- 
stant experience been found useful, and flour- 
ishes to this day; and I do not remember any 
20 of my political manoeuvres, the success of 
which gave me at the time more pleasure, or 
wherein, after thinking of it, I more easily 
excus’d myself for having made some use of 
cunning. 

25 It was about this time that another pro- 
jector, the Rev. Gilbert Tennent, came to me 
with a request that I would assist him in pro- 
curing a subscription for erecting a new meet- 
ing-house. It was to be for the use of a con- 
gregation he had gathered among the Pres- 
byterians, who were originally disciples of 
Mr. Whitefield. Unwilling to make myself 
disagreeable to my fellow-citizens by too fre- 
quently soliciting their contributions, I abso- 
lutely refus’d. He then desired I would fur- 
nish him with a list of the names of persons I 
knew by experience to be generous and pub- 
lic-spirited. I thought it would be unbecom- 
ing in me, after their kind compliance with 
my solicitations, to mark them out to be wor- 
ried by other beggars, and therefore refus’d 
also to give such a list. He then desir’d I 
would at least give him my advice. “That 
I will readily do,” said I; “and, in the first 
place, I advise you to apply to all those whom 
you know will give something; next, to those 
whom you are uncertain whether they will 
give any thing or not, and show them the list 
of those who have given; and, lastly, do not 
neglect those who you are sure wiU give 
nothing, for in some of them you may be mis- 
taken.” He laugh’d and thank’d me, and 
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said he would take my advice. He did so, 
for he ask’d of everybody, and he obtain’d a 
much larger sum than he expected, with 
which he erected the capacious and very ele- 
gant meeting-house that stands in Arch- 
street. 

Our city, tho’ laid out with a beautiful 
regularity, the streets large, straight, and 
crossing each other at right angles, had the 
disgrace of suffering those streets to remain 
long unpav’d, and in wet weather the wheels 
of heavy carriages plough’d them into a quag- 
mire, so that it was difficult to cross them; and 
in dry weather the dust was offensive. I had 
liv’d near what was call’d the Jersey Market, 
and saw with pain the inhabitants wading in 
mud while purchasing their provisions. A 
strip of ground down the middle of that 
market was at length pav’d with brick, so 
that, being once in the market, they had firm 
footing, but were often over shoes in dirt to 
get there. By talking and writing on the sub- 
ject, I was at length instrumental in getting 
the street pav’d with stone between the mar- 
ket and the brick’d foot-pavement, that was 
on each side next the houses. This, for some 
time, gave an easy access to the market dry- 
shod; but, the rest of the street not being 
pav’d, whenever a carriage came out of the 
mud upon this pavement, it shook off and 
left its dirt upon it, and it was soon cover’d 
with mire, which was not remov’d, the city as 
yet having no scavengers. 

After some inquiry, I found a poor, indus- 
trious man, who was willing to undertake 
keeping the pavement clean, by sweeping it 
twice a week, carrying off the dirt from before 
all the neighbours’ doors, for the sum of six- 
pence per month, to be paid by each house. 

I then wrote and printed a paper setting forth 
the advantages to the neighbourhood that 
might be obtain’d by this small expense; the 
greater ease in keeping our houses clean, so 
much dirt not being brought in by people’s 
feet; the benefit to the shops by more custom, 
etc., etc., as buyers could more easily get at 
them; and by not having, in windy weather, 
the dust blown in upon their goods, etc., etc. 

I sent one of these papers to each house, and 
in a day or two went round to see who would 
subscribe an agreement to pay these six- 
pences; it was unanimously sign’d, and for a 


time well executed. All the inhabitants of 
the city were delighted with the cleanliness 
of the pavement that surrounded the market, 
it being a convenience to all, and this rais’d a 
general desire to have all the streets paved, 
and made the people more willing to submit 
to a tax for that purpose. 

After some time I drew a bill for paving 
the city, and brought it into the Assembly. 
It was just before I went to England, in 1757, 
and did not pass till I was gone, and then 
with an alteration in the mode of assessment, 
which I thought not for the better, but with 
an additional provision for lighting as well as 
paving the streets, which was a great im- 
provement. It was by a private person, the 
late Mr. John Clifton, his giving a sample of 
the utility of lamps, by placing one at his 
door, that the people were first impress’d 
with the idea of enlighting all the city. The 
honour of this public benefit has also been 
ascrib’d to me, but it belongs truly to that 
gentleman. I did but follow his example, 
and have only some merit to claim respecting 
the form of our lamps, as differing from the 
globe lamps we were at first supply’d with 
from London. Those we found inconvenient 
in these respects: they admitted no air below; 
the smoke, therefore, did not readily go out 
above, but circulated in the globe, lodg’d on 
its inside, and soon obstructed the light they 
were intended to afford; giving, besides, the 
daily trouble of wiping them clean; and an 
accidental stroke on one of them would de- 
molish it, and render it totally useless. I 
therefore suggested the composing them of 
four flat panes, with a long funnel above to 
draw up the smoke, and crevices admitting 
air below, to facilitate the ascent of the smoke; 
by this means they were kept clean, and did 
not grow dark in a few hours, as the London 
lamps do, but continu’d bright till morning, 
and an accidental stroke would generally 
break but a single pane, easily repair’d. 

I have sometimes wonder’d that the Lon- 
doners did not, from the effect holes in the 
bottom of the globe lamps us’d at VauxhaU 
have in keeping them clean, learn to have 
such holes in their street lamps. But, these 
holes being made for another purpose, viz., 
to communicate flame more suddenly to the 
wick by a little flax hanging down thro’ them, | 
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the other use, of letting in air, seems not to 
have been thought of; and therefore, after the 
lamps have been lit a few hours, the streets of 
London are very poorly illuminated. 

Dogood Papers, No. VII 

{Funeral Elegies\ 

Give me the Muse, whose generous Force, 
Impatient of the Reins, 

Pursues an unattempted Course, 

Breaks all the Cnticks Iron Chains. 

Watts. 

To the Author of the New-England Courant. 
Sir, 

It has been the Complaint of many Ingen- 
ious Foreigners, who have tra veil’d amongst 
us, That good Poetry is not to be expected in New- 
England. I am apt to Fancy, the Reason is, 
not because our Countrymen are altogether 
void of a Poetical Genius, nor yet because we 
have not those Advantages of Education 
which other Countries have, but purely be- 
cause we do not afford that Praise and En- 
couragement which is merited, when any 
thing extraordinary of this Kind is produc’d 
among us: Upon which Consideration I have 
determined, when I meet with a Good Piece 
of New-England Poetry, to give it a suitable 
Encomium, and thereby endeavour to dis- 
cover to the World some of its Beautys, in 
order to encourage the Author to go on, and 
bless the World with more, and more Excel- 
lent Productions. 

There has lately appear’d among us a most 
Excellent Piece of Poetry, entitled. An Elegy 
upon the much Lamented Death of Mrs. Mehitebell 
Kitel, Wife of Mr. John Kitel of Salem, Etc. 
It may justly be said in its Praise, without 
Flattery to the Author, that it is the most 
Extraordinary Piece that was ever wrote in New- 
England. The Language is so soft and Easy, the 
Expression so moving and pathetick, but above 
all, the Verse and Numbers so Charming and 
Natural, that it is almost beyond Comparison. 

The Muse disdains 
Those Links and Chains, 

Measures and Rules of Vulgar Strains, 

And o'‘er the Laws of Harmony a Sovereign Queen she 
reigns. 


this, in respect to the Elegance of Stile, oi 
Smoothness of Rhime; and for the affecting 
Part, I will leave your Readers to judge, ij 
ever they read any Lines, that would soonei 
; make them draw their Breath and Sigh, if nol 
shed Tears, than these following. 

Come let us mourn, for we have lost a 
Wife, a Daughter, and a Sister, 

Who has lately taken Flight, and 
Q greatly we have mist her. 

In another place. 

Some little Time before she yielded up her Breath, 

She said, I ne'er shall hear one Sermon more on Earth. 
She kist her Husband some little Time before she ex- 
5 

Then leaned her Head the Pillow on, just out of Breath 
and tir'd. 

But the Threefold Appellation in the firsi 
Line 

— a Wife, a Daughter, and a Sister, 

must not pass unobserved. That Line in the 
celebrated Watts, 

Gunston, the fust, the Generous, and the Toung, 

is nothing Comparable to it. The latter only 
mentions three Qualifications of one Person 
who was deceased, which therefore could 
raise Grief and Compassion but for One. 
Whereas the former, {our most excellent Poet) 
gives his Reader a Sort of an Idea of the 
Death of Three Persons, viz. 

— a Wife, a Daughter, and a Sister, 

which is Three Times as great a Loss as the 
Death of One, and consequently must raise 
Three Times as much Grief and Compassion 
in the Reader. 

I should be very much straitened for Room, 
if I should attempt to discover even half the 
Excellencies of this Elegy which are obvious 
to me. Yet I cannot omit one Observation, 
which is, that the Author has (to his Honour) 
invented a new Species of Poetry, which wants 
a Name, and was never before known. His 
muse scorns to be confin’d to the old Measures 
and Limits, or to observe the dull Rules ol 
Cri ticks; 

Nor Rapin gives her Rules to fly, nor Purcell Notes tc 
Sing. 

Watts. 


I find no English Author, Ancient or Mod- Now ’tis Pity that such an Excellent Piece 
ern, whose Elegies may be compar’d with should not be dignify’d with a particular 
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Name; and seeing it cannot justly be called, 
either Epic, Sapphic, Lyric, or Pindaric, nor any 
other Name yet invented, I presume it may, 

(in Honour and Remembrance of the Dead) 
be called the Kitelig. Thus much in the 5 
Praise of Kitelic Poetry. 

It is certain, that those Elegies which are of 
our own Growth, (and our Soil seldom pro- 
duces any other sort of Poetry) are by far the 
greatest part, wretchedly Dull and Ridicu- 10 
lous. Now since it is imagin’d by many, that 
our Poets are honest, well-meaning Fellows, 
who do their best, and that if they had but 
some Instructions how to govern Fancy with 
Judgment, they would make indifferent good 15 
Elegies; I shall here subjoin a Receipt for that 
purpose, which was left me as a Legacy, 
(among other valuable Rarities) by my Rev- 
erend Husband. It is as follows, 

20 

A Receipt to make a New-England 
Funeral Elegy 

For the Title of your Elegy. Of these you 
may have enough ready made to your Hands; but if 
you should chuse to make it your self, you must be 25 
sure not to omit the words ^tatis Suae, which will 
Beautify it exceedingly. 

For the Subject of your Elegy. Take one 
of your Neighbours who has lately departed this Life; 

It IS no great matter at what Age the Party dfd, but 30 
it will he best if he went away suddenly, being 
Kill’d, Drown’d, or Frose to Death. 

Having chose the Person, take all his Virtues, 
Excellencies, &c. and if he have not enough, you 
may borrow some to make up a sufficient Quantity: 35 
To these add his last Words, dying Expressions, &c. 
if they are to be had; mix all these together, and be 
sure you strain them well. Then season all with a 
Handful or two of Melancholly Expressions, such as. 
Dreadful, Deadly, cruel cold Death, unhappy 40 
Fate, weeping Eyes, &c. Have mixed all these 
Ingredients well, put them into the empty Scull of 
some young Harvard; {but in Case you have ne'^er 
a One at Hand, you may use your own,) there let 
them Ferment for the Space of a Fortnight, and by 
that Time they will be incorporated into a Body, 
which take out, and having prepared a sufficient 
Quantity of double Rhimes, such as Power, Flower; 
Quiver, Shiver; Grieve us. Leave us; tell you, 
excel you; Expeditions, Physicians; Fatigue 
him. Intrigue him; &.c.you must spread all upon 
I^aper, and if you can procure a Scrap of Latin to put 


at the End, it will garnish it mightily; then having 
affixed your Name at the Bottom, with a Moestus 
Composuit, you will have an Excellent Elegy. 

N. B. This Receipt will serve when a Female is 
the Subject of your Elegy, provided you borrow a 
greater Quantity of Virtues, Excellencies, &c. 

Sir, 

Tour Servant, 
Silence Dogood. 

From On Liberty and Necessity 
( 1725 ) 

[Man in the Newtonian Universe] 

VIE If the Creature is thus limited in his Ac- 
tions, being able to do only such Things as God 
would have him to do, and not being able to refuse 
doing what God would have done; then he can have 
no such Thing as Liberty, Free-will or Power to do 
or refrain an Action. 

By Liberty is sometimes understood the Ab- 
sence of Opposition; and in this Sense, indeed, 
all our Actions may be said to be the Effects 
of our Liberty: But it is a Liberty of the same 
Nature with the Fall of a heavy Body to the 
Ground; it has Liberty to fall, that is, it meets 
with nothing to hinder its Fall, but at the 
same Time it is necessitated to fall, and has no 
Power or Liberty to remain suspended. 

But let us take the Argument in another 
View, and suppose ourselves to be, in the com- 
mon sense of the Word, Free Agents. As Man 
is a Part of this great Machine, the Universe, 
his regular Acting is requisite to the regular 
moving of the whole. Among the many 
Things which lie before him to be done, he 
may, as he is at Liberty and his Choice influ- 
enc’d by nothing, (for so it must be, or he is 
not at Liberty) chuse any one, and refuse the 
rest. Now there is every Moment something 
best to be done, which is alone then good, and 
with respect to which, every Thing else is at 
that Time evil. In order to know which is 
best to be done, and which not, it is requisite 
that we should have at one View all the intri- 
cate Consequences of every Action with re- 
spect to the general Order and Scheme of the 
Universe, both present and future; but they 
are innumerable and incomprehensible by 
any Thing but Omniscience. As we cannot 
know these, we have but as one Chance to ten 



THE AGE 


OF REASON 


134 


thousand, to hit on the right Action; we should 
then be perpetually blundering about in the 
Dark, and putting the Scheme in Disorder; 



not necessary then, that our Actions should 
be over-rul’d and govern’d by an all-wise 
Providence? — How exact and regular is 
every Thing in the natural World! How 
wisely in every Part contriv’d! We cannot lo 
here find the least Defect ! Those who have 
study’d the mere animal and vegetable Crea- 
tion, demonstrate that nothing can be more 
harmonious and beautiful ! All the heavenly 
Bodies, the Stars and Planets, are regulated 15 
with the utmost Wisdom 1 And can we sup- 
pose less Care to be taken in the Order of the 
moral than in the natural System? It is as if 
an ingenious Artificer, having fram’d a curi- 
ous Machine or Clock, and put its many intri- 20 
cate Wheels and Powers in such a Depend- 
ance on one another, but the whole might 
move in the most exact Order and Regular- 
ity, had nevertheless plac’d in it several other 
Wheels endu’d with an independent Self- 25 
Motion, but ignorant of the general Interest of 
the Clock; and these would every now and 
them be moving wrong, disordering the true 
Movement, and making continual Work for 
the Mender: which might better be pre- 30 
vented, by depriving them of that Power of 
Self-Motion, and placing them in a Depend- 
ance on the regular Part of the Clock. 

VIII. If there is no such Thing as Free-Will in 
Creatures, there can be neither Merit nor Demerit in 35 
Creatures. 

IX. And therefore every Creature must be 
equally esteem'd by the Creator. 

These Propositions appear to be the neces- 
sary Consequences of the former. And cer- 40 
tainly no Reason can be given, why the Cre- 
ator should prefer in his Esteem one Part of 
His Works to another, if with equal Wisdom 
and Goodness he design’d and created them 
all, since all 111 or Defect, as contrary to his 45 
Nature, is excluded by his Power. We will 
sum up the Argument thus. When the Creator 
first design’d the Universe, either it was His 
Will and Intention that all Things should 
exist and be in the Manner they are at this 50 
Time; or it was his Will they should be other- 
wise, i.e. in a different Manner: To say it was 


His Will Things should be otherwise than 
they are, is to say Somewhat hath contra- 
dicted His Will, and broken His Measures, 
which is impossible because inconsistent with 
his Power; therefore we must allow that al] 
Things exist now in a Manner agreeable tc 
His Will, and in consequence of that are all 
equally Good, and therefore equally esteem’d 
by Him. 

A Proposal for Promoting 
Useful Knowledge 

This is a circular letter which Franklin sent to 
his friends. 

Philadelphia, May 14 , 1743 . 

The English are possessed of a long tract oi 
continent, from Nova Scotia to Georgia, ex- 
tending north and south through differeni 
climates, having different soils, producing dif- 
ferent plants, mines, and minerals, and capa- 
ble of different improvements, manufactures. 
&c. 

The first drudgery of settling new colonies, 
which confines the attention of people tc 
mere necessaries, is now pretty well over: 
and there are many in every province in cir- 
cumstances that set them at ease, and afiford 
leisure to cultivate the finer arts and improve 
the common stock of knowledge. To such ol 
these who are men of speculation, many hints 
must from time to time arise, many observa- 
tions occur, which if well examined, pursued, 
and improved, might produce discoveries tc 
the advantage of some or all of the British 
plantations, or to the benefit of mankind in 
general. 

But as from the extent of the country such 
persons are widely separated, and seldom car 
see and converse or be acquainted with each 
other, so that many useful particulars remair 
uncommunicated, die with the discoverers, 
and are lost to mankind; it is, to remedy this 
inconvenience for the future, proposed. 

That one society be formed of virtuosi 01 
ingenious men, residing in the several colonies 
to be called The American Philosophical Society. 
who are to maintain a constant correspond- 
ence. 

That Philadelphia, being the city nearest 
the centre of the continent colonies, communi- 
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eating with all of them northward and south* 
ward by post, and with all the island by sea, 
and having the advantage of a good growing 
library, be the centre of the Society. 

That at Philadelphia there be always at s 
least seven members, viz. a physician, a 
botanist, a mathematician, a chemist, a mech- 
anician, a geographer, and a general natural 
philosopher, besides a president, treasurer, 
and secretary. lo 

That these members meet once a month, 
or oftener, at their own expense, to com- 
municate to each other their observations and 
experiments, to receive, read, and consider 
such letters, communications, or queries as 15 
shall be sent from distant members; to direct 
the dispersing of copies of such communica- 
tions as are valuable, to other distant mem- 
bers, in order to procure their sentiments 
thereupon. 20 

That the subjects of the correspondence be: 
all new-discovered plants, herbs, trees, roots, 
their virtues, uses, methods of propagat- 
ing them, and making such as are useful, 
but particular to some plantations, more 25 
general; improvements of vegetable juices, as 
ciders, wines, &c.; new methods of curing 
or preventing diseases; all new-discovered 
fossils in different countries, as mines, min- 
erals, and quarries; new and useful improve- 30 
ments in any branch of mathematics; new 
discoveries in chemistry, such as improve- 
ments in distillation, brewing, and assaying 
of ores; new mechanical inventions for saving 
labour, as mills and carriages, and for raising 35 
and conveying of water, draining of meadows, 
&c.; all new arts, trades, and manufactures, 
that may be proposed or thought of; surveys, 
maps, and charts of particular parts of the 
sea-coasts or inland countries; course and 40 
junction of rivers and great roads, situation 
of lakes and mountains, nature of the soil and 
productions; new methods of improving the 
breed of useful animals; introducing other 
sorts from foreign countries; new improve- 45 
ments in planting, gardening, and clearing 
land; and all philosophical experiments that 
let light into the nature of things, tend to in- 
crease the power of man over matter, and 
multiply the conveniences or pleasures of life. 50 
That a correspondence, already begun by 
some intended members, shall be kept up by 
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this Society with the Royal Society of 
London, and with the Dublin Society. 

That every member shall have abstracts 
sent him quarterly, of every thing valuable 
communicated to the Society’s Secretary at 
Philadelphia; free of all charge except the 
yearly payment hereafter mentioned. 

That, by permission of the postmaster- 
general, such communications pass between 
the Secretary of the Society and the members, 
postage-free. 

That, for defraying the expense of such ex- 
periments as the Society shall judge proper 
to cause to be made, and other contingent 
charges for the common good, every member 
send a piece of eight per annum to the treas- 
urer, at Philadelphia, to form a common 
stock, to be disbursed by order of the Presi- 
dent with the consent of the majority of the 
members that can conveniently be consulted 
thereupon, to such persons and places where 
and by whom the experiments are to be 
made, and otherwise as there shall be occa- 
sion; of which disbursements an exact account 
shall be kept, and communicated yearly to 
every member. 

That, at the first meetings of the members 
at Philadelphia, such rules be formed for 
regulating their meetings and transactions for 
the general benefit, as shall be convenient 
and necessary; to be afterwards changed and 
improved as there shall be occasion, wherein 
due regard is to be had to the advice of distant 
members. 

That, at the end of every year, collections 
be made and printed, of such experiments, 
discoveries, and improvements, as may be 
thought of public advantage; and that every 
member have a copy sent him. 

That the business and duty of the Secretary 
be to receive all letters intended for the So- 
ciety, and lay them before the President and 
members at their meetings; to abstract, cor- 
rect, and methodize such papers as require 
it, and as he shall be directed to do by the 
President, after they have been considered, 
debated, and digested in the Society; to enter 
copies thereof in the Society’s books, and 
msike out copies for distant members; to 
answer their letters by direction of the Presi- 
dent, and keep records of all material trans- 
actions of the Society. 
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Benjamin Franklin, the writer of this Pro- 
posal, offers himself to serve the Society as 
their secretary, till they shall be provided 
with one more capable. 

The Way to Wealth 

( 1758 ) 

This “speech of Father Abrtiham at an auction” 
was first published as a sort of preface to Poor 
Richard’s Almanac for 1758. 

Courteous Reader, 

I have heard that nothing gives an Author 
so great Pleasure, as to find his Works re- 
spectfully quoted by other learned Authors. 
This Pleasure I have seldom enjoyed; for 
tho’ I have been, if I may say it without 
Vanity, an eminent Author of Almanacks an- 
nually now a full Quarter of a Century, my 
Brother Authors in the same Way, for what 
Reason I know not, have ever been very 
sparing in their Applauses, and no other 
Author has taken the least Notice of me, so 
that did not my Writings produce me some 
solid Pudding, the great Deficiency of Praise 
would have quite discouraged me. 

I concluded at length, that the People 
were the best Judges of my merit; for they 
buy my Works; and besides, in my Rambles, 
where I am not personally known, I have 
frequently heard one or other of my Adages 
repeated, with, as Poor Richard says, at the 
End on ’t; this gave me some Satisfaction, 
as it showed not only that my Instructions 
were regarded, but discovered likewise some 
Respect for my Authority; and I own, that 
to encourage the Practice of remembering 
and repeating those wise Sentences, I have 
sometimes quoted myself with great Gravity. 

Judge, then how much I must have been 
gratified by an Incident I am going to relate 
to you. I stopt my Horse lately where a 
great Number of People were collected at a 
Vendue of Merchant Goods. The Hour of 
Sale not being come, they were conversing on 
the Badness of the Times and one of the 
Company call’d to a plain clean old Man, 
with white Locks, “Pray, Father Abraham, 
what think you of the Times? Won’t these 
heavy Taxes quite ruin the Country? How 
shall we be ever able to pay them? What 
would you advise us to?” Father Abraham 


stood up, and reply’d, ‘Tf you’d have my 
Advice, I’ll give it you in short, for A Word to 
the Wise is enough, and many Words wodt Jill 
a Bushel, as Poor Richard says.” They join’d 
5 in desiring him to speak his Mind, and gath- 
ering round him, he proceeded as follows; 

“Friends,” says he, “and Neighbours, the 
Taxes are indeed very heavy, and if those 
laid on by the Government were the only 
10 Ones we had to pay, we might more easily 
discharge them; but we have many others, 
and much more grievous to some of us. We 
are taxed twice as much by our Idleness, 
three times as much by our Pride, and four 
15 times as much by our Folly; and from these 
Taxes the Commissioners cannot ease or 
deliver us by allowing an Abatement. How- 
ever let us hearken to good Advice, and some- 
thing may be done for us; God helps them that 
20 help themselves, as Poor Richard says, in his 
Almanack of 1733 . 

It would be thought a hard Government 
that should tax its People one-tenth Part of 
their Time, to be employed in its Service. 
25 But Idleness taxes many of us much more, if 
we reckon all that is spent in absolute Sloth, 
or doing of nothing, with that which is spent 
in idle Employments or Amusements, that 
amount to nothing. Sloth, by bringing on 
30 Diseases, absolutely shortens Life. Sloth, 
like Rust, consumes faster than Labour wears; 
while the used Key is always bright, as Poor 
Richard says. But dost thou love Life, then do 
not squander Time; for that’s the stuff Life is 
35 made of, as Poor Richard says. How much 
more than is necessary do we spend in sleep, 
forgetting that The Sleeping Fox catches no 
Poultry, and that There will be sleeping enough 
in the Grave, as Poor Richard says. 

40 If Time he of all Things the most precious, 
wasting Time must he, as Poor Richard says, 
the greatest Prodigality; since, as he elsewhere 
tells us. Lost Time is never found again; and 
what we call Time enough, always proves little 
45 enough: Let us then up and be doing, and 
doing to the Purpose; so by Diligence shall 
we do more with less Perplexity. Sloth 
makes all Things difficult, but Industry all 
ea^, as Poor Richard says; and He that riseth 
50 late must trot all Day, and shall scarce overtake 
his Business at Night; while Laziness travels 
so slowly, that Poverty soon overtakes him, as we 
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read in Poor Richard, who adds, Drive thy 
Business, let not that drive thee; and Early to 
Bed, and early to rise, makes a Man healthy, 
wealthy, and wise. 

So what signifies wishing and hoping for s 
better Times. We may make these Times 
better, if we bestir ourselves. Industry need 
not wish, as Poor Richard says, and he that 
lives upon Hope will die fasting. There are no 
Gains without Pains; then Help Hands, for I lo 
have no Lands, or if I have, they are smartly 
taxed. And, as Poor Richard likewise ob- 
serves, He that hath a Trade hath an Estate; 
and he that hath a Calling, hath an Office of 
Profit and Honour; but then the Trade must 15 
be worked at, and the Calling well followed, 
or neither the Estate nor the Office will enable 
us to pay our Taxes. If we are industrious 
we shall never starve; for, as Poor Richard 
says. At the working Man^s House Hunger 20 
looks in, but dares not enter. Nor will the 
Bailiff or the Constable enter, for Industry 
pays Debts, while Despair encreaseth them, says 
Poor Richard. What though you have found 
no Treasure, nor has any rich Relation left 25 
you a Legacy, Diligence is the Mother of 
Goodluck as Poor Richard says and God gives 
all Things to Industry. Then plough deep, 
while Sluggards sleep, and you shall have Corn 
to sell and to keep, says Poor Dick. Work 30 
while it is called To-day, for you know not 
how much you may be hindered To-morrow, 
which makes Poor Richard say. One to-day is 
worth two To-morrows, and farther. Have you 
somewhat to do To-morrow, do it To-day. If 35 
you were a Servant, would you not be 
ashamed that a good Master should catch 
you idle? Are you then your own Master, be 
ashamed to catch yourself idle, as Poor Dick 
says. When there is so much to be done for 40 
vourself, your Family, your Country, and 
your gracious King, be up by Peep of Day; 

Let not the Sun look down and say. Inglorious 
here he lies. Handle your tools without Mit- 
tens; remember that The Cat in Gloves catches 45 
no Mice, as Poor Richard says. ’Tis true 
there is much to be done, and perhaps you 
are weak-handed, but stick to it steadily; 
and you will see great Effects, for Constant 
Dropping wears away Stones, and by Diligence 50 
and Patience the Mouse ate in two the Cable; 
and Little Strokes fell great Oaks, as Poor 


Richard says in his Almanack, the Year I 
cannot just now remember. 

Methinks I hear some of you say. Must a 
Man affiord himself no Leisure? I will tell 
thee, my friend, what Poor Richard says. 
Employ thy Time well, if thou meanest to gain 
Leisure; and, since thou art not sure of a Minute, 
throw not away an Hour. Leisure, is Time 
for doing something useful; this Leisure the 
diligent Man will obtain, but the lazy Man 
never; so that, as Poor Richard says, A Life 
of Leisure and a Life of Laziness are two Things. 
Do you imagine that Sloth will afford you 
more Comfort than Labour? No, for as 
Poor Richard says. Trouble springs from Idle- 
ness, and grievous Toil from needless Ease. 
Many without Labour, would live by their Wits 
only, but they break for want of Stock. Whereas 
Industry gives Comfort, and Plenty, and 
Respect: Fly Pleasures, and thefll follow you. 
The diligent Spinner has a large Shift; and now I 
have a Sheep and a Cow, everybody bids me good 
Morrow; all which is well said by Poor Richard. 

But with our Industry, we must likewise be 
steady, settled, and careful, and oversee our 
own Affairs with our own Eyes, and not trust 
too much to others; for, as Poor Richard says 

I never saw an oft-removed Tree, 

Nor yet an oft-removed Family, 

That throve so well as those that settled be. 

And again. Three Removes is as bad as a Fire; 
and again. Keep thy Shop, and thy Shop will 
keep thee; and again, If you would have your 
Business done, go; if not, send. And again 

He that by the Plough would thrive. 

Himself must either hold or drive. 

And again. The Eye of a Master will do more 
Work than both his Hands; and again. Want 
of Care does us more Damage than Want of 
Knowledge; and again. Not to oversee Workmen, 
is to leave them your Purse open. Trusting too 
much to others’ Care is the Ruin of many; 
for, as the Almanack says. In the Affairs 
of this World, Men are saved, not by Faith, 
but by the Want of it; but a Man’s own Care 
is profitable; for, saith Poor Dick, Learning is 
to the Studious, and Riches to the Careful, as 
well as Power to the Bold, and Heaven to the 
Virtuous, and farther. If you would have a 
faithful Servant, and one that you like, serve 
yourself. And again, he adviseth to Circum- 
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spection and Care, even in the smallest Mat- 
ters, because sometimes A little Neglect may 
breed great Mischief; adding, for want of a Nail 
the Shoe was lost; for want of a Shoe the Horse 
was lost; and for want of a Horse the Rider 
was lost, being overtaken and slain by the Enemy; 
all for want of Care about a Horse-shoe Natl. 

So much for Industry, my Friends, and 
Attention to one’s own Business; but to 
these we must add Frugality, if we would 
make our Industry more certainly successful. 
A Man may, if he knows not how to save as 
he gets, keep his Nose all his Life to the Grind- 
stone, and die not worth a Groat at last. 
A fat Kitchen makes a lean Will, as Poor Richard 
says; and 

Many Estates are spent in the Getting, 

Since Women for Tea forsook Spinning and Knitting, 
And Men for Punch forsook Hewing and Splitting. 

If you would he wealthy, says he, in another 
Almanack, think of Saving as well as of Getting: 
The Indies have not made Spain rich, because her 
Outgoes are greater than her Incomes. 

Away then with your expensive Follies, 
and you will not then have so much Cause to 
complain of hard Times, heavy Taxes, and 
chargeable Families; for, as Poor Dick says, 

Women and Wine, Game and Deceit, 

Make the Wealth small and the Wants great. 

And farther. What maintains one Vice, would 
bring up two Children. You may think per- 
haps, that a little Tea, or a little Punch now 
and then. Diet a little more costly. Clothes a 
little finer, and a little Entertainment now and 
then, can be no great Matter; but remember 
what Poor Richard says, Many a Little makes 
a Mickle; and farther. Beware of little Ex- 
pences; A small Leak will sink a great Ship; 
and again. Who Dainties love, shall Beggars 
prove; and moreover. Fools make Feasts, and 
wise Men eat them. 

Here you are all got together at this 
Vendue of Fineries and Knicknacks. You 
call them Goods; but if you do not take Care, 
they will prove Evils to some of you. You 
expect they will be sold cheap, and perhaps 
they may for less than they cost, but if you 
have no Occasion for them, they must be 
dear to you. Remember what Poor Richard 
says. Buy what thou hast no Need of, and ere 


long thou shall sell thy Necessaries. And again, 
At a great Pennyworth pause a while: He means, 
that perhaps the Cheapness is apparent only^ 
and not Real; or the bargain, by straitening 
5 thee in thy Business, may do thee more Harm 
than Good. For in another Place he says, 
Many have been ruined by buying good Penny- 
worths. Again, Poor Richard says, His foolish 
to lay out Money in a Purchase of Repentance; 
10 and yet this Folly is practised every Day 
at Vendues, for want of minding the Al- 
manack. Wise Men, as Poor Dick says, learn 
by others Harms, Fools scarcely by their own; 
but felix quern faciunt aliena pericula cautum. 
15 [Happy is he whom the mistakes of others 
makes cautious.] Many a one, for the Sake 
of Finery on the Back, have gone with a hun- 
gry Belly, and half-starved their Families. 
Silks and Sattins, Scarlet and Velvets, as Poor 
20 Richard says, put out the Kitchen Fire. 

These are not the Necessaries of Life, they 
can scarcely be called the Conveniences; and 
yet only because they look pretty, how many 
want to have them! The artificial Wants of 
25 Mankind thus become more numerous than 
the Natural; and, as Poor Dick says, for one 
poor Person, there are an hundred indigent. By 
these, and other Extravagancies, the Genteel 
are reduced to poverty, and forced to borrow 
30 of those whom they formerly despised, but 
who through Industry and Frugality have 
maintained their Standing; in which Case 
it appears plainly, that A Ploughman on hn 
Legs is higher than a Gentleman on his Knees, 
35 as Poor Richard says. Perhaps they have 
had a small Estate left them, which they 
knew not the Getting of, they think, His 
Day, and will never be Night; that a little to 
be spent out of so much, is not worth minding; 
40 a Child and a Fool, as Poor Richard says, imagine 
Twenty shillings and Twenty Tears can never 
be spent but, always taking out of the Meal-tuh, 
and never putting in, soon comes to the Bottom; 
as Poor Dick says. When the WelVs dry, they 
45 know the Worth of Water. But this they might 
have known before, if they had taken his 
Advice; If you would know the Value of Money, 
go and try to borrow some; or, he that goes a bor- 
rowing goes a sorrowing; and indeed so does he 
50 that lends to such People, when he goes to 
get it in again. Poor Dick farther advises, and 
says, 
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Fond Pride of Dress is sure a very Curse; 

FPer Fancy you consult ^ consult your Purse, 

And again, Pride is as loud a Beggar as Want 
and a great deal more saucy. When you have ^ 
bought one fine Thing, you must buy ten 
more, that your Appearance may be all of a 
Piece; but Poor Dick says, ^Tis easier to sup- 
press the first Desire^ than to satisfy all that follows 
it. And ’tis as truly Folly for the Poor to 
ape the Rich, as for the Frog to swell, in 
order to equal the ox. 

Great Estates may venture more^ 

But little Boats should keep near Shore. 

’Tis, however, a Folly soon punished; for 
Pride that dines on Vanity, sups on Contempt, 
as Poor Richard says. And in another Place, 
Pride breakfasted with Plenty, dined with Poverty, 
and supped with Infamy. And after all, of 
what Use is this Pride of Appearance, for which 
so much is risked, so much is suffered? It 
cannot promote Health, or ease Pain; it 
makes no Increase of Merit in the Person, 
it creates Envy, it hastens Misfortune. 

What is a Butterfly? At best 
He^s but a Caterpillar drest 
The gaudy Fop’s his Picture just, 

30 

as Poor Richard says. 

But what Madness must it be to run in 
Debt for these Superfluities! We are offered, 
by the Terms of this Vendue, Six Months’ 
Credit; and that perhaps has induced some 35 
of us to attend it, because we cannot spare 
the ready Money, and hope now to be fine 
without it. But, ah, think what you do 
when you run in Debt; you give to another 
Power over your Liberty. If you cannot pay 40 
at the Time, you will be ashamed to see your 
Creditor; you will be in Fear when you 
speak to him; you will make poor pitiful 
sneaking Excuses, and by Degrees come to 
lose your Veracity, and sink into base down- 45 
right lying; for, as Poor Richard says. The 
second Vice is Lying, the first is running in Debt. 
And again, to the same Purpose, Lying rides 
upon Debt’s Back. Whereas a free-born 
Englishman ought not to be ashamed or afraid 50 
to see or speak to any Man living. But 
Poverty often deprives a Man of all Spirit 


and Virtue: ’Tis hard for an empty Bag to 
stand upright, as Poor Richard truly says. 

What would you think of that Prince, or 
that Government, who should issue an Edict 
forbidding you to dress like a Gentleman or a 
Gentlewoman, on Pain of Imprisonment or 
Servitude? Would you not say, that you 
were free, have a Right to dress as you please, 
and that such an Edict would be a Breach 
of your Privileges, and such a Government 
tyrannical? And yet you are about to put 
yourself under that tyranny, when you run in 
Debt for such Dress! Your Creditor has 
Authority, at his Pleasure to deprive you of 
your Liberty, by confining you in Gaol for 
Life, or to sell you for a Servant, if you should 
not be able to pay him ! When you have got 
your Bargain, you may, perhaps, think little 
of Payment; but Creditors, Poor Richard tells 
us, have better Memories than Debtors; and in 
another Place says. Creditors are a superstitious 
Sect, great Observers of set Days and Times. 
The Day comes round before you are aware, 
and the Demand is made before you are 
prepared to satisfy it; or if you bear your 
Debt in Mind, the Term which at first 
seemed so long, will, as it lessens, appear 
extreamly short. Time will seem to have 
added Wings to his Heels as well as Shoul- 
ders. Those have a short Lent, saith Poor 
Richard, who owe Money to be paid at Easter. 
Then since, as he says. The Borrower is a 
Slave to the Lender, and the Debtor to the Creditor, 
disdain the Chain, preserve your Freedom; 
and maintain your Independency: Be In- 
dustrious and free; be frugal and free. At 
present, perhaps, you may think yourself 
in thriving Circumstances, and that you can 
bear a little Extravagance without Injury; 
but. 

For Age and Want, save while you may; 

No Morning Sun lasts a whole Day, 

as Poor Richard says. Gain may be tempo- 
rary and uncertain, but ever while you live. 
Expence is constant and certain; and ’tis 
easier to build two Chimnies, than to keep one in 
Fuel, as Poor Richard says. So, Rather go to 
Bed supperless than rise in Debt. 

Get what you can, and what you get hold; 

’ Tis the Stone that will turn all your lead into Gold, 
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as Poor Richard says. And when you have got 
the Philosopher’s Stone, sure you will no 
longer complain of bad Times, or the Diffi- 
culty of paying Taxes. 

This Doctrine, my Friends, is Reason and 
Wisdom; but after all, do not depend too 
much upon your own Industry, and Frugality, 
and Prudence, though excellent Things, for 
they may all be blasted without the Blessing 
of Heaven; and therefore, ask that Blessing 
humbly, and be not uncharitable to those 
that at present seem to want it, but comfort 
and help them. Remember, Job suffered, 
and was afterwards prosperous. 

And now to conclude. Experience keeps a 
dear School, hut Fools will learn in no other, 
and scarce in that; for it is true, we may give 
Advice, but we cannot give Conduct, as Poor 
Richard says: Flowever, remember this, They 
that won’t be counselled, can’t he helped, as Poor 
Richard says: and farther. That, if you will 
not hear Reason, shedl surely rap your KnucklesP 

Thus the old Gentleman ended his Ha- 
rangue. The People heard it, and approved 
the Doctrine, and immediately practised the 
contrary, just as if it had been a common 
Sermon; for the Vendue opened, and they 
began to buy extravagantly, notwithstand- 
ing his Cautions and their own Fear of Taxes. 
I found the good Man had thoroughly 
studied my Almanacks, and digested all I 
had dropt on these Topicks during the 
Course of Five and twenty Years. The fre- 
quent Mention he made of me must have 
tired any one else, but my Vanity was won- 
derfully delighted with it, though I was con- 
scious that not a tenth Part of the Wisdom 
was my own, which he ascribed to me, but 
rather the Gleanings I had made of the Sense 
of all Ages and Nations. However, I re- 
solved to be the better for the Echo of it; and 
though I had at first determined to buy 
Stuff for a new Coat, I went away resolved to 
wear my old One a little longer. Reader, if 
thou wilt do the same, thy Profit will be as 
great as mine. I am, as ever, thine to serve 
thee. 

Richard Saunders. 

July 7 , 1757 


Rules by Which a Great Empire 
May Be Reduced 

TO A SMALL ONE; PRESENTED TO A 
5 LATE MINISTER, WHEN HE EN- 

TERED UPON HIS ADMIN- 
ISTRATION • 

( 1773 ) 

10 An ancient Sage boasted, that, tho’ he 
could not fiddle, he knew how to make a 
great city of a little one. The science that I, 
a modern simpleton, am about to communi- 
cate, is the very reverse. 

15 I address myself to all ministers who have 
the management of extensive dominions, 
which from their very greatness are become 
troublesome to govern, because the multi- 
plicity of their affairs leaves no time for 
20 fiddling. 

I. In the first place, gentlemen, you are to 
consider, that a great empire, like a great 
cake, is most easily diminished at the edges. 
Turn your attention, therefore, first to your 

25 remotest provinces; that, as you get rid of 
them, the next may follow in order. 

II. That the possibility of this separation 
may always exist, take special care the prov- 
inces are never incorporated with the 

30 mother country; that they do not enjoy the 
same common rights, the same privileges in 
commerce; and that they are governed by 
severer laws, all oi your enacting, without allow- 
ing them any share in the choice of the 
35 legislators. By carefully making and pre- 
serving such distinctions, you will (to keep to 
my simile of the cake) act like a wise ginger- 
bread-baker who, to facilitate a division, 
cuts his dough half through in those places 
40 where, when baked, he would have it broken 
to pieces. 

HI. Those remote provinces have perhaps 
been acquired, purchased, or conquered, at 
the sole expence of the settlers, or their an- 
45 cestors, without the aid of the mother coun- 
try. If this should happen to increase her 
strength, by their growing numbers, ready to 
join in her wars, her commerce, by their grow- 
ing demand for her manufactures; or her 
50 naval power, by greater employment for her 
ships and seamen, they may probably sup- 
pose some merit in this, and that it entitles 
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them to some favour; you are therefore to contribute to impress those ideas of your 
forget it all, or resent it, as if they had done government, that are proper for a people you 
you injury. If they happen to be zealous would wish to renounce it. 

whigs, friends of liberty, nurtured in revo- VI. To confirm these impressions, and 
lution principles, remember all that to their s strike them deeper, whenever the injured 
prejudice, and resolve to punish it; for such come to the capital with complaints of mal- 
principles, after a revolution is thoroughly administration, oppression, or injustice, pun- 
established, are of no more use; they are even ish such suitors with long delay, enormous 
odious and abominable. expence, and a final judgment in favour of 

IV. However peaceably your colonies have lo the oppressor. This will have an admirable 

submitted to your government, shewn their effect every way. The trouble of future 
affection to your interests, and patiently complaints will be prevented, and Governors 
borne their grievances, you are to suppose and Judges will be encouraged to farther acts 

them always inclined to revolt, and treat of oppression and injustice; and thence the 

them accordingly. Quarter troops among 15 people may become more disaffected, and at 
them, who by their insolence may provoke the length desperate. 

rising of mobs, and by their bullets and VII. When such Governors have crammed 

bayonets suppress them. By this means, their coffers, and made themselves so odious 
like the husband who uses his wife ill from to the people that they can no longer remain 
suspicion, you may in time convert your 20 among them, with safety to their persons, 
suspicions into realities. recall and reward them with pensions. You 

V. Remote provinces must have Governors may make them baronets too, if that respect- 

and Judges, to represent the Royal Person, able order should not think fit to resent it. 

and execute everywhere the delegated parts All will contribute to encourage new gov- 
of his office and authority. You ministers 25 ernors in the same practice, and make the 
know, that much of the strength of govern- supreme government, detestable. 

ment depends on the opinion of the people, VIII. If, when you are engaged in war, 
and much of that opinion on the choice of your colonies should vie in liberal aids of men 
rulers placed immediately over them. If you and money against the common enemy, upon 
send them wise and good men for governors, 30 your simple requisition, and give far beyond 
who study the interest of the colonists, and their abilities, reflect that a penny taken 
advance their prosperity, they will think from them by your power is more honourable 
their King wise and good, and that he wishes to you, than a pound presented by their 
the welfare of his subjects. If you send them benevolence; despise therefore their volun- 
learned and upright men for Judges, they 35 tary grants, and resolve to harass them with 
will think him a lover of justice. This may novel taxes. They will probably complain 
attach your provinces more to his govern- to your parliaments, that they are taxed by a 
ment. You are therefore to be careful whom body in which they have no representative, 
you recommend for those offices. If you can and that this is contrary to common right, 
find prodigals, who have ruined their for- 40 They will petition for redress. Let the 
tunes, broken gamesters or stock-jobbers. Parliaments flout their claims, reject their 
these may do well as governors; for they will petitions, refuse even to suffer the reading 
probably be rapacious, and provoke the of them, and treat the petitioners with the 
people by their extortions. Wrangling proc- utmost contempt. Nothing can have a 
tors and pettifogging lawyers, too, are not 45 better effect in producing the alienation nro- 
amiss, for they will be for ever disputing and posed; for though many can forgive injuries, 
quarrelling with their little parliaments. none ever forgave contempt. 

If withal they should be ignorant, wrong- IX. In laying these taxes, never regard the 
headed, and insolent, so much the better. heavy burthens those remote people already 
Attornies’ clerks and Newgate solicitors will 50 undergo, in defending their own frontiers, 
do for Chief Justices, especially if they hold supporting their own provincial govem- 
their places during your pleasure; and all will ments, making new roads, building bridges, 
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churches, and other public edifices, which in 
old countries have been done to your hands 
by your ancestors, but which occasion con- 
stant calls and demands on the purses of a 
new people. Forget the restraints you lay on 
their trade iov your own benefit, and the ad- 
vantage a monopoly of this trade gives your 
exacting merchants. Think nothing of the 
wealth those merchants and your manu- 
facturers acquire by the colony commerce; 
their encreased ability thereby to pay taxes 
at home; their accumulating, in the price of 
their commodities, most of those taxes, and 
so levying them from their consuming cus- 
tomers; all this, and the employment and 
support of thousands of your poor by the 
colonists, you are entirely to Jorget, But 
remember to make your arbitrary tax more 
grievous to your provinces, by public declara- 
tions importing that your power of taxing 
them has no limits; so that when you take 
from them without their consent one shilling 
in the pound, you have a clear right to the 
other nineteen. This will probably weaken 
every idea of security in their property^ and con- 
vince them, that under such a government 
they have nothing they can call their own; which 
can scarce fail of producing the happiest con- 
sequences! 

X. Possibly, indeed, some of them might 
still comfort themselves, and say, “Though 
we have no property, we have yet something 
left that is valuable; we have constitutioncd 
liberty, both of person and of conscience. 
This King, these Lords, and these Commons, 
who it seems are too remote from us to know 
us, and feel for us, cannot take from us our 
Habeas Corpus right, or our right of trial by a 
jury of our neighbours; they cannot deprive 
us of the exercise of our religion, alter our 
ecclesiastical constitution, and compel us to 
be Papists, if they please, or Mahometans.” 
To annihilate this comfort, begin by laws to 
perplex their commerce with infinite regula- 
tions, impossible to be remembered and ob- 
served; ordain seizures of their property for 
every failure; take away the trial of such 
property by Jury, and give it to arbitrary 
Judges of your own appointing, and of the 
lowest characters in the country, whose sal- 
2iries and emoluments are to arise out of the 
duties or condemnations, and whose appoint- 


ments are during pleasure. Then let there be 
a formal declaration of both Houses, that 
opposition to your edicts is treason, and that 
any person suspected of treason in the 
5 provinces may, according to some obsolete 
law, be seized and sent to the metropolis of 
the empire for trial; and pass an act, that 
those there charged with certain other of- 
fences, shall be sent away in chains from 
lo their friends and country to be tried in the 
same manner for felony. Then erect a new 
Court of Inquisition among them, accom- 
panied by an armed force, with instructions 
to transport all such suspected persons; to 
15 be ruined by the expence, if they bring over 
evidences to prove their innocence, or be 
found guilty and hanged, if they cannot 
afford it. And, lest the people should think 
you cannot possibly go any farther, pass 
20 another solemn declaratory act, “that King, 
Lords, Commons had, hath, and of right 
ought to have, full power and authority to 
make statutes of sufficient force and validity 
to bind the unrepresented provinces in all 
25 CASES WHATSOEVER.” This will include 
spiritual with temporal, and, taken together, 
must operate wonderfully to your purpose: 
by convincing them, that they are at present 
under a power something like that spoken of 
30 in the scriptures, which can not only kill their 
bodies, but damn their souls to all eternity, by 
compelling them, if it pleases, to worship the 
Devil. 

XI. To make your taxes more odious, and 
35 more likely to procure resistance, send from 
the capital a board of officers to superintend 
the collection, composed of the most indis- 
creet, ill-bred, and insolent you can find. Let 
these have large salaries out of the extorted 
40 revenue, and live in open, grating luxury 
upon the sweat and blood of the industrious; 
whom they are to worry continually with 
groundless and expensive prosecutions be- 
fore the above-mentioned arbitrary revenue 
45 Judges; all at the cost of the party prosecuted, 
tho’ acquitted, because the King is to pay no 
costs. Let these men, by your order, be ex- 
empted from all the common taxes and 
burthens of the province, though they and 
50 their property are protected by its laws. H 
any revenue officers are suspected of the least 
tenderness for the people, discard them. H 
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Others are justly complained of, protect and 
reward them. If any of the under officers 
behave so as to provoke the people to drub 
them, promote those to better offices: this 
will encourage others to procure for them- s 
selves such profitable drubblings, by multi- 
plying and enlarging such provocations, and 
all will work towards the end you aim at. 

XII. Another way to make your tax odi- 
ous, is to misapply the produce of it. If it lo 
was originally appropriated for the defence of 
the provinces, the better support of govern- 
ment, and the administration of justice, 
where it may be necessary^ then apply none 

of it to that defence^ but bestow it where it is 15 
not necessary^ in augmented salaries or pen- 
sions to every governor, who has distin- 
guished himself by his enmity to the people, 
and by calumniating them to their sovereign. 
This will make them pay it more unwillingly, 20 
and be more apt to quarrel with those that 
collect it and those that imposed it, who will 
quarrel again with them, and all shall con- 
tribute to your main purpose, of making them 
weary of your government. 25 

XIII. If the people of any province have 
been accustomed to support their own Gov- 
ernors and Judges to satisfaction, you are to 
apprehend that such Governors and Judges 
may be thereby influenced to treat the people 30 
kindly, and to do them justice. This is an- 
other reason for applying part of that rev- 
enue in larger salaries to such Governors 
and Judges, given, as their commissions are, 
during your pleasure only; forbidding them 35 
to take any salaries from their provinces; 
that thus the people may no longer hope any 
kindness from their Governors, or (in Crown 
cases) any justice from their Judges. And, 

as the money thus misapplied in one prov- 40 
ince is extorted from all, probably all will 
resent the misapplication. 

XIV. If the parliaments of your provinces 
should dare to claim rights, or complain of 
your administration, order them to be har- 45 
assed with repeated dissolutions. If the same 
cnen are continually returned by new elec- 
tions, adjourn their meetings to some coun- 
try village, where they cannot be accommo- 
dated, and there keep them during pleasure; 50 
for this, you know, is your prerogative; 

^nd an excellent one it is, as you may 
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manage it to promote discontents among the 
people, diminish their respect, and increase 
their disaffection. 

XV. Convert the brave, honest officers of 
your navy into pimping tide-waiters and 
colony officers of the customs. Let those, 
who in time of war fought gallantly in de- 
fence of the commerce of their countrymen, 
in peace be taught to prey upon it. Let 
them learn to be corrupted by great and real 
smugglers; but (to shew their diligence) 
scour with armed boats every bay, harbour, 
river, creek, cove, or nook throughout the 
coast of your colonies; stop and detain every 
coaster, every wood-boat, every fisherman, 
tumble their cargoes and even their ballast 
inside out and upside down; and, if a 
penn’orth of pins is found un-entered, let the 
whole be seized and confiscated. Thus shall 
the trade of your colonists suffer more from 
their friends in time of peace, than it did from 
their enemies in war. Then let these boats 
crews land upon every farm in their way, rob 
the orchards, steal the pigs and the poultry, 
and insult the inhabitants. If the injured 
and exasperated farmers, unable to procure 
other justice, should attack the aggressors, 
drub them, and burn their boats; you are 
to call this high treason and rebellion, order 
fleets and armies into their country, and 
threaten to carry all the offenders three 
thousand miles to be hanged, drawn, and 
quartered. 0 ! this will work admirably! 

XVI. If you are told of discontents in your 
colonies, never believe that they are general, 
or that you have given occasion for them; 
therefore do not think of applying any rem- 
edy, or of changing any offensive measure. 
Redress no grievance, lest they should be 
encouraged to demand the redress of some 
other grievance. Grant no request that is 
just and reasonable, lest they should make 
another that is unreasonable. Take all your 
informations of the state of the colonies from 
your Governors and officers in enmity with 
them. Encourage and reward these leasing- 
makers; secrete their lying accusations, lest 
they should be confuted; but act upon them 
as the clearest evidence; and believe nothing 
you hear from the friends of the people: sup- 
pose all their complaints to be invented and 
promoted by a few factious demagogues. 
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whom if you could catch and hang, all 
would be quiet. Catch and hang a few of 
them accordingly; and the blood of the Martyrs 
shall work miracles in favour of your purpose. 

XVII. If you see rival nations rejoicing 5 
at the prospect of your disunion with your 
provinces, and endeavouring to promote it; 
if they translate, publish, and applaud all the 
complaints of your discontented colonists, at 
the same time privately stimulating you to 10 
severer measures, let not that alarm or offend 
you. Why should it, since you all mean the 
same thing? 

XVII 1. If any colony should at their own 
charge erect a fortress to secure their port 15 
against the fleets of a foreign enemy, get your 
Governor to betray that fortress into your 
hands. Never think of paying what it cost 
the country, for that would look, at least, 
like some regard for justice; but turn it into 20 
a citadel to awe the inhabitants and curb 
their commerce. If they should have lodged 
in such fortress the very arms they bought 
and used to aid you in your conquests, seize 
them all; it will provoke like ingratitude 25 
added to robbery. One admirable effect of 
these operations will be, to discourage every 
other colony from erecting such defences, and 
so your enemies may more easily invade 
them; to the great disgrace of your govern- 30 
ment, and of course the furtherance of your 
project. 

XIX. Send armies into their country un- 

der pretence of protecting the inhabitants; 
but, instead of garrisoning the forts on their 35 
frontiers with those troops, to prevent incur- 
sions, demolish those forts, and order the 
troops into the heart of the country, that the 
savages may be encouraged to attack the 
frontiers, and that the troops may be pro- 40 
tected by the inhabitants. This will seem to 
proceed from your ill will or your ignorance, 
and contribute farther to produce and 
strengthen an opinion among them, that you 
are no longer fit to govern them. 45 

XX. Lastly, invest the General of your 
army in the provinces, with great and uncon- 
stitutional powers, and free him from the con- 
troul of even your own Civil Governors. Let 
him have troops enow under his command, 50 
with all the fortresses in his possession; and 
who knows but (like some provincial Gen- 


erals in the Roman empire, and encouraged 
by the universal discontent you have pro- 
duced) he may take it into his head to set up 
for himself? If he should, and you have 
carefully practised these few excellent rules of 
mine, take my word for it, all the provinces 
will immediately join him; and you will that 
day (if you have not done it sooner) get rid of 
the trouble of governing them, and all the 
plagues attending their commerce and connec- 
tion from henceforth and for ever. 

Q. E. D. 

The Sale of the Hessians 

FROM THE COUNT DE SCHAUMBERGH 
TO THE BARON HOHENDORF, COM- 
MANDING THE HESSIAN TROOPS 
IN AMERICA 

Rome, February 18, 1777. 
Monsieur Le Baron: — On my return from 
Naples, I received at Rome your letter of 
the 27th December of last year. I have 
learned with unspeakable pleasure the cour- 
age our troops exhibited at Trenton, and 
you cannot imagine my joy on being told 
that of the 1,950 Hessians engaged in the 
fight, but 345 escaped. There were just 
1,605 men killed, and I cannot sufficiently 
commend your prudence in sending an 
exact list of the dead to my minister in Lon- 
don. This precaution was the more neces- 
sary, as the report sent to the English min- 
istry does not give but 1,455 dead. This 
would make 483,450 florins instead of 
643,500 which I am entitled to demand un- 
der our convention. You will comprehend 
the prejudice which such an error would 
work in my finances, and I do not doubt you 
will take the necessary pains to prove that 
Lord North’s list is false and yours correct. 

The Court of London objects that there 
were a hundred wounded who ought not to 
be included in the list, nor paid for as dead; 
but I trust you will not overlook my in- 
structions to you on quitting Cassel, and 
that you will not have tried by human suc- 
cor to recall the life of the unfortunates 
whose days could not be lengthened but by 
the loss of a leg or an arm. That would be 
making them a pernicious present, and I 
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am sure they would rather die than live in a 
condition no longer fit for my service. I do 
not mean by this that you should assassinate 
them; we should be humane, my dear Baron, 
but you may insinuate to the surgeons 
with entire propriety that a crippled man is 
a reproach to their profession, and that there 
is no wiser course than to let every one of 
them die when he ceases to be fit to fight. 

I am about to send to you some new re- 
cruits. Don’t economize them. Remember 
glory before all things. Glory is true wealth. 
There is nothing degrades the soldier like 
the love of money. He must care only for 
honor and reputation, but this reputation 
must be acquired in the midst of dangers. A 
battle gained without costing the conqueror 
any blood is an inglorious success, while the 
conquered cover themselves with glory by 
perishing with their arms in their hands. 
Do you remember that of the 300 Lacedae- 
monians who defended the defile of Ther- 
mopylae, not one returned? How happy 
should I be could I say the same of my brave 
Hessians ! 

It is true that their king, Leonidas, per- 
ished with them; but things have changed, 
and it is no longer the custom for princes of 
the empire to go and fight in America for a 
cause with which they have no concern. 
And besides, to whom should they pay the 
thirty guineas per man if I did not stay in 
Europe to receive them? Then, it Is neces- 
sary also that I be ready to send recruits to 
replace the men you lose. For this purpose 
I must return to Hesse. It is true, grown 
men are becoming scarce there, but I will 
send you boys. Besides, the scarcer the 
commodity the higher the price. I am as- 
sured that the women and little girls have 
begun to till our lands, and they get on not 
badly. You did right to send back to Europe 
that Dr. Crumerus who was so successful in 
curing dysentery. Don’t bother with a man 
who is subject to looseness of the bowels. 
That disease makes bad soldiers. One cow- 
ard will do more mischief in an engagement 
than ten brave men will do good. Better 
that they burst in their barracks than fly in 
a battle, and tarnish the glory of our arms, 
besides, you know that they pay me as 
killed for all who die from disease, and I 


don’t get a farthing for runaways. My trip 
to Italy, which has cost me enormously, 
makes it desirable that there should be 
a great mortality among them. You will 
s therefore promise promotion to all who ex- 
pose themselves; you will exhort them to 
seek glory in the midst of dangers; you will 
say to Major Maundorff that I am not at all 
content with his saving the 345 men who 
lo escaped the massacre of Trenton. Through 
the whole campaign he has not had ten men 
killed in consequence of his orders. Finally, 
let it be your principal object to prolong the 
war and avoid a decisive engagement on 
15 either side, for I have made arrangements 
for a grand Italian opera, and I do not wish 
to be obliged to give it up. Meantime I pray 
God, my dear Baron de Hohendorf, to 
have you in his holy and gracious keeping. 

20 

The Ephemera 

AN EMBLEM OF HUMAN LIFE 

{1778) 

This little paper and The Whistle are examples of 
the bagatelles (French, from the Italian bagata^ a 
trifle) which le grand Franklin threw off, while in 
France, with accomplished grace. “They are 
written” — as Franklin said of some books that 
he gave a young friend — “in the familiar, easy 
manner for which the French are so remarkable.” 

You may remember, my dear friend, that 
when we lately spent that happy day in the 
delightful garden and sweet society of the 
35 Moulin Joly, I stopt a little in one of our 
walks, and staid some time behind the com- 
pany. We had been shown numberless 
skeletons of a kind of little fly, called an 
ephemera, whose successive generations, we 
40 were told, were bred and expired within the 
day. I happened to see a living company of 
them on a leaf, who appeared to be engaged 
in conversation. You know I understand all 
the inferior animal tongues; my too great 
45 application of the study of them is the best 
excuse I can give for the little progress I have 
made in your charming language. I listened 
through curiosity to the discourse of these 
little creatures; but as they, in their national 
50 vivacity, spoke three or four together, I 
could make but little of their conversation. 

I found, however, by some broken expres- 
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sions that I heard now and then, they were 
disputing warmly on the merits of two foreign 
musicians, one a cousin, the other a moscheto; 
in which dispute they spent their time, seem- 
ingly as regardless of the shortness of life as if 5 
they had been sure of living a month. Happy 
people! thought I, you live certainly under a 
wise, just, and mild government, since you 
have no public grievances to complain of, nor 
any subject of contention but the perfections 10 
and imperfections of foreign music. I turned 
my head from them to an old grey-headed 
one, who was single on another leaf, and talk- 
ing to himself. Being amused with his 
soliloquy, I put it down in writing, in hopes 15 
it will likewise amuse her to whom I am so 
much indebted for the most pleasing of all 
amusements, her delicious company and 
heavenly harmony. 

“It was,” said he, “the opinion of learned 20 
philosophers of our race, who lived and flour- 
ished long before my time, that this vast 
world, the Moulin Joly, could not itself sub- 
sist more than eighteen hours; and I think 
there was some foundation for that opinion, 25 
since, by the apparent motion of the great 
luminary that gives life to all nature, and 
which in my time has evidently declined con- 
siderably towards the ocean at the end of our 
earth, it must then finish its course, be extin- 30 
guished in the waters that surround us, and 
leave the world in cold and darkness, neces- 
sarily producing universal death and destruc- 
tion. I have lived seven of those hours, a 
great age, being no less than four hundred 35 
and twenty minutes of time. How very few 
of us continue so long! I have seen genera- 
tions born, flourish, and expire. My present 
friends are the children and grandchildren of 
the friends of my youth, who are now, alas, 40 
no more! And I must soon follow them; for, 
by the course of nature, though still in health, 

I cannot expect to live above seven or eight 
minutes longer. What now avails all my 
toil and labor, in amassing honey-dew on this 45 
leaf, which I cannot live to enjoy! What the 
political struggles I have been engaged in, for 
the good of my compatriot inhabitants of 
this bush, or my philosophical studies for the 
benefit of our race in general ! for, in politics, 50 
what can laws do without morals? Our 
present race of ephemerae will in a course of 


minutes become corrupt, like those of other 
and older bushes, and consequently as 
wretched. And in philosophy how small our 
progress! Alas! art is long, and life is short' 
My friends would comfort me with the idea 
of a name, they say, I shall leave behind me, 
and they tell me I have lived long enough to 
nature and to glory. But what will fame be 
to an ephemera who no longer exists? And 
what will become of all history in the eight- 
eenth hour, when the w'orld itself, even the 
whole Moulin Joly, shall come to its end, and 
be buried in universal ruin?” 

To me, after all my eager pursuits, no solid 
pleasures now remain, but the reflection of a 
long life spent in meaning well, the sensible 
conversation of a few good lady ephemeras, 
and now and then a kind smile and a tune 
from the ever amiable Bnllante. 

B. Franklin. 

The Whistle 

TO MADAM BRILLON 

Passy, November 10, 1779. 

I received my dear friend’s two letters, one 
for Wednesday and one for Saturday. This 
is again Wednesday. I do not deserve one 
for to-day, because I have not answered the 
former. But, indolent as I am, and averse to 
writing, the fear of having no more of your 
pleasing epistles, if I do not contribute to the 
correspondence, obliges me to take up my 
pen; and as Mr. B. has kindly sent me word, 
that he sets out to-morrow to see you, instead 
of spending this Wednesday evening as I 
have done its namesakes, in your delightful 
company, I sit down to spend it in thinking 
of you, in writing to you, and in reading over 
and over again your letters. 

I am charmed with your description of 
Paradise, and with your plan of living there; 
and I approve much of your conclusion, that, 
in the mean time, we should draw all the 
good we can from this world. In my opinion, 
we might all draw more good from it than we 
do, and suffer less evil, if we would take care 
not to give too much for whistles. For to me 
it seems, that most of the unhappy people we 
meet with, are become so by neglect of that 
caution. 
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You ask what I mean? You love stories, 
and will excuse my telling one of myself. 

When I was a child of seven years old, my 
friends, on a holiday, filled my pocket with 
coppers. I went directly to a shop where 
they sold toys for children; and, being 
charmed with the sound of a whistle, that I 
met by the way in the hands of another boy, 
I voluntarily offered and gave all my money 
for one. I then came home, and went 
whistling all over the house, much pleased 
with my whistle, but disturbing all the family. 
My brothers, and sisters, and cousins, under- 
standing the bargain I had made, told me I 
had given four times as much for it as it was 
worth; put me in mind what good things 
I might have bought with the rest of the 
money; and laughed at me so much for my 
folly, that I cried with vexation; and the re- 
flection gave me more chagrin than the 
whistle gave me pleasure. 

This however was afterwards of use to me, 
the impression continuing in my mind; so 
that often, when I was tempted to buy some 
unnecessary thing, I said to myself, DonH 
give too much for the whistle; and I saved my 
money. 

As I grew up, came into the world, and ob- 
served the actions of men, I thought I met 
with many, very many, who gave too much for 
the whistle. 

When I saw one too ambitious of court 
favour, sacrificing his time in attendance on 
levees, his repose, his liberty, his virtue, and 
perhaps his friends, to attain it, I have said 
to myself. This man gives too much for his 
whistle. 

When I saw another fond of popularity, 
constantly employing himself in political 
bustles, neglecting his own affairs, and ruin- 
ing them by that neglect. He pays, indeed, 
said I, too much for his whistle. 

If I knew a miser, who gave up every kind 
of comfortable living, all the pleasure of do- 
ing good to others, all the esteem of his 
fellow-citizens, and the joys of benevolent 
friendship for the sake of accumulating 
wealth, Poor man, said I, you pay too much 
for your whistle. 

When I met with a man of pleasure, sacri- 
ficing every laudable improvement of the 
mind, or of his fortune, to mere corporeal 


sensations, and ruining his health in their 
pursuit. Mistaken man, said I, you are providing 
pain for yourself, instead of pleasure; you give 
too much for your whistle. 

5 If I see one fond of appearance, or fine 
clothes, fine houses, fine furniture, fine equi- 
pages, all above his fortune, for which he 
contracts debts, and ends his career in a 
prison, Alas! say I, he has paid dear, very dear, 

lo for his whistle. 

When I see a beautiful, sweet-tempered 
girl married to an ill-natured brute of a hus- 
band, What a pity, say I, that she should pay 
so much for a whistle! 

15 In short, I conceive that great part of the 
miseries of mankind are brought upon them 
by the false estimates they have made of the 
value of things, and by their giving too much 
for their whistles. 

20 Yet I ought to have charity for these un- 
happy people, when I consider, that, with all 
this wisdom of which I am boasting, there are 
certain things in the world so tempting, for 
example, the apples of King John, which 

25 happily are not to be bought; for if they were 
put to sale by auction, I might very easily be 
led to ruin myself in the purchase, and find 
that I had once more given too much for the 
whistle. 

30 Adieu, my dear friend, and believe me ever 
yours very sincerely and with unalterable 
affection, 

B. Franklin. 


Proposed New Version of the Bible 
( 7779 ?) 

Readers of Matthew Arnold will remember his 
failure to perceive that this paper was not a serious 
proposal for the modernizing of the Biblical style, 
but a satire on British government of the colonies. 
(See Culture and Anarchy, ch. I, fifth paragraph from 
the end.) 

TO THE PRINTER OF * * * 

45 

Sir, 

It is now more than one hundred and 
seventy years since the translation of our 
common English Bible. The language in 
50 that time is much changed, and the style, 
being obsolete, and thence less agreeable, is 
perhaps one reason why the reading of that 
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excellent book is of late so much neglected. 
I have therefore thought it would be well to 
procure a new version, in which, preserving 
the sense, the turn of phrase and manner of 
expression should be modern. I do not pre- 
tend to have the necessary abilities for such a 
work myself; I throw out the hint for the 
consideration of the learned; and only ven- 
ture to send you a few verses of the first 
chapter of Job, which may serve as a sample 
of the kind of version I would recommend. 

A. B. 


PART OF THE FIRST CHAPTER OF JOB 
MODERNIZED 

Old Text New Version 

Verse 6. Now there was Verse 6. And it being 
a day when the sons of levee day in heaven, all 
God came to present God’s nobility came to 
themselves before the court, to present them- 
Lord, and Satan came selves before him; and 
also amongst them. Satan also appeared in 

the circle, as one of the 
ministry. 

7. And the Lord said 7. And God said to 
unto Satan, Whence corn- Satan, You have been 
est thou? Then Satan an- some time absent; where 
swered the Lord, and said, were you? And Satan an- 
From going to and fro in swered I have been at my 
the earth, and from walk- country-seat, and in dif- 
ing up and down in it. ferent places visiting my 

friends. 

8. And the Lord said 8. And God said. Well, 

unto Satan, Hast thou what think you of Lord 
considered my servant Job? You see he is my best 
Job, that there is none like friend, a perfectly honest 
him in the earth, a per- man, full of respect for 
feet and an upright man, me, and avoiding every 
one that feareth God, and thing that might offend 
escheweth evil? me. 


9. Then Satan an- 9 And Satan answered, 

swered the Lord, and said. Does your Majesty imag- 
Doth Job fear God for ine that his good conduct 
naught? is the effect of mere per- 

sonal attachment and cif- 
fection? 

10. Hast thou not made 10. Have you not pro- 
an hedge about his house, tected him, and heaped 
and about all that he hath your benefits upon him, 
on every side? Thou hast till he is grown enor- 
blessed the work of his mously rich? 

hands, and his substance 
is increased in the land. 

11. But put forth thine 11, Try him; — only 
hand now, and touch all withdraw your favor, turn 
that he hath, and he will him out of his places, and 
curse thee to thy face. withhold his pensions, and 

you will soon find him in 
the opposition. 


The Handsome and Deformed Leg 

( 1780 ?) 

There are two Sorts of People in the World, 

^ who with equal Degrees of Health, and 
Wealth, and the other Comforts of Life, 
become, the one happy, and the other miser- 
able. This arises very much from the differ- 
ent Views in which they consider Things, 
lo Persons, and Events; and the Effect of those 
different Views upon their own Minds. 

In whatever Situation Men can be plac’d, 
they may find Conveniences and Incon- 
veniences: In whatever Company, they may 
15 find Persons and Conversation more or less 
pleasing: At whatever Table, they may 
meet with Meats and Drinks of better and 
worse Taste, Dishes better and worse dress’d: 
In whatever Climate they will find good and 
20 bad Weather: Under whatever Government, 
they may find good and bad Laws, and good 
and bad Administration of those Laws. In 
every Poem or Work of Genius they may see 
Faults and Beauties. In almost every Face 
25 and every Person, they may discover fine 
Features and Defects, good and bad Quali- 
ties. 

Under these Circumstances, the two Sorts 
of People above mention’d fix their Atten- 
30 tion, those who are to be happy, on the Con- 
veniences of Things, the pleasant Parts of 
Conversation, the well-dress’ d Dishes, the 
Goodness of the Wines, the fine Weather, 
&c., and enjoy all the Chearfulness. Those 
35 who are to be unhappy, think and speak only 
of the contraries. Hence they are continu- 
ally discontented themselves, and by their 
Remarks sour the Pleasures of Society, offend 
personally many People, and make them- 
40 selves everywhere disagreable. If this Turn 
of Mind was founded in Nature, such un- 
happy Persons would be the more to be 
pitied. But as the Disposition to criticise, 
and be disgusted, is perhaps taken up origi- 
45 nally by Imitation, and is unawares grown 
into a Habit, which tho’ at present strong 
may nevertheless be cured when those who 
have it are convinc’d of its bad Effects on 
their Felicity; I hope this little Admonition 
50 may be of Service to them, and put them on 
changing a Habit, which tho’ in the Exercise 
it is chiefly an Act of Imagination yet has 
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serious Consequences in Life, as it brings on 
real Griefs and Misfortunes. For as many 
are offended by, and nobody well loves this 
Sort of People, no one shows them more than 
the most common civility and respect, and 
scarcely that; and this frequently puts them 
out of humour, and draws them into disputes 
and contentions. If they aim at obtaining 
some advantage in rank or fortune, nobody 
wishes them success, or will stir a step, or ] 
speak a word, to favour their pretensions. If 
they incur public censure or disgrace, no one 
will defend or excuse, and many join to 
aggravate their misconduct, and render them 
completely odious. If these people will not i 
change this bad habit, and condescend to be 
pleased with what is pleasing, without fret- 
ting themselves and others about the con- 
traries, it is good for others to avoid an 
acquaintance with them; which is always dis- 2 
agreeable, and sometimes very inconvenient, 
especially when one finds one’s self entangled 
in their quarrels. 

An old philosophical friend of mine was 
grown, from experience, very cautious in this 2 
particular, and carefully avoided any inti- 
macy with such people. He had, like other 
philosophers, a thermometer to show him the 
heat of the weather, and a barometer to mark 
when it was likely to prove good or bad; but, 3 
there being no instrument invented to dis- 
cover, at first sight, this unpleasing disposi- 
tion in a person, he for that purpose made use 
of his legs; one of which was remarkably 
handsome, the other, by some accident, 3 
crooked and deformed. If a Stranger, at the 
first interview, regarded his ugly Leg more 
than his handsome one, he doubted him. If 
he spoke of it, and took no notice of the hand- 
some Leg, that was sufficient to determine 4 
my Philosopher to have no further Acquaint- 
ance with him. Every body has not this 
two-legged Instrument, but every one with a 
little Attention, may observe Signs of that 
carping, fault-finding Disposition, and take 4 
the same Resolution of avoiding the Ac- 
quaintance of those infected with it. I there- 
fore advise those critical, querulous, discon- 
tented, unhappy People, that if they wish 
to be respected and belov’d by others, and 51 
happy in themselves they should leave off 
looking at the ugly Leg. 
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Information to Those Who Would 
Remove to America 
{ 1782 ^) 

Many Persons in Europe, having directly 
or by Letters, express’d to the Writer of this, 
who is well acquainted with North America, 
their Desire of transporting and establishing 
themselves in that Country; but who appear 
to have formed, thro’ Ignorance, mistaken 
Ideas and Expectations of what is to be ob- 
tained there; he thinks it may be useful, and 
prevent inconvenient, expensive, and fruit- 
less Removals and Voyages of improper Per- 
sons, if he gives some clearer and truer No- 
tions of that part of the World, than appear 
to have hitherto prevailed. 

He finds it is imagined by Numbers, that 
the Inhabitants of North America are rich, 
capable of rewarding, and dispos’d to reward, 
all sorts of Ingenuity; that they are at the 
same time ignorant of all the Sciences, and, 
consequently, that Strangers, possessing Tal- 
ents in the Belles-Lettres, fine Arts, &c., must 
be highly esteemed, and so well paid, as to 
become easily rich themselves; that there 
are also abundance of profitable Offices 
to be disposed of, which the Natives are not 
qualified to fill; and that, having few Persons 
of Family among them, Strangers of Birth 
must be greatly respected, and of course 
easily obtain the best of those Offices, which 
will make all their Fortunes; that the Gov- 
ernments too, to encourage Emigrations from 
5 Europe, not only pay the Expence of personal 
Transportation, but give Lands gratis to 
Strangers, with Negroes to work for them. 
Utensils of Husbandry and Stocks of Cattle. 
These are all wild Imaginations; and those 
o who go to America with Expectations founded 
upon them will surely find themselves disap- 
pointed. 

The Truth is, that though there are in that 
Country few People so miserable as the Poor 
5 of Europe, there are also very few tha , in 
Europe would be called rich; it is rather a 
general happy Mediocrity that prevails. 
There are few great Proprietors of the Soil, 
and few Tenants; most People cultivate their 
3 own Lands, or follow some Handicraft or 
Merchandise; very few rich enough to live 
idly upon their Rents or Incomes, or to pay 
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the high Prices given in Europe for Paintings, 
Statues, Architecture, and the other Works of 
Art, that are more curious than useful. Hence 
the natural Geniuses, that have arisen in 
America with such Talents, have uniformly 
quitted that Country for Europe, where they 
can be more suitably rewarded. It is true, 
that Letters and Mathematical Knowledge 
are in Esteem there, but they are at the same 
time more common than is apprehended; 
there being already existing nine Colleges or 
Universities, viz. four in New England, and 
one in each of the Provinces of New York, 
New Jersey, Pensilvania, Maryland, and Vir- 
ginia, all furnish’d with learned Professors; 
besides a number of smaller Academies; 
these educate many of their Youth in the 
Languages, and those Sciences that qualify 
men for the Professions of Divinity, Law, or 
Physick. Strangers indeed are by no means 
excluded from exercising those Professions; 
and the quick Increase of Inhabitants every- 
where gives them a Chance of Employ, which 
they have in common with the Natives. Of 
civil Offices, or Employments, there are few; 
no superfluous Ones, as in Europe; and it is 
a Rule establish’d in some of the States, that 
no Office should be so profitable as to make it 
desirable. The 36 th Article of the Constitu- 
tion of Pennsilvania, runs expressly in these 
Words; “As every Freeman, to preserve his 
Independence, (if he has not a sufficient 
Estate) ought to have some Profession, Call- 
ing, Trade, or Farm, whereby he may 
honestly subsist, there can be no Necessity 
for, nor Use in, establishing Offices of Profit; 
the usual Effects of which are Dependance 
and Servility, unbecoming Freemen, in the 
Possessors and Expectants; Faction, Conten- 
tion, Corruption, and Disorder among the 
People. Wherefore, whenever an Office, 
thro’ Increase of Fees or otherwise, becomes 
so profitable, as to occasion many to apply 
for it, the Profits ought to be lessened by the 
Legislature.” 

These Ideas prevailing more or less in all 
the United States, it cannot be worth any 
Man’s while, who has a means of Living at 
home, to expatriate himself, in hopes of ob- 
taining a profitable civil Office in America; 
and, as to military Offices, they are at an 
End with the War, the Annies being dis- 


banded. Much less is it adviseable for a 
Person to go thither, who has no other 
Quality to recommend him but his Birth. In 
Europe it has indeed its Value; but it is a 
5 Commodity that cannot be carried to a worse 
Market than that of America, where people 
do not inquire concerning a Stranger, What 
is he? but. What can he do? If he has any 
useful Art, he is welcome; and if he exercises 
lo it, and behaves well, he will be respected by 
all that know him; but a mere Man of Qual- 
ity, who, on that Account, wants to live 
upon the Public, by some Office or Salary, 
will be despis’d and disregarded. The 
15 Husbandman is in honor there, and even the 
Mechanic, because their Employments are 
useful. The People have a saying, that God 
Almighty is himself a Mechanic, the greatest 
in the Uni vers; and he is respected and ad- 
20 mired more for the Variety, Ingenuity, and 
Utility of his Handy works, than for the An- 
tiquity of his Family. They are pleas’d with 
the Observation of a Negro, and frequently 
mention it, that Boccarorra (meaning the 
25 White men) make de black man ivorkee, make dt 
Horse workee^ make de Ox workee^ make ebery ting 
workee; only de Hog. ii/i?, de hog, no workee; he 
eat, he drink, he walk about, he go to sleep when he 
please, he libb like a Gentleman. According to 
30 these Opinions of the Americans, one of them 
would think himself more oblig’d to a Gene- 
alogist, who could prove for him that his 
Ancestors and Relations for ten Generations 
had been Ploughmen, Smiths, Carpenters, 
35 Turners, Weavers, Tanners, or even Shoe- 
makers, and consequently that they were 
useful Members of Society; than if he could 
only prove that they were Gentlemen, doing 
nothing of Value, but living idly on the 
40 Labour of others, mere fruges consumere nati, * 
and otherwise good for nothing, till by their 
Death their Estates, like the Carcass of the 
Negro’s Gentleman-Hog, come to be cut 
up. 

45 With regard to Encouragements for Strang- 
ers from Government, they are really only 
what are derived from good Laws and Lib- 
erty. Strangers are welcome, because there 
is room enough for them all, and therefore 
50 the old Inhabitants are not jealous of them; 

♦ “ . . . bom merely to eat up the com.” — Watts 
[FTankhrCs note.^ 
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the Laws protect them sufficiently, so that rapid in America, and becomes still more so 
they have no need of the Patronage of Great by the Accession of Strangers; hence there is 
Men; and every one will enjoy securely the a continual Demand for more Artisans of all 
Profits of his Industry. But, if he does not the necessary and useful kinds, to supply those 
bring a Fortune with him, he must work and 5 Cultivators of the Earth with Houses, and 
be industrious to live. One or two Years’ with Furniture and Utensils of the grosser 
residence gives him all the Rights of a Giti- sorts, which cannot so well be brought from 
zen; but the government does not at present, Europe. Tolerably good Workmen in any 
whatever it may have done in former times, of those mechanic Arts are sure to find Em* 
hire People to become Settlers, by Paying 10 ploy, and to be well paid for their Work, 
their Passages, giving Land, Negroes, Uten- there being no Restraints preventing Strang- 
sils. Stock, or any other kind of Emolument ers from exercising any Art they understand, 
whatsoever. In short, America is the Land of nor any Permission necessary. If they are 
Labour, and by no means what the English poor, they begin first as Servants or Journey- 
call and the French 15 men; and if they are sober, industrious, and 

where the streets are said to be pav’d with frugal, they soon become Masters, establish 
half-peck Loaves, the Houses til’d with Pan- themselves in Business, marry, raise Families, 
cakes, and where the Fowls fly about ready and become respectable Citizens, 
roasted, crying. Come eat me! Also, Persons of moderate Fortunes and 

Who then are the kind of Persons to whom 20 Capitals, who, having a Number of Children 
an Emigration to America may be advan- to provide for, are desirous of bringing them 
tageous? And what are the Advantages they up to Industry, and to secure Estates for their 

may reasonably expect? Posterity, have Opportunities of doing it in 

Land being cheap in that Country, from America, which Europe does not afford, 
the vast Forests still void of Inhabitants, and 25 There they may be taught and practise 
not likely to be occupied in an Age to come, profitable mechanic Arts, without incurring 
insomuch that the Propriety of an hundred Disgrace on that Account, but on the con- 
Acres of fertile Soil full of Wood may be ob- trary acquiring Respect by such Abilities, 
tained near the Frontiers, in many Places, for There small Capitals laid out in Lands, which 
Eight or Ten Guineas, hearty young Labour- 30 daily become more valuable by the Increase 
ing Men, who understand the Husbandry of of People, afford a solid Prospect of ample 
Corn and Cattle, which is nearly the same in Fortunes thereafter for those Children. The 
that Country as in Europe, may easily estab- writer of this has known several Instances of 
lish themselves there. A little Money sav’d large Tracts of Land, bought, on what was 
of the good Wages they receive there, while 35 then the Frontier of Pensilvania, for Ten 
they work for others, enables them to buy Pounds per hundred Acres, which after 20 
the Land and begin their Plantation, in years, when the Settlements had been ex- 
which they are assisted by the Good-Will of tended far beyond them, sold readily, with- 
their Neighbours, and some Credit. Multi- out any Improvement made upon them, for 
tudes of poor People from England, Ireland, 40 three Pounds per Acre. The Acre in America 
Scotland, and Germany, have by this means is the same with the English Acre, or the Acre 
in a few years become wealthy Farmers, who, of Normandy. 

in their own Countries, where all the Lands Those, who desire to understand the State 
are fully occupied, and the Wages of Labour of Government in America, would do well to 
low, could never have emerged from the poor 45 read the Constitutions of the several States, 
Condition wherein they were born. and the Articles of Confederation that bind 

From the salubrity of the Air, the healthi- the whole together for general Purposes, 
ness of the Climate, the plenty of good Pro- under the Direction of one Assembly, called 
visions, and the Encouragement to early the Congress. These Constitutions have 
Marriages by the certainty of Subsistence in 50 been printed, by order of Congress, in Amer- 
cultivating the Earth, the Increase of In- ica; two Editions erf them have also been 
habitants by natural Generation is very printed in London; and a good Translation 
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of them into French has lately been published 
at Paris. 

Several of the Princes of Europe having of 
late years, from an Opinion of Advantage to 
arise by producing all Commodities and 
Manufactures within their own Dominions, 
so as to diminish or render useless their Im- 
portations, have endeavoured to entice Work- 
men from other Countries by high Salaries, 
Privileges, &c. Many Persons, pretending 
to be skilled in various great Manufactures, 
imagining that America must be in Want of 
them, and that the Congress would probably 
be dispos’d to imitate the Princes above men- 
tioned, have proposed to go over, on Condi- 
tion of having their Passages paid. Lands 
given. Salaries appointed, exclusive Privi- 
leges for Terms of years, &c. Such Persons, 
on reading the Articles of Confederation, will 
find, that the Congress have no Power com- 
mitted to them, or Money put into their 
Hands, for such purposes; and that if any 
such Encouragement is given, it must be by 
the Government of some separate State. 
This, however, has rarely been done in 
America; and, when it has been done, it has 
rarely succeeded, so as to establish a Manufac- 
ture, which the Country was not yet so ripe 
for as to encourage private Persons to set it 
up: Labour being generally too dear there, 
and Hands difficult to be kept together, 
every one desiring to be a Master, and the 
Cheapness of Lands inclining many to leave 
Trades for Agriculture. Some indeed have 
met with Success, and are carried on to 
Advantage; but they are generally such as 
require only a few Hands, or wherein great 
Part of the Work is performed by Machines. 
Things that are bulky, and of so small Value 
as not well to bear the Expence of Freight, 
may often be made cheaper in the Country 
than they can be imported; and the Manu- 
facture of such Things will be profitable 
wherever there is a sufficient Demand. The 
Farmers in America produce indeed a good 
deal of Wool and Flax; and none is exported, 
it is all work’d up; but it is in the Way of 
domestic Manufacture, for the Use of the 
Family. The buying up Quantities of Wool 
and Flax, with the Design to employ Spin- 
ners, Weavers, &c., and form great Estab- 
lishments, producing Quantities of Linen and 


Woollen Goods for Sale, has been several 
times attempted in different Provinces; but 
those Projects have generally failed, goods of 
equal Value being imported cheaper. And 
5 when the Governments have been solicited 
to support such Schemes by Encouragements, 
in Money, or by imposing Duties on Impor- 
tation of such Goods, it has been generally 
refused, on this Principle, that, if the Country 
lo is ripe for the Manufacture, it may be carried 
on by private Persons to Advantage; and if 
not, it is a Folly to think of forcing Nature 
Great Establishments of Manufacture require 
great Numbers of Poor to do the Work for 
15 small Wages; these Poor are to be found in 
Europe, but will not be found in America, 
till the Lands are all taken up and cultivated, 
and the Excess of People, who cannot get 
Land, want Employment. The Manufacture 
20 of Silk, they say, is natural in France, as that 
of Cloth in England, because each Countr\ 
produces in Plenty the first Material; but if 
England will have a Manufacture of Silk as 
well as that of Cloth, and France one of 
25 Cloth as well as that of Silk, these unnatural 
Operations must be supported by mutual 
Prohibitions, or high Duties on the Importa- 
tion of each other’s Goods; by which means 
the Workmen are enabled to tax the home 
30 Consumer by greater Prices, while the higher 
Wages they receive makes them neither hap- 
pier nor richer, since they only drink more 
and work less. Therefore the Governments 
in America do nothing to encourage such 
35 Projects. The People, by this Means, are 
not impos’d on, either by the Merchant or 
Mechanic. If the Merchant demands too 
much Profit on imported Shoes, they buy of 
the Shoemaker; and if he asks too high a 
40 Price, they take them of the Merchant; thus 
the two Professions are checks on each other. 
The Shoemaker, however, has, on the whole, 
a considerable Profit upon his Labour in 
America, beyond what he had in Europe, as 
45 he can add to his Price a Sum nearly equal 
to all the Expences of Freight and Commis- 
sion, Risque or Insurance, &c., necessarily 
charged by the Merchant. And the Case is 
the same with the Workmen in every other 
so Mechanic Art. Hence it is, that Artisans 
generally live better and more easily in 
America than in Europe; and such as are 
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good CEconomists make a comfortable Provi- 
sion for Age, and for their Children. Such 
may, therefore, remove with Advantage to 
America. 

In the long-settled Countries of Europe, all 
Arts, Trades, Professions, Farms, &c., are 
so full, that it is difficult for a poor Man, 
who has Children, to place them where they 
may gain, or learn to gain, a decent Liveli- 
hood. The Artisans, who fear creating future 
Rivals in Business, refuse to take Apprentices, 
but upon Conditions of Money, Maintenance, 
or the like, which the Parents are unable to 
comply with. Hence the Youth are dragg’d 
up in Ignorance of every gainful Art, and 
oblig’d to become Soldiers, or Servants, or 
Thieves, for a Subsistence. In America, the 
rapid Increase of Inhabitants takes away that 
Fear of Rivalship, and Artisans willingly re- 
ceive Apprentices from the hope of Profit 
by their Labour, during the Remainder of 
the Time stipulated, after they shall be in- 
structed. Hence it is easy for poor Families 
to get their Children instructed; for the 
Artisans are so desirous of Apprentices, that 
many of them will even give Money to the 
Parents, to have Boys from Ten to Fifteen 
Years of Age bound Apprentices to them till 
the Age of Twenty-one; and many poor 
Parents have, by that means, on their Arrival 
in the Country, raised Money enough to buy 
Land sufficient to establish themselves, and 
to subsist the rest of their Family by Agricul- 
ture. These Contracts for Apprentices are 
made before a Magistrate, who regulates the 
Agreement according to Reason and Justice, 
and, having in view the Formation of a future 
useful Citizen, obliges the Master to engage 
by a written Indenture, not only that, during 
the time of Service stipulated, the Apprentice 
shall be duly provided with Meat, Drink, 
Apparel, washing, and Lodging, and, at its 
Expiration, with a compleat new Suit of 
Gloaths, but also that he shall be taught to 
read, write, and cast Accompts; and that he 
shall be well instructed in the Art or Profes- 
sion of his Master, or some other, by which 
he may afterwards gain a Livelihood, and be 
able in his turn to raise a Family. A Copy 
of this Indenture is given to the Apprentice 
or his Friends, and the Magistrate keeps a 
Record of it, to which recourse may be had. 


in case of Failure by the Master in any Point 
of Performance. This desire among the 
Masters, to have more Hands employ’d in 
working for them, induces them to pay the 
S Passages of young Persons, of both Sexes, who, 
on their Arrival, agree to serve them one, 
two, three, or four Years; those, who have al- 
ready learnt a Trade, agreeing for a shorter 
Term, in proportion to their Skill, and the 
lo consequent immediate Value of their Service; 
and those, who have none, agreeing for a 
longer Term, in consideration of being 
taught an Art their Poverty would not permit 
them to acquire in their own Country. 

15 The almost general Mediocrity of Fortune 
that prevails in America obliging its People 
to follow some Business for subsistence, those 
Vices, that arise usually from Idleness, are in a 
great measure prevented. Industry and con- 
20 stant Employment are great preservatives of 
the Morals and Virtue of a Nation. Hence 
bad Examples to Youth are more rare in 
America, which must be a comfortable Con- 
sideration to Parents. To this may be truly 
25 added, that serious Religion, under its various 
Denominations, is not only tolerated, but 
respected and practised. Atheism is unknown 
there; Infidelity rare and secret; so that per- 
sons may live to a great Age in that Country, 
30 without having their Piety shocked by meet- 
ing with either an Atheist or an Infidel. 
And the Divine Being seems to have mani- 
fested his Approbation of the mutual For- 
bearance and Kindness with which the differ- 
35 ent Sects treat each other, by the remarkable 
Prosperity with which He has been pleased 
to favour the whole Country. 

Letters 

[Charity, Hope, and Faith] 

London, September 16, 1758. 

Dear Sister, 

I received your favour of June 17. I won- 
45 der you have had no letter from me sincr my 
being in England. I have wrote you at 
least two, and I think a third before this, and 
what was next to waiting on you in person, 
sent you my picture. In June last I sent 
50 Benny a trunk of books, and wrote to him; 

I hope they are come to hand, and that he 
meets with encouragement in his business. 
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I congratulate you on the conquest of Cap)e 
Breton, and hope as your people took it by 
praying, the first time, you will now pray 
that it may never be given up again, which 
you then forgot. Billy is well, but in the 
country. I left him at Tunbridge Wells, 
where we spent a fortnight, and he is now 
gone with some company to see Portsmouth. 
We have been together over a great part of 
England this summer, and among other 
places, visited the town our father was born 
in, and found some relations in that part of 
the country still living. 

Our cousin Jane Franklin, daughter of our 
uncle John, died about a year ago. We saw 
her husband, Robert Page, who gave us 
some old letters to his wife, from uncle Ben- 
jamin. In one of them, dated Boston, July 4, 
1732, he writes that your uncle Josiah has a 
daughter Jane, about twelve years old, a 
good-humoured child. So keep up to your 
character, and don’t be angry when you 
have no letters. In a little book he sent her, 
called “None but Christ,” he wrote an acro- 
stick on her name, which for namesake’s 
sake, as well as the good advice it contains, 
1 transcribe and send you, viz. 

‘'Illuminated from on high. 

And shining brightly in your sphere. 

Ne’er faint, but keep a steady eye. 

Expecting endless pleasures there. 

“Flee vice as you’d a serpent flee; 

Raise faith and hope three stories higher, 

And let Christ’s endless love to thee 
Ne’er cease to make thy love aspire. 
Kindness of heart by words express, 

Let your obedience be sincere, 

In prayer and praise your God address, 

Nor cease, till he can cease to hear.” 

After professing truly that I had a great 
esteem and veneration for the pious author, 
permit me a little to play the commentator 
and critic on these lines. The meaning of 
three stories higher seems somewhat obscure. 
You are to understand, then, xhdit faith, hope, 
and charity have been called the three steps of 
Jacob’s ladder, reaching from earth to heaven; 
our author calls them stories, likening religion 
to a building, and these are the three stories 
of the Christian edifice. Thus improvement 
in religion is called building up and edification. 
Faith is then the erround floor, hohe is un one 


pair of stairs. My dear beloved Jenny, don’t 
delight so much to dwell in those lower rooms, 
but get as fast as you can into the garret, for 
in truth the best room in the house is charity. 

5 For my part, I wish the house was turned 
upside down; ’tis so difficult (when one is fat) 
to go up stairs; and not only so, but I imagine 
hope and faith may be more firmly built upon 
charity, than charity upon faith and hope. 
lo However that may be, I think it the better 
reading to say — 

“Raise faith and hope one story higher.” 

Correct it boldly, and I’ll support the altera- 
tion; for, when you are up two stories already, 
if you raise your building three stories higher 
you will make five in all, which is two more 
than there should be, you expose your upper 
rooms more to the winds and storms; and, 
besides, I am afraid the foundation will 
hardly bear them, unless indeed you build 
with such light stuff as straw and stubble, 
and that, you know, won’t stand fire. Again, 
where the author says, 

2 ^ “Kindness of heart by words express,” 

strike out words, and put in deeds. The world 
is too full of compliments already. They 
are the rank growth of every soil, and choak 
the good plants of benevolence, and benefi- 
30 cence; nor do I pretend to be the first in this 
comparison of words and actions to plants; 
you may remember an ancient poet, whose 
works we have all studied and copied at 
school long ago. 

35 “A man of words and not of deeds 

Is like a garden full of weeds.” 

’Tis a pity that good works, among some 
sorts of people, are so little valued, and good 
words admired in their stead: I mean seem- 
ingly pious discourses, instead of humane 
benevolent actions. Those they almost put 
out of countenance, by calling morality rotten 
morality, righteousness ragged righteousness, and 
even filthy rags — and when you mention 
virtue, pucker up their noses as if they smelt 
a stink; at the same time that they eagerly 
snuff up an empty canting harangue, as if 
it was a posey of the choicest flowers: So they 
have inverted the good old verse, and say 
5° now 

“A man of deeds and not of words 
Is like a warden full of ” 
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I have forgot the rhyme, but remember ’tis 
something the very reverse of perfume. So 
much by way of commentary. 

My wife will let you see my letter, contain- 
ing an account of our travels, which I would 
have you read to sister Dowse, and give my 
love to her. I have no thoughts of returning 
till next year, and then may possibly have 
the pleasure of seeing you and yours; talking 
Boston in my way home. My love to brother 
and all your children, concludes at this time 
from, dear Jenny, your affectionate brother, 
B. Franklin. 

[To Mrs. Jane Mecom] 

\Sea-Water and Thirst\ 

Craven-street, August 10, 1761. 

We are to set out this week for Holland, 
where we may possibly spend a month, but 
purpose to be at home again before the coro- 
nation. I could not go without taking leave 
of you by a line at least, when I am so many 
letters in your debt. 

In yours of May 19, which I have before 
me, you speak of the ease with which salt 
water may be made fresh by distillation, sup- 
posing it to be, as I had said, that in evapora- 
tion the air would take up water, but not 
the salt that was mixed with it. It is true 
that distilled sea-water will not be salt, but 
there are other disagreeable qualities that 
rise with the water in distillation; which in- 
deed several besides Dr. Hales have endeav- 
ored by some means to prevent, but as yet 
their methods have not been brought much 
mto use. 

I have a singular opinion on this subject, 
which I will venture to communicate to you, 
though I doubt you will rank it among my 
whims. It is certain that the skin has imbibing 
as well as discharging pores; witness the effects 
of a blistering-plaster, &c. I have read that 
a man, hired by a physician to stand by way 
of experiment in the open air naked during 
a moist night, weighed near three pounds 
heavier in the morning. 

I have often observed myself, that, how- 
ever thirsty I may have been before going 
into the water to swim, I am never long so in 
the water. These imbibing pores, however, 
are very fine, — perhaps fine enough in 


filtering to separate S2ilt from water; for 
though I have soaked (by swimming, when a 
boy) several hours in the day for several days 
successively in salt water, I never found my 
5 blood and juices salted by that means, so as 
to make me thirsty or feel a salt taste in my 
mouth; and it is remarkable that the flesh of 
sea-fish, though bred in salt water, is not 
salt. 

[o Hence I imagine, that if people at sea, dis- 
tressed by thirst, when their fresh water is 
unfortunately spent, would make bathing- 
tubs of their empty water-casks, and, filling 
them with sea-water, sit in them an hour or 
[5 two each day, they might be greatly relieved. 
Perhaps keeping their clothes constantly wet 
might have an almost equal effect, and this 
without danger of catching cold. Men do 
not catch cold by wet clothes at sea. Damp 
10 but not wet linen may possibly give colds, 
but no one catches cold by bathing, and no 
clothes can be wetter than water itself. Why 
damp clothes should then occasion colds, is a 
curious question, the discussion of which I 
>5 reserve for a future letter, or some future 
conversation. 

B. Franklin. 

[To Miss Mary Stevenson] 

[Sunday Observance] 

Philadelphia, December 11, 1762. 
Dear Sir: — 

I thank you for your kind congratulations. 

5 It gives me pleasure to hear from an old 
friend; it will give me much more pleasure 
to see him. I hope, therefore, nothing will 
prevent the journey you propose for next sum- 
mer and the favour you intend me of a visit, 
o I believe I must make a journey early in the 
spring to Virginia, but purpose being back 
again before the hot weather. You will be 
kind enough to let me know beforehand what 
time you expect to be here, that I may not 
5 be out of the way, for that would mortify me 
exceedingly. 

I should be glad to know what it is that 
distinguishes Connecticut religion from com- 
mon religion. Communicate, if you please, 

) some of these particulars that you think will 
amuse me as a virtuoso. When I travelled in 
Flanders, I thought of your excessively strict 
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observation of Sunday; and that a man could 
hardly travel on that day among you upon 
his lawful occasions without hazard of punish- 
ment; while, where I was, every one travelled, 
if he pleased, or diverted himself in any other 
way; and in the afternoon both high and low 
went to the play or the opera, where there 
was plenty of singing, fiddling and dancing. 

I looked around for God’s judgments, but 
saw no signs of them. The cities were well 
built and full of inhabitants, the markets 
filled with plenty, the people well favoured 
and well clothed, the fields well tilled, the 
cattle fat and strong, the fences, houses, and 
windows all in repair, and no Old Tenor any- 
where in the country; which would almost 
make one suspect that the Deity is not so 
angry at that offence as a New England Jus- 
tice. 

I left our friend Mr. Jackson well, and I 
had the great pleasure of finding my little 
family well when I came home, and my 
friends as cordial and more numerous than 
ever. May every prosperity attend you and 
yours. I am, dear friend, yours affection- 
ately, B. Franklin. 

[To Jared Ingersoll] 

[Future of Science] 

Passy, Feb. 8 , 1780. 

Dear Sir, 

Your kind Letter of September 27 came to 
hand but very lately, the Bearer having 
staied long in Holland. I always rejoice to 
hear of your being still employ’d in experi- 
mental Researches into Nature, and of the 
Success you meet with. The rapid Progress 
true Science now makes, occasions my regret- 
ting sometimes that I was born so soon. It 
is impossible to imagine the Height to which 
may be carried, in a thousand years, the 
Power of Man over Matter. We may per- 
haps learn to deprive large Masses of their 
Gravity, and give them absolute Levity, for 
the sake of easy Transport. Agriculture may 
diminish its Labour and double its Produce; 
all Diseases may by sure means be prevented 
or cured, not excepting even that of Old Age, 
and our Lives lengthened at pleasure even 
beyond the antediluvian Standard. O that 
moral Science were in as fair a way of Im- 


provement, that Men would cease to be 
Wolves to one another, and that human 
Beings would at length learn what they now 
improperly call Humanity ! 

5 I am glad my little Paper on the Aurora 
Borealis pleased. If it should occasion further 
Enquiry, and so produce a better Hypothesis, 
it will not be wholly useless. I am ever, with 
the greatest and most sincere Esteem, dear 
lo Sir, yours very aflfectionately 

B. Franklin. 

[To Joseph Priestley] 

[To George Washington] 

Passy, March 5, 1780. 

Sir, 

I have received but lately the Letter your 
Excellency did me the honour of writing to 
20 me in Recommendation of the Marquis de 
la Fayette. His modesty detained it long in 
his own Hands. We became acquainted, 
however, from the time of his Arrival at 
Paris; and his Zeal for the Honour of our 
25 Country, his Activity in our Affairs here, and 
his firm Attachment to our Cause and to you, 
impress’d me with the same Regard and 
Esteem for him that your Excellency’s Letter 
would have done, had it been immediately 
30 delivered to me. 

Should peace arrive after another Cam- 
paign or two, and afford us a little Leisure, 
I should be happy to see your Excellency in 
Europe, and to accompany you, if my Age 
35 and Strength would permit, in visiting some 
of its ancient and most famous Kingdoms. 
You would, on this side of the Sea, enjoy the 
great Reputation you have acquir’d, pure 
and free from those little Shades that the 
40 Jealousy and Envy of a Man’s Countrymen 
and Contemporaries are ever endeavouring 
to cast over living Merit. Here you would 
know, and enjoy, what Posterity will say of 
Washington. For 1000 Leagues have nearly 
45 the same Effect with 1000 Years. The feeble 
Voice of those grovelling Passions cannot 
extend so far either in Time or Distance. At 
present I enjoy that Pleasure for you, as I 
frequently hear the old Generals of this 
50 martial Country, (who study the Maps of 
America, and mark upon them all your 
Operations,) speak with sincere Approbation 
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and great Applause of your conduct; and join 
in giving you the Character of one of the 
greatest Captains of the Age. 

I must soon quit the Scene, but you may 
live to see our Country flourish, as it will 
amazingly and rapidly after the War is over. 
Like a Field of young Indian Corn, which 
long Fair weather and Sunshine had en- 
feebled and discolored, and which in that 
weak State, by a Thunder Gust, of violent 
Wind, Hail, and Rain, seem’d to be threat- 
en’d with absolute Destruction; yet the Storm 
being past, it recovers fresh Verdure, shoots 
up with double Vigour, and delights the Eye, 
not of its Owner only, but of every observing 
Traveller. 

The best Wishes that can be form’d for 
your Health, Honour, and Happiness, ever 
attend you from your Excellency’s most 
obedient and most humble servant 

B. F. 

[Science and War] 

Passy, 27 July, 1783 . 

Dear Sir, 

I received your very kind letter by Dr. 
Blagden, and esteem myself much honoured 
by your friendly Remembrance. I have 
been too much and too closely engaged in 
public Affairs, since his being here, to enjoy 
all the Benefit of his Conversation you were 
so good as to intend me. I hope soon to have 
more Lieisure, and to spend a part of it in 
those Studies, that are much more agreeable 
to me than political Operations. 

I join with you most cordially in rejoicing 
at the return of Peace. I hope it will be 
lasting, and that Mankind will at length, as 
they call themselves reasonable Creatures, 
have Reason and Sense enough to settle their 
Differences without cutting Throats; for, in 
my opinion, there never was a good War, or a 
had Peace. What vast additions to the Con- 
veniences and Comforts of Living might 
Mankind have acquired, if the Money spent 
in Wars had been employed in Works of 
public utility! What an extension of Agri- 
culture, even to the Tops of our Mountains; 
what Rivers rendered navigable, or joined 
by Canals: what Bridges, Aqueducts, new 
Roads, and other public Works, Edifices, 


and Improvements, rendering England a 
compleat Paradise, might have been obtained 
by spending those Millions in doing good, 
which in the last War have been spent in 
S doing Mischief; in bringing Misery into 
thousands of Families, and destroying the 
Lives of so many thousands of working people, 
who might have performed the useful labour 1 

I am pleased with the late astronomical 
10 Discoveries made by our Society. Furnished 
as all Europe now is with Academies of Sci- 
ence, with nice Instruments and the Spirit 
of Experiment, the progress of human knowl- 
edge will be rapid, and discoveries made, of 
15 which we have at present no Conception. I 
begin to be almost sorry I was born so soon, 
since I cannot have the happiness of knowing 
what will be known 100 years hence. 

I wish continued success to the Labours of 
20 the Royal Society, and that you may long 
adorn their Chair; being, with the highest 
esteem, dear Sir, &c., 

B. Franklin. 

P.S. Dr. Blagden will acquaint you with 
25 the experiment of a vast Globe sent up into 
the Air, much talked of here, and which, if 
prosecuted, may furnish means of new knowl- 
edge. 

[To Sir Joseph Banks] 

30 

[Cotton Mather] 

Written to Samuel, son of Cotton Mather, and 
pastor of the church formerly presided over by his 
father and grandfather. For a selection from the 
Essays to do Good, see pp. 64 - 66 . 

Passy, May 12, 1784 . 

Rev®. Sir, 

I received your kind letter, with your ex- 
40 cellent advice to the people of the LFnited 
States, which I read with great pleasure, and 
hope it will be duly regarded. Such writings, 
though they may be lightly passed over by 
many readers, yet, if they make a deep im- 
45 pression on one active mind in a hundred, the 
effects may be considerable. Permit me to 
mention one little instance, which, though it 
relates to myself, will not be quite uninterest- 
ing to you. When I was a boy, I met with a 
50 book, entitled ^^Essays to do Good^'' which I 
think was written by your father. It had 
been so little regarded by a former possessor. 
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that several leaves of it were tom out; 
the remainder gave me such a turn of think- 
ing, as to have an influence on my conduct 
through life; for I have always set a greater 
value on the character of a doer of good, than 
on any other kind of reputation; and if I 
have been, as you seem to think, a useful 
citizen, the public owes the advantage of it 

to that book. ^ 

You mention your being in your 78 year; i 
I am in my 79‘^; we are grown old together. 

It is now more than 60 years since I left 
Boston, but I remember well both your 
father and grandfather, having heard them 
both in the pulpit, and seen them in their i 
houses. The last time I saw your father was 
in the beginning of 1724, when I visited him 
after my first trip to Pennsylvania. He re- 
ceived me in his library, and on my taking 
leave showed me a shorter way out of the 2 
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security, and should be carefully cultivated. 
Britain has not yet well digested the loss of 
its dominion over us, and has still at times 
some flattering hopes of recovering it. Acci- 
dents may increase those hopes, and en- 
courage dangerous attempts. A breach be- 
tween us and France would infallibly bring 
the English again upon our backs; and yet 
we have some wild heads among our country- 
men, who are endeavouring to weaken that 
connexion! Let us preserve our reputation 
by performing our engagements; our credit 
by fulfilling our contracts; and friends by 
gratitude and kindness; for we know not 
5 how soon we may again have occasion for 
all of them. With great and sincere esteem, 
I have the honour to be, &c. 

B. Franklin. 

[To Samuel Mather] 


house through a narrow passage, which was 
crossed by a beam over head. We were still 
talking as I withdrew, he accompanying me 
behind, and I turning partly towards him, 
when he said hastily, '^Stoop, stoopP'" I did : 
not understand him, till I felt my head hit 
against the beam. He was a man that never 
missed any occasion of giving instruction, 
and upon this he said to me, “Tom are young, 
and have the world before you; stoop as you 
go through it, and you will miss many hard 
thumpsP This advice, thus beat into my 
head, has frequently been of use to me; and 
I often think of it, when I see pride mortified, 
and misfortunes brought upon people by 
their carrying their heads too high. 

I long much to see again my native place, 
and to lay my bones there. I left it in 1723; 

I visited it in 1733, 1743, 1753, and 1763. In 
1773 I was in England; in 1775 I had a sight 
of it, but could not enter, it being in posses- 
sion of the enemy. I did hope to have been 
there in 1783, but could not obtain my dis- 
mission from this employment here; and 
now I fear I shall never have that happiness. 
My best wishes however attend my dear 
country. Esto perpetua. It is now blest 
with an excellent constitution; may it last 
for ever I 

This powerful monarchy continues its 
friendship for the United States. It is a 
friendship of the utmost importance to our 


[Old Age] 

Passy, May 23, 1785. 

Dear old Friend: 

* * * I must agree with you, that the Gout 
is bad, and that the Stone is worse. I am 
happy in not having them both together, and 
I join in your Prayer, that you may live till 
you die without either. But I doubt the 
Author of the Epitaph you send me was a 
little mistaken, when he, speaking of the 
World, says that 

“he ne’er cared a pin 

What they said or may say of the Mortal within.” 

It is so natural to wish to be well spoken of, 
whether alive or dead, that I imagine he 
could not be quite exempt from that Desire; 
and that at least he wish’d to be thought a 
Wit, or he would not have given himself the 
Trouble of writing so good an Epitaph to 
leave behind him. Was it not as worthy of 
his Care, that the World should say he was 
an honest and a good Man? I like better the 
concluding Sentiment in the old Song, called 
The Old Man's Wish, wherein, after wishing 
for a warm House in a country Town, an 
easy Horse, some good old authors, ingenious 
and cheerful Companions, a Pudding on 
) Sundays, with stout Ale, and a bottle of 
Burgundy, &c. &c., in separate Stanzas, 
each ending with this burden. 
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“May I govern my Passions with an absolute sway. 

Grow wiser and better as my Strength wears 
away, 

Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay;” 

he adds, 

“With a Courage undaunted may I face my last 
day. 

And, when I am gone, may the better Sort say, 

‘In the Morning when sober, in the Evening when 
mellow. 

He’s gone, and has not left behind him his Fellow; 

For he governed his Passions, &c.’ ” 

But what signifies our Wishing? Things 
happen, after all, as they will happen. I 
have sung that wishing Song a thousand 
times, when I was young, and now find, at 
Fourscore, that the three Contraries have 
befallen me, being subject to the Gout and 
the Stone, and not being yet Master of all my 
Passions. Like the proud Girl in my Coun- 
try, who wished and resolv’d not to marry a 
Parson, nor a Presbyterian, nor an Irishman; 
and at length found herself married to an 
Irish Presbyterian Parson. 

You see I have some reason to wish, that, 
in a future State, I may not only be as well as 
I was^ but a little better. And I hope it; 
for I, too, with your Poet, trust in God. And 
when I observe, that there is great Frugality, 
as well as Wisdom, in His Works, since he has 
been evidently sparing both of Labour and 
Materials; for by the various wonderful 
Inventions of Propagation, he has provided 
for the continual peopling his World with 
Plants and Animals, without being at the 
Trouble of repeated new Creations; and by 
the natural Reduction of compound Sub- 
stances to their original Elements, capable of 
being employ’d in new Compositions, he has 
prevented the Necessity of creating new 
Matter; so that the Earth, Water, Air, and 
perhaps Fire, which being compounded from 
Wood, do, when the Wood is dissolved, 
return, and again become Air, Earth, Fire 
and Water; I say, that, when I see nothing 
annihilated, and not even a Drop of Water 
wasted, I cannot suspect the Annihilation of 
Souls, or believe, that he will suffer the 
daily Waste of Millions of Minds ready made 
^hat now exist, and put himself to the 
continual Trouble of making new ones. 
Thus finding myself to exist in the World, 

1 believe I shall, in some Shape or other, 


always exist; and, with all the inconven- 
iences human Life is liable to, I shall not 
object to a new Edition of mine; hoping, 
however, that the Errata of the last may be 
corrected. * * * 

B. Franklin. 

[To George Whatley] 

[Deistic Religion] 

Phildd% March 9, 1790. 
Reverend and Dear Sir, 

I received your kind Letter of Jan’y 28, 
and am glad you have at length received the 
portrait of Gov’r Yale from his Family, and 
deposited it in the College Library. He was a 
great and good Man, and had the Merit of 
doing infinite Service to your Country by 
his Munificence to that Institution. The 
Honour you propose doing me by placing 
mine in the same Room with his, is much 
too great for my Deserts; but you always had 
a Partiality for me, and to that it must be 
ascribed. I am however too much obliged to 
Yale College, the first learned Society that 
took Notice of me and adorned me with its 
Honours, to refuse a Request that comes from 
it thro’ so esteemed a Friend. But I do not 
think any one of the Portraits you mention, 
as in my Possession, worthy of the Place and 
Company you propose to place it in. You 
have an excellent Artist lately arrived. If he 
will undertake to make one for you, I shall 
cheerfully pay the Expence; but he must not 
delay setting about it, or I may slip thro’ his 
fingers, for I am now in my eighty-fifth year, 
and very infirm. 

I send with this a very learned Work, as 
it seems to me, on the antient Samaritan 
Coins, lately printed in Spain, and at least 
curious for the Beauty of the Impression. 
Please to accept it for your College Library. 
I have subscribed for the Encyclopaedia now 
printing here, with the Intention of present- 
ing it to the College. I shall probably depart 
before the Work is finished, but shall leave 
Directions for its Continuance to the End. 
With this you will receive some of the first 
numbers. 

You desire to know something of my Re- 
ligion. It is the first time I have been ques- 
tioned upon it. But I cannot take your 
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Curiosity amiss, and shall endeavour in a 
few Words to gratify it. Here is my Creed. 

I believe in one God, Creator of the Uni- 
verse. That he governs it by his Providence. 
That he ought to be worshipped. That the 5 
most acceptable Service we render to him is 
doing good to his other Children. That the 
soul of Man is immortal, and will be treated 
with Justice in another Life respecting its 
Conduct in this. These I take to be the 10 
fundamental Principles of all sound Religion, 
and I regard them as you do in whatever Sect 
I meet with them. 

As to Jesus of Nazareth, my Opinion of 
whom you particularly desire, I think the 15 
System of Morals and his Religion, as he 
left them to us, the best the World ever saw 
or is likely to see; but I apprehend it has re- 
ceived various corrupting Changes, and I 
have, with most of the present Dissenters in 20 
England, some Doubts as to his Divinity; 
tho’ it is a question I do not dogmatize upon, 
having never studied it, and think it needless 
to busy myself with it now, when I expect 
soon an Opportunity of knowing the Truth 25 
with less Trouble. I see no harm, however, 
in its being believed, if that Belief has the 
good Consequence, as probably it has, of 
making his Doctrine more respected and 
better observed; especially as I do not per- 30 
ceive, that the Supreme takes it amiss, by 
distinguishing the Unbelievers in his Govern- 
ment of the World with any peculiar Marks 
of his Displeasure. 

I shall only add, respecting myself, that, 35 
having experienced the Goodness of that 


Being in conducting me prosperously thro’ a 
long life, I have no doubt of its Continuance 
in the next, though without the smallest Con- 
ceit of meriting such Goodness. My Senti- 
ments on this Head you will see in the Copy 
of an old Letter enclosed, which I wrote in 
answer to one from a zealous Religionist, 
whom I had relieved in a paralytic case by 
electricity, and who, being afraid I should 
grow proud upon it, sent me his serious 
though rather impertinent Caution. I send 
you also the Copy of another Letter, which 
will shew something of m.y Disposition relat- 
ing to Religion. With great and sincere 
Esteem and Affection, I am. Your obliged 
old Friend and most obedient humble Servant 
B. Franklin. 

P.S. Had not your College some Present 
of Books from the King of France? Please to 
let me know, if you had an Expectation given 
you of more, and the Nature of that Expecta- 
tion? I have a Reason for the Enquiry. 

I confide, that you will not expose me to 
Criticism and censure by publishing any part 
of this Communication to you. I have ever 
let others enjoy their religious Sentiments, 
without reflecting on them for those that ap- 
peared to me unsupportable and even absurd. 
All Sects here, and we have a great Variety, 
have experienced my good will in assisting 
them with Subscriptions for building their 
new Places of Worship; and, as I have never 
opposed any of their Doctrines, I hope to go 
out of the World in Peace with them all. 

[To Ezra Stiles] 


John Woolman (17x0-177^) 


Woolman was a member of a sect whose importance in American colonial history 
must not be underestimated. Quakers who were persecuted in Puritan New England 
because of their belief, often found asylum in liberal Rhode Island or Pennsylvania. 
Rhode Island had little opportunity to make itself heard over the louder voices of 
other New England states, but the history of William Penn and the Quakers of Penn- 
sylvania is an important one. To this Quciker civilization Woolman’s Journal fur- 
nishes the same kind of introduction that the writings of the Puritan priests provide 
for the sterner faith of old New England. 

Bom in 1720, at Northampton, New Jersey, John Woolman received an elemen- 
tary education, read much in his father’s library, worked as a shopkeeper’s appren- 
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tice, and finally became a tailor and merchant. At the age of 21 he made his first 
appearance as a preacher. He spent most of the rest of his life as an itinerant 
preacher, speaking before many meetings of Friends while he supported himself 
comfortably by tailoring. In 1772 he went to England as delegate from the Pennsyl- 
vania Friends to those in the north of England. He met a smallpox epidemic in York, 
and died there of the disease. 

Woolman’s Journal has always been a favorite of writers. First published in 1774, 
it was not widely read in this country until 1871, when an edition appeared with an 
introduction by Whittier, the New England Quaker. Whittier called it “a classic of 
the inner life.” Channing said it was “beyond comparison the sweetest and purest 
autobiography in the language.” Crabb Robinson said: “His is a schone Seele, a 
beautiful soul. An illiterate tailor, he writes in a style of the most exquisite purity 
and grace. His moral qualities are transferred to his writings.” Charles Lamb ad- 
vised his readers to “get the writings of John Woolman by heart.” 

The best edition is The Journals and Essays oj John Woolman^ edited by Amelia Mott 
Gummere, 1922. The first 1 50 pages of this edition contain the best biography. For 
an interesting account of the man and his work, see chapter 37 of Tyler’s Literary 
History of the American Revolution^ 1897. 

On the place of the Friends in eighteenth-century America, and their later influ- 
ence upon the American mind, see a suggestive interpretation by Henry S. Canby in 

study by R. M. Jones, The Quakers in the 


sweetness that attended my mind, remain 
fresh in my memory. 

This, and the like gracious visitations, had 
that effect upon me, that when boys used ill 
language, it troubled me, and through the 
continued mercies of God, I was preserved 
from it. The pious instructions of my parents 
were often fresh in my mind when I happened 
to be among wicked children, and were of 
use to me. 

My parents having a large family of chil- 
dren, used frequently, on first days after 
meeting, to put us to read in the Holy 
Scriptures, or some religious books, one after 
another, the rest sitting by without much 
conversation; which I have since often 
thought was a good practice. From what I 
had read and heard, I believed there had 
been, in past ages, people who walked in ^up- 
rightness before God, in a degree exceeding 
any that I knew or heard of, now living; and 
the apprehension of there being less steadi- 
ness and firmness amongst people in this age 
than in past ages, often troubled me while I 
was still young. 

I had a dream about the ninth year of my 


Classic Americans, 1931, pages 28-34; also a 
American Colonies, 1921. 

From Azi" Journal 
{1756-72) 

[Boyhood and Touth] 

I have often felt a motion of love to leave s 
some hints of my experience of the goodness 
of God; and pursuant thereto, in the thirty- 
sixth year of my age, I begin this work. 

I was born in Northampton, in Burlington 
county, in West Jersey, in the year of our lo 
Lord 1720; and before I was seven years old 
I began to be acquainted with the operations 
of Divine love. Through the care of my 
parents, I was taught to read near as soon as 
I was capable of it; and as I went from 15 
school one seventh-day, I remember, while 
my companions went to play by the way, I 
'vent forward out of sight, and sitting down, 
f read the twenty-second chapter of the 
Revelation: “He showed me a pure river of 20 
" ater of life, clear as crystal, proceeding out 
the throne of God and of the lamb,” etc.; 

^nd in the reading of it, my mind was drawn 
to seek after that pure habitation, which, I 
then believed, God had prepared for his 25 
Servants. The place where I sat, and the 
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age as follows. I saw the moon rise near the 
west, and run a regular course eastward, so 
swift that in about a quarter of an hour she 
reached our meridian; when there descended 
from her a small cloud on a direct line to the 
earth, which lighted on a pleasant green 
about twenty yards from the door of my 
father’s house (in which I thought I stood) 
and was immediately turned into a beautiful 
green tree. The moon appeared to run on 
with equal swiftness, and soon set in the east, 
at which time the sun arose at the place 
where it commonly doth in the summer, and 
shining with full radiance in a serene air, it 
appeared as pleasant a morning as ever I saw. 

All this time I stood still in the door, in an 
awful frame of mind, and observed that as 
heat increased by the rising sun, it wrought 
so powerfully on the little green tree, that the 
leaves gradually withered, and before noon 
it appeared dry and dead. There then ap- 
peared a being, small of size, moving swift 
from the north southward, called a ^^Sun 
Worm:^ 

Though I was a child, this dream was in- 
structive to me. 

Another thing remarkable in my childhood 
was, that once, as I went to a neighbor’s 
house, I saw, on the way, a robin sitting on 
her nest; and as I came near she went off, 
but having young ones, flew about, and with 
many cries expressed her concern for them. 
I stood and threw stones at her, till one strik- 
ing her, she fell down dead. At first I was 
pleased with the exploit; but after a few 
minutes was seized with horror, as having, in 
a sportive way, killed an innocent creature 
while she was careful for her young. I be- 
held her lying dead, and thought those young 
ones, for which she was so careful, must now 
perish for want of their dam to nourish them; 
and after some painful considerations on the 
subject, I climbed up the tree, took all the 
young birds, and killed them — supposing 
that better than to leave them to pine away 
and die miserably; and believed, in this case, 
that Scripture proverb was fulfilled, “The 
tender mercies of the wicked are cruel.” I 
then went on my errand, but, for some hours, 
could think of little else but the cruelties I 
had committed, and was much troubled. 
Thus He. whose tender mercies are over all 


his works, hath placed that in the human 
mind, which incites to exercise goodness 
towards every living creature, and this being 
singly attended to, people become tender- 
hearted and sympathizing; but being fre- 
quently and totally rejected, the mind shuts 
itself up in a contrary disposition. 

About the twelfth year of my age, my 
father being abroad, my mother reproved me 
for some misconduct, to which I made an 
undutiful reply; and the next first-day, as I 
was with my father returning from meeting, 
he told me he understood I had behaved 
amiss to my mother, and advised me to be 
more careful in future. I knew myself blam- 
able, and in shame and confusion remained 
silent. Being thus awakened to a sense of 
my wickedness, I felt remorse in my mind, 
and getting home, I retired and prayed to the 
Lord to forgive me; and do not remember 
that I ever, after that, spoke unhandsomely 
to either of my parents, however foolish in 
some other things. 

Having attained the age of sixteen, I 
began to love wanton company; and though 
I was preserved from profane language or 
scandalous conduct, still I perceived a plant 
in me which produced much wild grapes. 
Yet my merciful Father forsook me not 
utterly, but at times, through his grace, I 
was brought seriously to consider my ways; 
and the sight of my backsliding affected me 
with sorrow; but for want of rightly attend- 
ing to the reproofs of instruction, vanity was 
added to vanity, and repentance. Upon the 
whole, my mind was more and more alien- 
ated from the Truth, and I hastened towards 
destruction. While I meditate on the gulf 
towards which I travelled, and reflect on my 
youthful disobedience, my heart is affected 
with sorrow. 

Advancing in age, the number of my 
acquaintance increased, and thereby my 
way grew more difficult. Though I had here- 
; tofore found comfort in reading the Holy 
Scriptures, and thinking on heavenly things, 
I was now estranged therefrom. I knew I 
was going from the flock of Christ, and had 
no resolution to return; hence serious reflec- 
> tions were uneasy to me, and youthful van- 
ities and diversions my greatest pleasure. 
Runnine in this road I found manv like my- 
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self; and we associated in that which is re- morse of conscience; which I soon cast off 

\erse to true friendship. But in this swift again. 

race it pleased God to visit me with sickness, Thus time passed on: my heart was re- 

so that I doubted of recovering; and then did plenished with mirth and wantonness, while 

darkness, horror, and amazement, with full 5 pleasing scenes of vanity were presented to 
force seize me, even when my pain and dis- my imagination, till I attained the age of 
tress of body was very great. I thought it eighteen years, near which time I felt the 

would have been better for me never to have judgments of God in my soul like a consum- 

had a being, than to see the day which I now ing fire, and looking over my past life, the 
saw. I was filled with confusion; and in 10 prospect was moving. I was often sad, and 
great affliction, both of mind and body, I lay longed to be delivered from those vanities; 

and bewailed myself. I had not confidence then, again, my heart was strongly inclined 

to lift up my cries to God, whom I had thus to them, and there was in me a sore conflict, 

offended; but in a deep sense of my great At times I turned to folly; and then again, 

folly, I was humbled before him: and at 15 sorrow and confusion took hold of me. In a 
length, that Word which is as a fire and a while, I resolved totally to leave off some of 
hammer, broke and dissolved my rebellious my vanities; but there was a secret reserve in 
heart, and then my cries were put up in con- my heart, of the more refined part of them, 
trition; and in the multitude of his mercies I and I was not low enough to find true peace, 
found inward relief, and felt a close engage- 20 Thus for some months, I had great troubles 
ment, that if he was pleased to restore and disquiet, there remaining in me an un- 
my health, I might walk humbly before subjected will, which rendered my labors 
him. fruitless, till at length, through the merciful 

After my recovery, this exercise remained continuance of heavenly visitations, I was 
with me a considerable time; but by degrees, 25 made to bow down in spirit before the Lord, 
giving way to youthful vanities, they gained I remember one evening I had spent some 
strength, and getting with wanton young time in reading a pious author; and walking 
people I lost ground. The Lord had been out alone, I humbly prayed to the Lord for 
very gracious, and spoke peace to me in his help, that I might be delivered from those 
the time of my distress; and I now most un- 30 vanities which so ensnared me. Thus, being 
gratefully turned again to folly; on which brought low, he helped me, and as I learned 
account, at times, I felt sharp reproof, but to bear the Cross, I felt refreshment to come 
did not get low enough to cry for help. I was from his presence, but not keeping in that 
not so hardy as to commit things scandalous; strength which gave victory, I lost ground 
but to exceed in vanity and promote mirth, 35 again, the sense of which greatly afflicted me; 
was my chief study. Still I retained a love and I sought deserts and lonely places, and 
and esteem for pious people; and their com- there with tears did confess my sins to God, 
pany brought an awe upon me. My dear and humbly craved help of him. And I may 
parents several times admonished me in the say with reverence, he was near to me in my 
fear of the Lord, and their admonition en- 40 troubles, and in those times of humiliation 
tered into my heart, and had a good effect opened my ear to discipline. I was now led 
for a season; but not getting deep enough to to look seriously at the means by which I was 

pray rightly, the tempter, when he came, drawn from the pure truth, and learned this, 

found entrance. I remember once, having that if I would live in the life which the faith- 
spent a part of a day in wantonness, as I 45 ful servants of God lived in, I must not go 
^vent to bed at night, there lay in a window into company as heretofore, in my own will; 
near my bed a Bible, which I opened, and but all the cravings of sense must be governed 
first cast my eye on the text, “we lie down in by a Divine principle. In times of sorrow 
nnr shame, and our confusion covers us”; and abasement, these instructions were sealed 

this I knew to be my case; and meeting with 50 upon me, and I felt the power of Christ 
so unexpected a reproof, I was somewhat prevail over all selfish desires, so that I 
effected with it, and went to bed under re- was preserved in a good degree of steadi- 
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ness; and being young, and believing, at that Gospel love in my mind, and therein a con- 

time’, that a single life was best for me, I was cem to visit Friends in some of the back 

strengthened to keep from such company as settlements of Pennsylvania and Virginia. 

had often been a snare to me. And being thoughtful about a companion, 

I kept steady to meetings; spent first-days 5 I expressed it to my beloved friend Isaac 
in the afternoon chiefly in reading the Scrip- Andrews, who then told me that he had 
tures, and other good books; and was early drawings there, and also to go through Mary- 
convinced in my mind that true religion con- land, Virginia, and Carolina. After con- 
sisted in an inward life, wherein the heart siderable time passed, and several confer- 
doth love and reverence God the Creator, 10 ences with him, I felt easy to accompany him 
and learn to exercise true justice and good- throughout, if way opened for it. I opened 
ness, not only toward all men, but also the case in our Monthly Meeting, and 
toward the brute creatures. That as the Friends expressing their unity therewith, we 
mind was moved by an inward principle to obtained certificates to travel as companions; 
love God as an invisible, incomprehensible 15 his from Haddonfield, and mine from Bur- 
Being, by the same principle it was moved to lington. 

love him in all his manifestations in the visi- We left our own province on the 12th day 

ble world. That, as by his breath the flame of the third month, in the year 1746, and had 
of life was kindled in all animal and sensible several meetings in the upper part of Chester 
creatures, to say we love God as unseen, and, 20 county and near Lancaster; in some of which 
at the same time, exercise cruelty toward the the love of Christ prevailed, uniting us to- 

least creature moving by his life, or by life gether in his service. Thence we crossed the 

derived from him, was a contradiction in river Susquehanna, and had several meetings 
itself. in a new settlement, called Red-lands; the 

I found no narrowness respecting sects and 25 oldest of which did not exceed ten years. It 
opinions; but believed that sincere, upright- is the poorest sort of people that commonly 
hearted people, in every society, who truly begin to improve remote deserts: with a 
love God, were accepted of him. small stock they have houses to build, lands 

As I lived under the cross, and simply fol- to clear and fence, corn to raise, clothes 

lowed the openings of Truth, my mind, from 30 to provide, and children to educate; that 

day to day, was more enlightened; my for- Friends, who visit such, may well sympathize 
mer acquaintance were left to judge of me as with them in their hardships in the wilder- 

they would, for I found it safest for me to live ness. And though the best entertainment 

in private, and to keep these things sealed such can give, may seem coarse to some who 
up in my own breast. While I silently pon- 35 are used to cities, or old-settled places, it 
der on that change which was wrought in becomes the disciples of Christ to be content 
me, I find no language equal to it, nor any with it. Our hearts were sometimes enlarged 
means to convey to another a clear idea of in the love of our heavenly Father aniongst 
it. I looked upon the works of God in this these people; and the sweet influence of his 
visible creation, and an awfulness covered 40 Spirit supported us through some difficulties: 
me; my heart was tender, and often con- to him be the praise. 

trite, and a universal love to my fellow- We passed on to Manoquacy, Fairfax, 
creatures increased in me. This will be Hopewell, and Shenandoah, and had meet- 
understood by such who have trodden in the ings, some of which were comfortable and 
same path. 45 edifying. From Shenandoah we set off in 

the afternoon for the old settlements of 
Friends in Virginia; and the first night, we, 
[A Journey to the SoutK\ with our pilot, lodged in the woods, our 

horses feeding near us; but he being poorly 
I then wrought at my trade, as a tailor; 50 provided with a horse, and we young and 
carefully attended meetings for worship and having good horses, were free the next day 
discipline; and found an enlargement of to part with him, and did so. In two days 
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besides the first afternoon, we reached to our my mind was inward to the Lord, I found, 

friend John Cheagle’s, in Virginia. from place to place, this uneasiness return 

We took the meetings in our way through upon me, at times, through the whole visit. 

Virginia; were, in some degree, baptized into Where the masters bore a good share of the 

a feeling sense of the conditions of the people; 5 burthen, and lived frugally, so that their 
and our exercise in general was more painful servants were well provided for, and their 
in these old settlements, than it had been labor moderate, I felt more easy; but where 

amongst the back inhabitants. But through they lived in a costly way, and laid heavy 

the goodness of our heavenly Father, the well burthens on their slaves, my exercise was 

of living waters was, at times, opened to our 10 often great, and I frequently had conversa- 
encouragement and the refreshment of the tion with them, in private, concerning it. 
sincere-hearted. We went on to Perquimans Secondly, this trade of importing slaves from 

River, in North Carolina; had several meet- their native country being much encouraged 

ings, which were large, and found some open- amongst them, and the white people and 

ness in those parts, and a hopeful appearance is their children so generally living without 
amongst the young people. So we turned much labor, was frequently the subject of my 

again to Virginia, and attended most of the serious thought; and I saw in these Southern 

meetings which we had not been at before, provinces so many vices and corruptions, in- 

laboring amongst Friends in the love of Jesus creased by this trade and this way of life, 

Christ, as ability was given; and thence 20 that it appeared to me as a dark gloominess 
went to the mountains, up James River to a hanging over the land; and though now 

new settlement, and had several meetings many willingly run into it, yet in future the 

amongst the people, some of whom had consequences will be grievous to posterity, 

lately joined in membership to our Society. I express it as it hath appeared to me, not at 

In our journeying to and fro, we found some 25 once, or twice, but as a matter fixed on my 
honest-hearted Friends, who appeared to be mind, 
concerned for the cause of truth, among a 

backsliding people. r a nr ' TAr r r • 7 

We crossed from Virginia, over the river V 

Potomac, at Hoe’s ferry, and made a general 30 Until the year 1756, I continued to retail 
visit to the meetings of Friends on the west- goods, besides following my trade as a tailor; 

ern shore of Maryland, and were at their about which time I grew uneasy on account 

quarterly Meeting. We had some hard of my business growing too cumbersome. I 

labor amongst them, endeavoring to dis- began with selling trimmings for garments, 

charge our duty honestly as way opened, in 35 and from thence proceeded to sell cloths and 
the love of truth; and thence taking sundry linens; and at length, having got a consider- 

meetings in our way, we passed homeward, able shop of goods, my trade increased every 

where, through the favor of Divine Provi- year, and the road to large business appeared 

dence, we reached, the 16th day of the sixth open: but I felt a stop in my mind, 

month, in the year 1746. And I may say, 40 Through the mercies of the Almighty, I 

that through the assistance of the Holy had, in a good degree, learned to be content 

Spirit, which mortifies selfish desires, my with a plain way of living. I had but a small 

companion and I travelled in harmony, and family; and on serious reflection, I believed 

parted in the nearness of true brotherly love. Truth did not require me to engage in many 

“—We travelled, by estimation, fifteen hun- 45 cumbering affairs. It had generally been my 
dred miles and were out three months and practice to buy and sell things really useful, 

four days. Things that served chiefly to please the vain 

Two things were remarkable to me in this mind in people, I was not easy to trade in; 

journey. First, in regard to my entertain- seldom did it, and whenever I did, I found it 

ment; when I eat, drank, and lodged free- 50 to weaken me as a Christian, 

cost, with people who lived in ease on the The increase of business became my bur- 

hard toil of their slaves, I felt uneasy; and as then; for though my natural inclination was 
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toward merchandise, yet I believed Truth 
required me to live more free from outward 
cumbers. There was now a strife in my 
mind betwixt the two, and in this exercise my 
prayers were put up to the Lord, who gra- 5 
ciously heard me, and gave me a heart re- 
signed to his holy will; I then lessened my 
outward business; and as I had opportunity, 
told my customers of my intention, that they 
might consider what shop to turn to; and so 10 
in a while, wholly laid down merchandise, 
following my trade as a tailor, myself only, 
having no prentice. I also had a nursery of 
apple trees, in which I spent a good deal of 
time hoeing, grafting, trimming, and inocu- 15 
lating. 

In merchandise it is the custom, where I 
lived, to sell chiefly on credit, and poor 
people often get in debt; and when payment 
is expected, having not wherewith to pay, 20 
and so their creditors often sue for it at law. 
Having often observed occurrences of this 
kind, I found it good for me to advise poor 
people to take such goods as were most use- 
ful and not costly. 25 

In the time of trading, I had an oppor- 
tunity of seeing that a too liberal use of 
spirituous liquors, and the custom of wearing 
too costly apparel, led some people into great 
inconveniences; and these two things appear 30 
to be often connected one with the other; for 
by not attending to that use of things which 
is consistent with universal righteousness, 
there is an increase of labor which extends 
beyond what our heavenly Father intends for 35 
us; and by great labor, and often by much 
sweating in the heat, there is, even among 
such who are not drunkards, a craving of 
some liquor to revive the spirits; that, partly 
by the luxurious drinking of some, and partly 40 
by the drinking of others, led to it through 
immoderate labor, very great quantities of 
rum are annually expended in our colonies; 
of which we should have no need, did we 
steadily attend to pure wisdom. 45 

Where men take pleasure in feeling their 
minds elevated with strong drink, and so in- 
dulge this appetite as to disorder their under- 
standing, neglect their duty as members in a 
family or civil society, and cast off all pre- 50 
tence to religion, their case is much to be 
pitied; and where such whose lives are for 


the most part regular, and whose examples 
have a strong influence on the minds of 
others, adhere to some customs which power- 
fully draw toward the use of more strong 
liquor than pure wisdom directeth the use of; 
this also, as it hinders the spreading of the 
spirit of meekness, and strengthens the hands 
of the more excessive drinkers, is a case to be 
lamented. 

As the least degree of luxury hath some 
connection with evil, for those who profess to 
be disciples of Christ, and are looked upon as 
leaders of the people, to have that mind in 
them which was also in Him, and so stand 
separate from every wrong way, is a means of 
help to the weaker. As I have sometimes 
been much spent in the heat, and taken 
spirits to revive me, I have found by experi- 
ence that the mind is not so calm in such cir- 
cumstances, nor so fitly disposed for Divine 
meditation, as when all such extremes are 
avoided; and I have felt an increasing care to 
attend to that Holy Spirit which sets right 
bounds to our desires, and leads those who 
faithfully follow it to apply all the gifts of 
Divine Providence to the purposes for which 
they were intended. Did such who have the 
care of great estates, attend with singleness of 
heart to this heavenly Instructor, which so 
opens and enlarges the mind that men love 
their neighbors as themselves, they would 
have wisdom given them to manage, without 
ever finding occasion to employ some people 
in the luxuries of life, or to make it necessary 
for others to labor too hard; but for want of 
regarding steadily this principle of Divine 
love, a selfish spirit takes place in the minds 
of people, which is attended with darkness 
and manifold confusions in the world. 

In the course of my trading, being some' 
what affected at the various law suits about 
collecting money which I saw going forward, 
on applying to a constable he gave me a list 
of his proceedings for one year, as follows: to 
wit, served 267 warrants, 103 summonses, 
and 17 executions! As to writs served by the 
sheriff, I got no account of them. I once had 
a warrant for an idle man, who I believed was 
about to run away, which was the only time 
I applied to the law to recover money. 

Though trading in things useful is an hon- 
est employ, yet, through the great number of 



167 


ST. JOHN DE CREVEGOEUR 

superfluities which are commonly bought that in the pure flowing of Divine love, I ex- 

and sold, and through the corruptions of the pressed what lay upon me; which, as it then 

times, they who apply to merchandize for a arose in my mind, was first to show how deep 

living have great need to be well experienced answers to deep in the hearts of sincere and 

in that precept which the prophet Jeremiah 5 upright men; though in their different 
laid down for Baruc, his scribe: “Seekest growths they may not all have attained to 

thou great things for thyself? seek them the same clearness in some points relating to 

not.” our testimony. Wherein I was led to men- 
tion the integrity and constancy of many 

P /!/• 7 w • 1 martyrs, who gave their lives for the testi- 

[At a Yearly Meeting] mony of Jesus; and yet, in some points, held 

At our Yearly Meeting in the year 1759 , doctrines distinguishable from some which 

we had some weighty meetings, where the we hold. How that in all ages where people 

power of Truth was largely extended, to the were faithful to the Light and understanding 

strengthening of the honest-minded. As 15 which the Most High afforded them, they 
Friends read over the epistles to be sent to found acceptance with him; and that now, 

the Yearly Meetings along this continent, I though there are different ways of thinking 

observed in most of them, both this year and amongst us in some particulars, yet, if we 

last, it was recommended to Friends to labor mutually kept to that spirit and power which 

against buying and keeping slaves, and in 20 crucifies to the world, which teaches us to be 
some of them closely treated upon. As this content with things really needful, and to 

practice hath long been a heavy exercise to avoid all superfluities, giving up our hearts 

me, as I have often waded through mortify- to fear and serve the Lord, true unity may 

ing labors on that account, and at times, in still be preserved amongst us. And that if 

some meetings, been almost alone therein, 25 such who at times were under sufferings on 
now observing the increasing concern in the account of some scruples of conscience, kept 

Society, and seeing how the Lord was raising low and humble, and in their conduct in life 

up and qualifying servants for his work, not manifested a spirit of true charity, it would 

only in this respect, but for promoting the be more likely to reach the witness in others, 

cause of Truth in general, I was humbly 30 and be of more service in the church, than if 
bowed in thankfulness before him. their sufferings were attended with a con- 

This meeting continued near a week; and trary spirit and conduct. In which exercise 

several days the fore part of it, my mind was I was drawn into a sympathizing tenderness 

drawn into a deep inward stillness, and being with the sheep of Christ, however distin- 

at times covered with the spirit of supplica- 35 guished one from another in this world; and 
tion, my heart was secretly poured out before the like disposition appeared to spread over 

the Lord, and near the end I felt an increas- some others in the meeting. Great is the 

ing exercise to speak, and near the conclusion goodness of the Lord toward us, his poor 

of the last meeting for business way opened, creatures. 


St. John de Crevecoeur (1735-1813) 

Michel-Guillaume Jean de Crevecoeur (he called himself J. Hector St. John de 
Crevecoeur merely because he liked the name) was bom of a noble family near Caen, 
in Normandy. He emigrated, served under Montcalm in the last of the French and 
Indian wars, and explored the region between the Great Lakes and the Ohio River. 
He took out naturalization papers in 1765 , married four years later, and settled in 
Orange County, New York. There he spent idyllic years until the American Revo 
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lution brought anxiety and trouble. In 1780 he saUed for England, where he sold 
his Letters to a publisher, and in 1781 was back in France. Through Franklin, he se- 
cured nomination as French consul in New York. From 1783 to 1790 he lived in 
America, and from 1790 to his death in 181 3 lived in France once more — witnessing, 
from retirement, a second and greater revolution. 

Crevecoeur was a Rousseauistic “man of feeling,” that complement of the eight- 
eenth-century man of good sense typified in America by Franklin. His Letters from an 
American Farmer, published in London, give an Arcadian description of America as a 
land of promise “providentially intended,” as he put it, “for the general asylum of the 
world,” a land for happy farmers “possessing freedom of action, freedom of thoughts, 
ruled by a mode of government which requires but little from us.” 

As a “farmer of feelings” — the phrase appears in his Letters — Crevecoeur was not 
a speculative thinker, but he belongs with the Physiocrats both in his agrarian em- 
phasis and his ardent humanitarianism. When the Revolution brought the horrors 
of civil war, this humanitarian pacifist kept apart from the struggle, lamenting the 
evils of the time with a sentimentalism as melancholy as it had previously been rosy. 

Letters Jr om an American Farmer was republished in 1904 with a preface by W. P. 
Trent, and also in a convenient edition in Everyman’s Library. Sketches of Eighteenth 
Century America is a collection of newly discovered Crevecoeur writings edited by 
H. L. Bourdin, R. H. Gabriel, and S. T. Williams, 1925. There are biographies by 
J. P. Mitchell, 1916, and H. C. Rice (in French), 1933, and an article in DAB by 
S. T. Williams, 


From 

Letters from an American Farmer 
(1782) 

On the Situation, Feelings, and Pleasures 
of an American Farmer 

As you are the first enlightened European 
I have ever had the pleasure of being ac- 
quainted with, you will not be surprised that 
I should, according to your earnest desire and 
my promise, appear anxious of preserving 
your friendship and correspondence. By 
your accounts, I observe a material difference 
subsists between your husbandry, modes, and 
customs, and ours; everyth ng is local; could 
we enjoy the advantages of the English 
farmer, we should be much happier, indeed, 
but this wish, like many others, implies a con- 
tradiction; and could the English farmer have 
some of those privileges we possess, they would 
be the first of their class in the world. Good 
and evil I see is to be found in all societies, 
and it is in vain to seek for any spot where 
those ingredients are not mixed. I therefore 
rest satisfied, and thank God that my lot is 


to be an American farmer, instead of a Rus- 
sian boor, or an Hungarian peasant. I thank 
you kindly for the idea, however dreadful, 
which you have given me of their lot and 
5 condition; your observations have confirmed 
me in the justness of my ideas, and I am hap- 
pier now than I thought myself before. It is 
strange that misery, when viewed in others, 
should become to us a sort of real good, 
10 though I am far from rejoicing to hear that 
there are in the world men so thoroughly 
wretched; they are no doubt as harmless, 
industrious, and willing to work as we are. 
Hard is their fate to be thus condemned to a 
15 slavery worse than that of our negroes. Yet 
when young I entertained some thoughts ol 
selling my farm. I thought it afforded but a 
dull repetition of the same labours and 
pleasures. I thought the former tedious and 
20 heavy, the latter few and insipid; but when I 
came to consider myself as divested of my 
farm, I then found the world so wide, and 
every place so full, that I began to fear lest 
there would be no room for me. My farm, 
25 my house, my bam, presented to my imap- 
nation objects from which I adduced quite 
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new ideas; they were more forcible than be- 
fore. Why should not I find myself happy, 
said I, where my father was before? He left 
me no good books it is true, he gave me no 
other education than the art of reading and 5 
writing; but he left me a good farm, and his 
experience; he left me free from debts, and 
no kind of difficulties to struggle with. — I 
married, and this perfectly reconciled me to 
my situation; my wife rendered my house all 10 
at once cheerful and pleasing; it no longer 
appeared gloomy and solitary as before; when 
I went to work in my fields I worked with 
more alacrity and sprightliness; I felt that 
I did not work for myself alone, and this en- 15 
couraged me much. My wife would often 
come with her knitting in her hand, and sit 
under the shady trees, praising the straight- 
ness of my furrows, and the docility of my 
horses; this swelled my heart and made 20 
everything light and pleasant, and I regretted 
that I had not married before. 

I felt myself happy in my new situation, 
and where is that station which can confer 
a more substantial system of felicity than 25 
that of an American farmer, possessing free- 
dom of action, freedom of thoughts, ruled by a 
mode of government which requires but little 
from us? I owe nothing, but a pepper corn 
to my country, a small tribute to my king, 30 
with loyalty and due respect; I know no 
other landlord than the lord of all land, to 
whom I owe the most sincere gratitude. 

My father left me three hundred and seventy- 
one acres of land, forty-seven of which are 35 
good timothy meadow, an excellent orchard, 
a good house, and a substantial barn. It is 
my duty to think how happy I am that he 
lived to build and to pay for all these im- 
provements; what are the labours which I 40 
have to undergo, what are my fatigues when 
compared to his, who had everything to do, 
from the first tree he felled to the finishing 
of his house? Every year I kill from 1 500 to 
2000 weight of pork, 1200 of beef, half a 45 
dozen of good wethers in harvest: of fowls 
my wife has always a great stock: what can I 
wish more? My negroes are tolerably faith- 
ful and healthy; by a long series of industry 
^nd honest dealings, my father left behind 50 
him the name of a good man; I have but to 
head his paths to be happy and a good man 


like him. I know enough of the law to regu- 
late my little concerns with propriety, nor 
do I dread its power; these are the grand 
outlines of my situation, but as I can feel 
much more than I am able to express, I 
hardly know how to proceed. 

When my first son was bom, the whole 
train of my ideas were suddenly altered; 
never was there a charm that acted so 
quickly and powerfully; I ceased to ramble 
in imagination through the wide world; my 
excursions since have not exceeded the 
bounds of my farm, and all my principal 
pleasures are now centred within its scanty 
limits; but at the same time there is not an 
operation belonging to it in which I do not 
find some food for useful reflections. This is 
the reason, I suppose, that when you was 
here, you used, in your refined style, to de- 
nominate me the farmer of feelings; how rude 
must those feelings be in him who daily holds 
the axe or the plough, how much more re- 
fined on the contrary those of the European, 
whose mind is improved by education, ex- 
ample, books, and by every acquired ad- 
vantage ! Those feelings, however, I will 
delineate as well as I can, agreeably to your 
earnest request. 

When I contemplate my wife, by my fire- 
side, while she either spins, knits, darns, or 
suckles our child, I cannot describe the vari- 
ous emotions of love, of gratitude, of con- 
scious pride, which thrill in my heart and 
often overflow in involuntary tears. I feel 
the necessity, the sweet pleasure of acting 
my part, the part of an husband and father, 
with an attention and propriety which may 
entitle me to my good fortune. It is true 
these pleasing images vanish with the smoke 
of my pipe, but though they disappear from 
my mind, the impression they have made on 
my heart is indelible. When I play with the 
infant, my warm imagination runs forward, 
and eagerly anticipates his future temper and 
constitution. I would willingly open the 
book of fate, and know in which page his 
destiny is delineated; alas! where is the 
father who in those moments of paternal 
ecstasy can delineate one half of the thoughts 
which dilate his heart? I am sure I cannot; 
then again I fear for the health of those who 
are become so dear to me, and in their sick- 
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nesses I severely pay for the joys I experienced 
while they were well. Whenever I go abroad 
it is always involuntary. I never return 
home without feeling some pleasing emotion, 
which I often suppress as useless and foolish. 
The instant I enter on my own land, the 
bright idea of property, of exclusive right, of 
independence exalt my mind. Precious soil, 
I say to myself, by what singular custom of 
law is it that thou wast inade to constitute 
the riches of the freeholder? What should 
we American farmers be without the distinct 
possession of that soil? It feeds, it clothes us, 
from it we draw even a great exuberancy, our 
best meat, our richest drink, the very honey 
of our bees comes from this privileged spot. 
No wonder we should thus cherish its pos- 
session, no wonder that so many Europeans 
who have never been able to say that such 
portion of land was theirs, cross the Atlantic 
to realise that happiness. This formerly rude 
soil has been converted by my father into a 
pleasant farm, and in return it has established 
all our rights; on it is founded our rank, our 
freedom, our power as citizens, our impor- 
tance as inhabitants of such a district. These 
images I must confess I always behold with 
pleasure, and extend them as far as my imag- 
ination can reach: for this is what may be 
called the true and the only philosophy of an 
American farmer. 

Pray do not laugh in thus seeing an artless 
countryman tracing himself through the 
simple modifications of his life; remember 
that you have required it, therefore with 
candour, though with diffidence, I endeavour 
to follow the thread of my feelings, but I can- 
not tell you all. Often when I plough my 
low ground, I place my little boy on a chair 
which screws to the beam of the plough — 
its motion and that of the horses please him, 
he is perfectly happy and begins to chat. As 
I lean over the handle, various are the 
thoughts which crowd into my mind. I am 
now doing for him, I say, what my father 
formerly did for me, may God enable him to 
live that he may perform the same operations 
for the same purposes when I am worn out 
and old ! I relieve his mother of some trouble 
while I have him with me, the odoriferous 
furrow exhilarates his spirits, and seems to do 
the child a great deal of good, for he looks 


more blooming since I have adopted that 
practice; can more pleasure, more dignity be 
added to that primary occupation? The 
father thus ploughing with his child, and to 
feed his family, is inferior only to the em- 
peror of China ploughing as an example to 
his kingdom. In the evening when I return 
home through my low grounds, I am as- 
tonished at the myriads of insects which I 
perceive dancing in the beams of the setting 
sun. I was before scarcely acquainted with 
their existence, they are so small that it is 
difficult to distinguish them; they are care- 
fully improving this short evening space, not 
daring to expose themselves to the blaze of 
our meridian sun. I never see an egg brought 
on my table but I feel penetrated with the 
wonderful change it would have undergone 
but for my gluttony; it might have been a 
gentle useful hen leading her chickens with a 
care and vigilance which speaks shame to 
many women. A cock perhaps, arrayed with 
the most majestic plumes, tender to its mate, 
bold, courageous, endowed with an astonish- 
ing instinct, with thoughts, with memory, and 
every distinguishing characteristic of the 
reason of man. I never see my trees drop 
their leaves and their fruit in the autumn, and 
bud again in the spring, without wonder; 
the sagacity of those animals which have long 
been the tenants of my farm astonish me: 
some of them seem to surpass even men in 
memory and sagacity. I could tell you singu- 
lar instances of that kind. What then is this 
instinct which we so debase, and of which 
we are taught to entertain so diminutive an 
idea? My bees, above any other tenants of 
my farm, attract my attention and respect; 
I am astonished to see that nothing exists but 
what has its enemy, one species pursue and 
live upon the other: unfortunately our king- 
birds are the destroyers of those industrious 
insects; but on the other hand, these birds 
preserve our fields from the depredation of 
crows which they pursue on the wing with 
great vigilance and astonishing dexterity. 

Thus divided by two interested motives, I 
have long resisted the desire I had to kill 
them, until last year, when I thought they 
increased too much, and my indulgence had 
been carried too far; it was at the time of 
swarming when they all came and fixed them- 



selves on the neighbouring trees, from whence 
they catched those that returned loaded from 
the fields. This made me resolve to kill as 
many as I could, and I was just ready to fire, 
when a bunch of bees as big as my fist, issued 
from one of the hives, rushed on one of the 
birds, and probably stung him, for he in- 
stantly screamed, and flew, not as before, 
in an irregular manner, but in a direct line. 
He was followed fly the same bold phalanx, 
at a considerable distance, which unfortu- 
nately becoming too sure of victory, quitted 
their military array and disbanded them- 
selves. By this inconsiderate step they lost 
all that aggregate of force which had made 
the bird fly off. Perceiving their disorder he 
immediately returned and snapped as many 
as he wanted; nay, he had even the im- 
pudence to alight on the very twig from which 
the bees had drove him, I killed him and im- 
mediately opened his craw, from which I took 
171 bees; I laid them all on a blanket in the 
sun, and to my great surprise 54 returned to 
life, licked themselves clean, and joyfully 
went back to the hive; where they probably 
informed their companions of such an adven- 
ture and escape, as I believe had never hap- 
pened before to American bees! I draw a 
great fund of pleasure from the quails which 
inhabit my farm; they abundantly repay me, 
by their various notes and peculiar tameness, 
for the inviolable hospitality I constantly 
show them in the winter. Instead of per- 
fidiously taking advantage of their great and 
affecting distress, when nature offers nothing 
but a barren universal bed of snow, when irre- 
sistible necessity forces them to my barn doors, 
I permit them to feed unmolested; and it is 
not the least agreeable spectacle which that 
dreary season presents, when I see those 
beautiful birds, tamed by hunger, inter- 
mingling with all my cattle and sheep, seek- 
ing in security for the poor scanty grain 
which but for them would be useless and lost. 
Often in the angles of the fences where the 
motion of the wind prevents the snow from 
settling, I carry them both chaff and grain; 
the one to feed them, the other to prevent 
their tender feet from freezing fast to the 
earth as I have frequently observed them 
to do. 

I do not know an instance in which the 


singular barbarity of man is so strongly de- 
lineated, as in the catching and murthering 
those harmless birds, at that cruel season of 

the year. Mr. , one of the most famous 

s and extraordinary farmers that has ever done 
honour to the province of Connecticut, by his 
timely and humane assistance in a hard 
winter, saved this species from being entirely 
destroyed. They perished all over the coun- 
lo try, none of their delightful whistlings were 
heard the next spring, but upon this gentle- 
man’s farm; and to his humanity we owe the 
continuation of their music. When the 
severities of that season have dispirited all 
15 my cattle, no farmer ever attends them with 
more pleasure than I do; it is one of those 
duties which is sweetened with the most 
rational satisfaction. I amuse myself in be- 
holding their different tempers, actions, and 
20 the various effects of their instinct now power- 
fully impelled by the force of hunger. I trace 
their various inclinations, and the different 
effects of their passions, which are exactly 
the same as among men; the law is to us pre- 
25 cisely what I am in my barn yard, a bridle 
and check to prevent the strong and greedy 
from oppressing the timid and weak. Con- 
scious of superiority, they always strive to 
encroach on their neighbours; unsatisfied 
30 with their portion, they eagerly swallow it in 
order to have an opportunity of taking what 
is given to others, except they are prevented. 
Some I chide, others, unmindful of my ad- 
monitions, reeeive some blows. Could vic- 
35 tuals thus be given to men without the as- 
sistance of any language, I am sure they 
would not behave better to one another, nor 
more philosophically than my cattle do. 

The same spirit prevails in the stable; 
40 but there I have to do with more generous 
animals, there my well-known voice has im- 
mediate influence, and soon restores peace 
and tranquillity. Thus by superior knowl- 
edge I govern all my cattle as wise men are 
45 obliged to govern fools and the ignorant. A 
variety of other thoughts crowd on my mind 
at that peculiar instant, but they all vanish 
by the time I return home. If in a cold night 
I swiftly travel in my sledge, carried along at 
50 the rate of twelve miles an hour, many are 
the reflections excited by surrounding cir- 
cumstances, I ask myself what sort of an 
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agent is that which we call frost? Our min- 
ister compares it to needles, the points of 
which enter our pores. What is become of 
the heat of the summer; in what part of the 
world is it that the N. W. keeps these grand 
magazines of nitre? when I see in the morn- 
ing a river over which I can travel, that in 
the evening before was liquid, I am aston- 
ished indeed! What is become of those mil- 
lions of insects which played in our summer 
fields, and in our evening meadows; they were 
so puny and so delicate, the period of their 
existence was so short, that one cannot help 
wondering how they could learn, in that 
short space, the sublime art to hide them- 
selves and their offspring in so perfect a man- 
ner as to baffle the rigour of the season, and 
preserve that precious embryo of life, that 
small portion of ethereal heat, which if once 
destroyed would destroy the species 1 Whence 
that irresistible propensity to sleep so com- 
mon in all those who are severely attacked 
by the frost. Dreary as this season appears, 
yet it has like all others its miracles, it presents 
to man a variety of problems which he can 
never resolve; among the rest, wc have here 
a set of small birds which never appear until 
the snow falls; contrary to all others, they 
dwell and appear to delight in that element. 

It is my bees, however, whieh afford me 
the most pleasing and extensive themes; let 
me look at them when I will, their govern- 
ment, their industry, their quarrels, their 
passions, always present me with something 
new; for which reason, when weary with 
labour, my common place of rest is under 
my locust-tree, close by my bee-house. By 
their movements I can predict the weather, 
and can tell the day of their swarming; but 
the most difficult point is, when on the wing, 
to know whether they want to go to the 
woods or not. If they have previously pitched 
in some hollow trees, it is not the allurements 
of salt and w'atcr, of fennel, hickory leaves, 
etc., nor the finest box, that can induce 
them to stay; they will prefer those rude, 
rough habitations to the best polished ma- 
hogany hive. When that is the case with 
mine, I seldom thwart their inclinations; it is 
in freedom that they work: were I to confine 
them, they would dwindle away and quit 
their labour. In such excursions we only 


part for a while; I am generally sure to find 
them again the following fall. This elope- 
ment of theirs only adds to my recreations; I 
know how to deceive even their superlative 
5 instinct; nor do I fear losing them, though 
eighteen miles from my house, and lodged 
in the most lofty trees, in the most impervious 
of our forests. I once took you along with 
me in one of these rambles, and yet you insist 
10 on my repeating the detail of our operations: 
it brings back into my mind many of the 
useful and entertaining reflections with 
which you so happily beguiled our tedious 
hours. 

15 After I have done sowing, by way of recrea- 
tion I prepare for a week’s jaunt in the woods 
not to hunt either the deer or the bears, as 
my neighbours do, but to catch the more 
harmless bees. I cannot boast that this 
20 chase is so noble, or so famous among men, 
but I find it less fatiguing, and full as profit- 
able; and the last consideration is the only 
one that moves me. I take wdth me my dog, 
as a companion, for he is useless as to this 
25 game; my gun, for no man you know ought 
to enter the woods without one; my blanket, 
some provisions, some wax, vermilion, honey, 
and a small pocket compass. With these 
implements I proceed to such W'oods as are 
30 at a considerable distance from any settle- 
ments. I carefully examine whether they 
abound wnth large trees, if so, I make a small 
fire on some flat stones, in a convenient 
place; on the fire I put some w^ax; close by 
35 this fire, on another stone, I drop honey in 
distinct drops, which I surround with small 
quantities of vermilion, laid on the stone; 
and then I retire carefully to watch whether 
any bees appear. If there are any in that 
40 neighbourhood, I rest assured that the smell 
of the burnt wax wall unavoidably attract 
them; they will soon find out the honey, for 
they are fond of preynng on that which is 
not their own; and in their approach they 
45 will necessarily tinge themselves with some 
particles of vermilion, which wall adhere long 
to their bodies. I next fix my compass, to 
find out their course, which they keep in- 
variably straight, when they are returning 
50 home loaded. By the assistance of my watch, 
I observe how long those are returning which 
are marked with vermilion. Thus possessed 
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of the course, and, in some measure, of the 
distance, which I can easily guess at, I follow 
the first, and seldom fail of coming to the tree 
where those republics are lodged. I then 
mark it; and thus, with patience, I have found 5 
out sometimes eleven swarms in a season; 
and it is inconceivable what a quantity of 
honey these trees will sometimes afford. It 
entirely depends on the size of the hollow, 
as the bees never rest nor swarm till it is 10 
all replenished; for like men, it is only the 
want of room that induces them to quit the 
maternal hive. Next I proceed to some of 
the nearest settlements, where I procure 
proper assistance to cut down the trees, get 15 
all my prey secured, and then return home 
with my prize. The first bees I ever procured 
were thus found in the woods, by mere acci- 
dent; for at that time I had no kind of skill 
in this method of tracing them. The body 20 
of the tree being perfectly sound, they had 
lodged themselves in the hollow of one of its 
principal limbs, which I carefully sawed off 
and with a good deal of labour and industry 
brought it home, where I fixed it up again 25 
in the same position in which I found it 
growing. This was in April; I had five 
swarms that year, and they have been ever 
since very prosperous. This business gener- 
ally takes up a week of my time every fall, 30 
and to me it is a week of solitary ease and 
relaxation. 

The seed is by that time committed to the 
ground; there is nothing very material to do 
at home, and this additional quantity of 35 
honey enables me to be more generous to my 
home bees, and my wife to make a due quan- 
tity of mead. The reason. Sir, that you 
found mine better than that of others is, that 
she puts two gallons of brandy in each barrel, 40 
which ripens it, and takes off that sweet, 
luscious taste, which it is apt to retain a 
long time. If we find anywhere in the woods 
(no matter on whose land) what is called a 
bee- tree, we must mark it; in the fall of the 45 
year when we propose to cut it down, our 
duty is to inform the proprietor of the land, 
who is entitled to half the contents; if this is 
not complied with we are exposed to an 
action of trespass, as well as he who should go 50 
and cut down a bee-tree which he had neither 
found out nor marked. 


We have twice a year the pleasure of catch- 
ing pigeons, whose numbers are sometimes so 
astonishing as to obscure the sun in their 
flight. Where is it that they hatch? for such 
multitudes must require an immense quan- 
tity of food. I fancy they breed toward the 
plains of Ohio, and those about lake Michi- 
gan, which abound in wild oats; though I 
have never killed any that had that grain in 
their craws. In one of them, last year, I 
found some undigested rice. Now the near- 
est rice fields from where I live must be at 
least 560 miles; and either their digestion 
must be suspended while they are flying, or 
else they must fly with the celerity of the 
wind. We catch them with a net extended 
on the ground, to which they are allured by 
what we call tame wild pigeons^ made blind, 
and fastened to a long string; his short flights, 
and his repeated calls, never fail to bring 
them down. The greatest number I ever 
catched was fourteen dozen, though much 
larger quantities have often been trapped. 

I have frequently seen them at the market 
so cheap, that for a penny you might have as 
many as you could carry away; and yet from 
the extreme cheapness you must not con- 
clude, that they are but an ordinary food; 
on the contrary, I think they are excellent. 
Every farmer has a tame wild pigeon in a 
cage at his door all the year round, in order 
to be ready whenever the season comes for 
catching them. 

The pleasure I receive from the warblings 
of the birds in the spring, is superior to my 
poor description, as the continual succession 
of their tuneful notes is for ever new to me. 

I generally rise from bed about that indistinct 
interval, which, properly speaking, is neither 
night or day; for this is the moment of the 
most universal vocal choir. Who can listen 
unmoved to the sweet love tales of our 
robins, told from tree to tree? or to the 
shrill cat birds? The sublime accents of the 
thrush from on high always retard my steps 
that I may listen to the delicious music. 
The variegated appearances of the dew 
drops, as they hang to the different objects, 
must present even to a clownish imagination, 
the most voluptuous ideas. The astonishing 
art which all birds display in the construc- 
tion of their nests, ill provided as we may sup- 
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pose them with proper tools, their neatness, 
their convenience, always make me ashamed 
of the slovenliness of our houses; their love to 
their dame, their incessant careful attention, 
and the peculiar songs they address to her 
while she tediously incubates their eggs, 
remind me of my duty could I ever forget it. 
Their affection to their helpless little ones, 
is a lively precept; and in short, the whole 
economy of what we proudly call the 
brute creation, is admirable in every circum- 
stance; and vain man, though adorned with 
the additional gift of reason, might learn 
from the perfection of instinct, how to regu- 
late the follies, and how to temper the errors 
which this second gift often makes him com- 
mit. This is a subject, on which I have often 
bestowed the most serious thoughts; I have 
often blushed within myself, and been 
greatly astonished, when I have compared 
the unerring path they all follow, all just, all 
proper, all wise, up to the necessary degree 
of perfection, with the coarse, the imperfect 
systems of men, not merely as governors and 
kings, but as masters, as husbands, as fathers, 
as citizens. But this is a sanctuary in which 
an ignorant farmer must not presume to 
enter. 

If ever man was permitted to receive and 
enjoy some blessings that might alleviate the 
many sorrows to which he is exposed, it is 
certainly in the country, when he attentively 
considers those ravishing scenes with which 
he is everywhere surrounded. This is the 
only time of the year in which I am avaricious 
of every moment, I therefore lose none that 
can add to this simple and inoffensive happi- 
ness. I roam early throughout all my fields; 
not the least operation do I perform, which is 
not accompanied with the most pleasing 
observations; were I to extend them as far 
as I have carried them, I should become 
tedious; you would think me guilty of affec- 
tation, and I should perhaps represent many 
things as pleasurable from which you might 
not perhaps receive the least agreeable emo- 
tions. But, believe me, what I write is all 
true and real. 

Some time ago, as I sat smoking a contem- 
plative pipe in my piazza, I saw with amaze- 
ment a remarkable instance of selfishness 
displayed in a very small bird, which 1 had 


hitherto respected for its inoffensiveness. 
Three nests were placed almost contiguous to 
each other in my piazza: that of a swallow 
was afihxed in the corner next to the house, 
5 that of a phebe in the other, a wren possessed 
a little box which I had made on purpose, 
and hung between. Be not surprised at their 
tameness, all my family had long been taught 
to respect them as well as myself. The wren 
lo had shown before signs of dislike to the box 
w hich I had given it, but I knew not on what 
account; at last it resolved, small as it was, 
to drive the swallow from its own habitation, 
and to m.y very great surprise it succeeded. 
IS Impudence often gets the better of modesty, 
and this exploit was no sooner performed, 
than it removed every material to its own box 
with the most admirable dexterity; the signs 
of triumph appeared very visible, it fluttered 
20 its wings with uncomim.on velocity, an uni- 
versal joy was perceivable in all its move- 
ments. W here did this little bird learn that 
spirit of injustice? It was not endowed with 
w hat we term reason ! Here then is a proof 
25 that both those gifts border very near on one 
another; for we see the perfection of the one 
mixing with the errors of the other! The 
peaceable swallow, like the passive Quaker, 
meekly sat at a small distance and never 
30 offered the least resistance; but no sooner 
was the plunder carried away, than the in- 
jured bird went to work with unabated ar- 
dour, and in a few days the depredations were 
repaired. To prevent however a repetition 
35 of the same violence, I removed the wren’s 
box to another part of the house. 

In the middle of my new parlour I have, 
you may remem.ber, a curious republic of in- 
dustrious hornets; their nest hangs to the 
40 ceiling, by the same twig on which it was so 
admirably built and contrived in the woods. 
Its removal did not displease them, for they 
find in my house plenty of food; and I have 
left a hole open in one of the panes of the 
45 window, which answers all their purposes. 
By this kind usage they are become quite 
harmless; they live on the flies, which are ver>' 
troublesome to us throughout the summer; 
they are constantly busy in catching them, 
50 even on the eyelids of my children. It b 
surprising how quickly they smezir them with 
a sort of glue, lest they might escape, and 
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when thus prepared, they carry them to their 
nests, as food for their young ones. These 
globular nests are most ingeniously divided 
into many stories, all provided with cells, 
and proper communications. The materials 
with which this fabric is built, they procure 
from the cottony furze, with which our oak 
rails are covered; this substance tempered 
with glue, produces a sort of pasteboard, 
which is very strong, and resists all the in- 
clemencies of the weather. By their assist- 
ance, I am but little troubled with flies. All 
my family are so accustomed to their strong 
buzzing, that no one takes any notice of them; 
and though they are fierce and vindictive, 
yet kindness and hospitality has made them 
useful and harmless. 

We have a great variety of wasps; most of 
them build their nests in mud, which they 
fix against the shingles of our roofs, as nigh 
the pitch as they can. These aggregates 
represent nothing, at first view, but coarse 
and irregular lumps, but if you break them, 
you will observe, that the inside of them 
contains a great number of oblong cells, in 
which they deposit their eggs, and in which 
they bury themselves in the fall of the year. 
Thus immured they securely pass through 
the severity of that season, and on the 
return of the sun are enabled to perforate 
their cells, and to open themselves a passage 
from these recesses into the sunshine. The 
yellow wasps, which build under ground, in 
our meadows, are much more to be dreaded, 
for when the mower unwittingly passes his 
scythe over their holes they immediately 
sally forth with a fury and velocity superior 
even to the strength of man. They make the 
boldest fly, and the only remedy is to lie 
down and cover our heads with hay, for it 
is only at the head they aim their blows; 
nor is there any possibility of finishing 
that part of the work until, by means of fire 
and brimstone, they are all silenced. But 
though I have been obliged to execute this - 
dreadful sentence in my own defence, I 
have often thought it a great pity, for the 
sake of a little hay, to lay waste so ingenious 
^ subterranean town, furnished with every 
conveniency, and built with a most surprising j 
mechanism. 

I never should have done were I to recount 


the many objects which involuntarily strike 
my imagination in the midst of my work, 
and spontaneously afford me the most pleas- 
ing relief. These appear insignificant trifles 
5 to a person who has travelled through 
Europe and America, and is acquainted 
with books and with many sciences; but such 
simple objects of contemplation suffice me, 
who have no time to bestow on more exten- 
:o sive observations. Happily these require no 
study, they are obvious, they gild the mo- 
ments I dedicate to them, and enliven the 
severe labours which I perform. At home 
my happiness springs from very different 
5 objects; the gradual unfolding of my chil- 
dren’s reason, the study of their dawning 
tempers attract all my paternal attention. 
I have to contrive little punishments for their 
little faults, small encouragements for their 
0 good actions, and a variety of other expedi- 
ents dictated by various occasions. But 
these are themes unworthy your perusal, 
and which ought not to be carried beyond 
the walls of my house, being domestic myster- 
5 ies adapted only to the locality of the small 
sanctuary wherein my family resides. Some- 
times I delight in inventing and executing 
machines, which simplify my wife’s labour. 
I have been tolerably successful that way; 
o and these. Sir, are the narrow circles within 
which I constantly revolve, and what can 
I wish for beyond them? I bless God for 
all the good he has given me; I envy no 
man’s prosperity, and with no other portion 
5 of happiness than that I may live to teach 
the same philosophy to my children; and 
give each of them a farm, show them how 
to cultivate it, and be like their father, good 
substantial independent American farmers — 

5 an appellation which will be the most for- 
tunate one a man of my class can possess, 
so long as our civil government continues 
to shed blessings on our husbandry. Adieu. 

What Is an American? 

I wish I could be acquainted with the feel- 
ings and thoughts which must agitate the 
heart and present themselves to the mind of 
an enlightened Englishman, when he first 
lands on this continent. He must greatly 
rejoice that he lived at a time to see this fair 
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country discovered and settled; he must 
necessarily feel a share of national pride, 
when he views the chain of settlements which 
embellishes these extended shores. When he 
says to himself, this is the work of my country- 
men, who, when convulsed by factions, 
afflicted by a variety of miseries and wants, 
restless and impatient, took refuge here. 
They brought along with them their na- 
tional genius, to which they principally 
owe what liberty they enjoy, and what sub- 
stance they possess. Here he sees the in- 
dustry of his native country displayed in a 
new manner, and traces in their works the 
embryos of all the arts, sciences, and in- 
genuity which flourish in Europe. Here he 
beholds fair cities, substantial villages, ex- 
tensive fields, an immense country filled with 
decent houses, good roads, orchards, mead- 
ows, and bridges, where an hundred years 
ago all was wild, woody, and uncultivated! 
What a train of pleasing ideas this fair 
spectacle must suggest; it is a prospect 
which must inspire a good citizen with the 
most heartfelt pleasure. The difficulty con- 
sists in the manner of viewing so extensive a 
scene. He is arrived on a new continent; a 
modern society offers itself to his contempla- 
tion, different from what he had hitherto 
seen. It is not composed, as in Europe, of 
great lords who possess everything, and of a 
herd of people who have nothing. Here are 
no aristocratical families, no courts, no kings, 
no bishops, no ecclesiastical dominion, no 
invisible power giving to a few a very visible 
one; no great manufacturers employing 
thousands, no great refinements of luxury. 
The rich and the poor are not so far removed 
from each other as they are in Europe. Some 
few towns excepted, we are all tillers of the 
earth, from Nova Scotia to West Florida. 
We are a people of cultivators, scattered over 
an immense territory, communicating with 
each other by means of good roads and navi- 
gable rivers, united by the silken bands of 
mild government, all respecting the laws, 
without dreading their power, because they 
are equitable. We are all animated with 
the spirit of an industry which is unfettered 
and unrestrained, because each person works 
for himself. If he travels through our ruraJ 
districts he views not the hostile casde, and 


the haughty mansion, contrasted with the 
clay-built hut and miserable cabin, where 
cattle and men help to keep each other warm, 
and dwell in meanness, smoke, and indi- 
gence. A pleasing uniformity of decent 
competence appears throughout our habita- 
tions. The meanest of our log-houses is a 
dry and comfortable habitation. Lawyer 
or merchant are the fairest titles our towns 
afford; that of a farmer is the only appella- 
tion of the rural inhabitants of our country. 
It must take some time ere he can reconcile 
himself to our dictionary, which is but short 
in words of dignity, and names of honour. 
There, on a Sunday, he sees a congregation 
of respectable farmers and their wives, all 
clad in neat homespun, well mounted, or 
riding in their own humble waggons. There 
is not among them an esquire, saving the 
unlettered magistrate. There he sees a 
parson as simple as his flock, a farmer who 
does not riot on the labour of others. We 
have no princes, for whom we toil, starve, 
and bleed: we are the most perfect society 
now existing in the world. Here man is 
free as he ought to be; nor is this pleasing 
equality so transitory as many others are. 
Many ages will not see the shores of our 
great lakes replenished with inland nations, 
nor the unknown bounds of North America 
entirely peopled. Who can tell how far it 
extends? Who can tell the millions of men 
whom it will feed and contain? for no Euro- 
pean foot has as yet travelled half the extent 
of this mighty continent ! 

The next wish of this traveller will be to 
know whence came all these people? they 
are a mixture of English, Scotch, Irish, 
French, Dutch, Germans, and Swedes. From 
this promiscuous breed, that race now called 
Americans have arisen. The eastern prov- 
inces must indeed be excepted, as being 
the unmixed descendants of Englishmen. I 
have heard many wish that they had been 
more intermixed also: for my part, I am no 
wisher, and think it much better as it has 
happened. They exhibit a most conspicu- 
ous figure in this great and variegated pic- 
ture; they too enter for a great share in the 
pleasing perspective displayed in these thir- 
teen provinces. I know it is fashionable 
to reflect on them, but I respect them for 
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what they have done; for the accuracy and men, and to that title every benefit is affixed 

wisdom with which they have settled their which men can possibly require. This is 

territory; for the decency of their manners; the great operation daily performed by our 

for their early love of letters; their ancient laws. From whence proceed these laws? 

college, the first in this hemisphere; for their s From our government. Whence the gov- 

industry; which to me who am but a farmer, ernment? It is derived from the original 

IS the criterion of everything. There never genius and strong desire of the people ratified 

was a people, situated as they are, who and confirmed by the crown. This is the 

with so ungrateful a soil have done more great chain which links us all, this is the pic- 

in so short a time. Do you think that the lo ture which every province exhibits. Nova 
monarchical ingredients which are more Scotia excepted. There the crown has done 

prevalent in other governments, have purged all; either there were no people who had 

them from all foul stains? Their histories genius, or it was not much attended to: the 

assert the contrary. consequence is, that the province is very 

In this great American asylum, the poor of 15 thinly inhabited indeed; the power of the 
Europe have by some means met together, crown in conjunction with the musketos has 

and in consequence of various causes; to prevented men from settling there. Yet 

what purpose should they ask one another some parts of it flourished once, and it con- 

what countrymen they are? Alas, two tained a mild harmless set of people. But 

thirds of them had no country. Gan a 20 for the fault of a few leaders, the whole were 

wretch who wanders about, who works and banished. The greatest political error the 

starves, whose life is a continual scene of sore crown ever committed in America, was to 

affliction or pinching penury; can that man cut off men from a country which wanted 

call England or any other kingdom his nothing but men ! 

country? A country that had no bread for 25 What attachment can a poor European 
him, whose fields procured him no harvest, emigrant have for a country where he had 

who met with nothing but the frowns of the nothing? The knowledge of the language, 

rich, the severity of the laws, with jails and the love of a few kindred as poor as himself, 

punishments; who owned not a single foot of were the only cords that tied him: his coun- 

the extensive surface of this planet? No! 30 try is now that which gives him land, bread, 
urged by a variety of motives, here they protection, and consequence. Ubi panis ibi 

came. Every thing has tended to regenerate patria^ [Where bread is, there is a fatherland] 

them; new laws, a new mode of living, a new is the motto of all emigrants. What then 

social system; here they are become men: is the American, this new man? He is 

in Europe they were as so many useless 35 either an European, or the descendant of an 
plants, wanting vegetative mould, and re- European, hence that strange mixture of 
freshing showers; they withered, and were blood, which you will find in no other coun- 
mowed down by want, hunger, and war; try. I could point out to you a family whose 
but now by the power of transplantation, grandfather was an Englishman, whose wife 
like all other plants they have taken root 40 was Dutch, whose son married a French 
and flourished! Formerly they were not woman, and whose present four sons have 
numbered in any civil lists of their country, now four wives of different nations. He is 
except in those of the poor; here they rank an American, who, leaving behind him all his 
as citizens. By what invisible power has ancient prejudices and manners, receives new 
this surprising metamorphosis been per- 45 ones from the new mode of life he has em- 
formed? By that of the laws and that of braced, the new government he obeys, and 

their industry. The laws, the indulgent the new rank he holds. He becomes an 

laws, protect them as they arrive, stamping American by being received in the broad lap 

on them the symbol of adoption; they re- of our great Alma Mater. Here individuals 

ceive ample rewards for their labours; these 50 of all nations are melted into a new race of 
accumulated rewards procure them lands; men, whose labours and posterity will one 

those lands confer on them the title of firee- day cause great changes in the world. 
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Americans are the western pilgrims, who are 
carrying along with them that great mass of 
arts, sciences, vigour, and industry which 
began Jong since in the east; they will finish 
the great circle. The Americans were once 
scattered all over Europe; here they are in- 
corporated into one of the finest systems of 
population which has ever appeared, and 
which will hereafter become distinct by the 
power of the different climates they inhabit. 
The American ought therefore to love this 
country much better than that wherein either 
he or his forefathers were born. Here the 
rewards of his industry follow with equal 
steps the progress of his labour; his labour is 
founded on the basis of nature, self-interest; 
can it want a stronger allurement? Wives 
and children, who before in vain demanded 
of him a morsel of bread, now, fat and frolic- 
some, gladly help their father to clear those : 
fields whence exuberant crops are to arise to 
feed and to clothe them all; without any 
part being claimed, either by a despotic 
prince, a rich abbot, or a mighty lord. Here 
religion demands but little of him; a small : 
voluntary salary to the minister, and grati- 
tude to God; can he refuse these? The 
American is a new man, who acts upon new 
principles; he must therefore entertain new 
ideas, and form new opinions. From in- ; 
voluntary idleness, servile dependence, pen- 
ury, and useless labour, he has passed to 
toils of a very different nature, rewarded by 
ample subsistence. — This is an American. 

British America is divided into many - 
provinces, forming a large association, scat- 
tered along a coast 1500 miles extent and 
about 200 wide. This society I would fain 
examine, at least such as it appears in the 
middle provinces; if it does not afford that ^ 
variety of tinges and gradations which may 
be observed in Europe, we have colours 
peculiar to ourselves. For instance, it is 
natural to conceive that those who live near 
the sea, must be very different from those ^ 
who live in the woods; the intermediate 
space will afford a separate and distinct class. 

Men are like plants; the goodness and 
flavour of the fruit proceeds from the peculiar 
soil and exposition in which they grow. We : 
are nothing but what we derive from the air 
we breathe, the climate we inhabit, the gov- 


ernment we obey, the system of religion we 
profess, and the nature of our employment. 
Here you will find but few crimes; these 
have acquired as yet no root among us. I 
S wish I was able to trace all my ideas; if my 
ignorance prevents me from describing them 
properly, I hope I shall be able to delineate 
a few of the outlines, which are all I propose. 

Those who live near the sea, feed more on 
:o fish than on flesh, and often encounter that 
boisterous element. This renders them more 
bold and enterprising; this leads them to 
neglect the confined occupations of the land. 
They see and converse with a variety of 
5 people; their intercourse with mankind be- 
comes extensive. The sea inspires them 
with a love of traffic, a desire of transporting 
produce from one place to another; and leads 
them to a variety of resources which supply 
o the place of labour. Those who inhabit the 
middle settlements, by far the most numer- 
ous, must be very different; the simple culti- 
vation of the earth purifies them, but the 
indulgences of the government, the soft re- 
5 monstrances of religion, the rank of inde- 
pendent freeholders, must necessarily inspire 
them with sentiments, very little known in 
Europe among people of the same class. 
What do I say? Europe has no such class of 
o men; the early knowledge they acquire, the 
early bargains they make, give them a great 
degree of sagacity. As freemen they will be 
litigious; pride and obstinacy ar-e often the 
cause of law suits; the nature of our laws and 
5 governments may be another. As citizens il 
is easy to imagine, that they will carefully 
read the newspapers, enter into every politi- 
cal disquisition, freely blame or censure 
governors and others. As farmers they will 
o be careful and anxious to get as much as they 
can, because what they get is their own. As 
northern men they will love the cheerful cup. 
As Christians, religion curbs them not in 
their opinions; the general indulgence leaves 
5 every one to think for themselves in spiritual 
matters; the laws inspect our actions, our 
thoughts are left to God. Industry, good 
living, selfishness, litigiousness, country pol- 
itics, the pride of freemen, religious indiffer- 
0 ence, are their characteristics. If you recede 
still farther from the sea, you will come into 
more modem settlements; they exhibit the 
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same strong lineaments, in a ruder appear- still farther; making room for more industri- 
ance. Religion seems to have still less ous people, who will finish their improve- 

influence, and their manners are less im- ments, convert the loghouse into a conven- 

proved. ient habitation, and rejoicing that the first 

Now we arrive near the great woods, near 5 heavy labours are finished, will change in a 
the last inhabited districts; there men seem few years that hitherto barbarous country^ 
to be placed still farther beyond the reach of into a fine fertile, well regulated district, 

government, which in some measure leaves Such is our progress, such is the march of the 

them to themselves. How can it pervade Europeans toward the interior parts of this 

every corner; as they were driven there by 10 continent. In all societies there are off-casts; 
misfortunes, necessity of beginnings, desire of this impure part serves as our precursors or 

acquiring large tracts of land, idleness, fre- pioneers; my father himself was one of that 

quent want of economy, ancient debts; the class, but he came upon honest principles, 

re-union of such people does not afford a very and was therefore one of the few who held 

pleasing spectacle. When discord, want of 15 fast; by good conduct and temperance, he 
unity and friendship; when either drunken- transmitted to me his fair inheritance, when 

ness or idleness prevail in such remote dis- not above one in fourteen of his contempo- 

tricts; contention, inactivity, and wretched- raries had the same good fortune, 

ness must ensue. There are not the same Forty years ago this smiling country was 
remedies to these evils as in a long established 20 thus inhabited; it is now purged, a general 
community. The few magistrates they have, decency of manners prevails throughout, and 
are in general little better than the rest; they such has been the fate of our best countries, 
are often in a perfect state of war; that of Exclusive of those general characteristics, 
man against man, sometimes decided by each province has its own, founded on the 

blows, sometimes by means of the law; that 25 government, climate, mode of husbandry, 
of man against every wild inhabitant of these customs, and peculiarity of circumstances- 
venerable woods, of which +hey are come to Europeans submit insensibly to these great 
dispossess them. There men appear to be no powers, and become, in the course of a few 
better than carnivorous animals of a superior generations, not only Americans in general, 
rank, living on the flesh of wild animals when 30 but either Pennsylvanians, Virginians, of 
they can catch them, and when they are not provincials under some other name. Who- 
able, they subsist on grain. He who would ever traverses the continent must easily ob- 
vvish to see America in its proper light, and serve those strong differences, which will 
have a true idea of its feeble beginnings and grow more evident in time. The inhabitants 
barbarous rudiments, must visit our extended 35 of Canada, Massachusetts, the middle prov- 
line of frontiers where the last settlers dwell, inces, the southern ones will be as different as 
and where he may see the first labours of their climates; their only points of unity wiP 
settlement, the mode of clearing the earth, be those of religion and language, 
in all their different appearances; where men As I have endeavoured to show you how 
are wholly left dependent on their native 40 Europeans become Americans; it may not be 
tempers, and on the spur of uncertain in- disagreeable to show you likewise how the 

dustry, which often fails when not sanctified various Christian sects introduced, wear out, 

by the efficacy of a few moral rules. There, and how religious indifference becomes prev- 

remote from the power of example and check alent. When any considerable number of a 
of shame, many families exhibit the most 45 particular sect happen to dwell contig’ ous to 
hideous parts of our society. They are a each other, they immediately erect a temple, 

kind of forlorn hop>e, preceding by ten or and there worship the Divinity agreeably to 

twelve years the most respectable army of their own peculiar ideas. Nobody disturbs 

^’eterans which come after them. In that them. If any new sect springs up in Europe 

space, prosperity will polish some, vice and 50 it may happen that many of its professors 
the law will drive off the rest, who uniting will come and settle in America. As they 

again with others like themselves will recede bring their zeal with them, they are at liberty 
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to make proselytes if they can, and to build a 
meeting and to follow the dictates of their 
consciences; for neither the government nor 
any other power interferes. If they are 
peaceable subjects, and are industrious, what 
is it to their neighbours how and in what 
manner they think fit to address their prayers 
to the Supreme Being? But if the sectaries 
are not settled close together, if they are 
mixed with other denominations, their zeal 
will cool for want of fuel, and will be extin- 
guished in a little time. Then the Americans 
become as to religion, what they are as to 
country, allied to all. In them the name of 
Englishman, Frenchman, and European is 
lost, and in like manner, the strict modes of 
Christianity as practised in Europe are lost 
also. This effect will extend itself still 
farther hereafter, and though this may ap- 
pear to you as a strange idea, yet it is a very 
true one. I shall be able perhaps hereafter to 
explain myself better; in the meanwhile, let 
the following example serve as my first 
justification. 

Let us suppose you and I to be travelling; 
we observe that in this house, to the right, 
lives a Catholic, who prays to God as he has 
been taught, and believes in transubstantia- 
tion; he works and raises wheat, he has a 
large family of children, all hale and robust; 
his belief, his prayers offend nobody. About 
one mile farther on the same road, his next 
neighbour may be a good honest plodding 
German Lutheran, who addresses himself to 
the same God, the God of all, agreeably to 
the modes he has been educated in, and be- 
lieves in eonsubstantiation; by so doing he 
scandalises nobody; he also works in his 
fields, embellishes the earth, clears swamps, 
etc. What has the world to do with his 
Lutheran principles? He persecutes nobody, 
and nobody persecutes him, he visits his 
neighbours, and his neighbours visit him. 
Next to him lives a seeedcr, the most enthusi- 
astic of all sectaries; his zeal is hot and fiery, 
but separated as he is from others of the same 
complexion, he has no congregation of his 
ovm to resort to, where he might cabal and 
mingle religious pride with worldly obsti- 
nacy. He likewise raises good crops, his house 
is handsomely painted, his orchard is one of 
the fairest in the neighbourhood. How does 
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it concern the welfare of the country, or of 
the province at large, what this man’s reli- 
gious sentiments are, or really whether he 
has any at all? He is a good farmer, he is a 
5 sober, peaceable, good citizen: William Penn 
himself would not wish for more. This is the 
visible character, the invisible one is only 
guessed at, and is nobody’s business. Next 
again Iwes a Low Dutchman, who implicitly 
lo believes the rules laid down by the synod of 
Dort. He conceives no other idea of a clerg)^- 
man than that of an hired man; if he does 
his work well he will pay him the stipulated 
sum; if not he will dismiss him, and do with- 
15 out his sermons, and let his church be shut 
up for years. But notwithstanding this coarse 
idea, you will find his house and farm to 
be the neatest in all the country; and you 
will judge by his waggon and fat horses, that 
20 he thinks more of the affairs of this world 
than of those of the next. He is sober and 
laborious, therefore he is all he ought to be 
as to the affairs of this life; as for those of 
the next, he must trust to the great Creator. 
25 Each of these people instruct their children 
as well as they can, but these instructions 
are feeble compared to those which are given 
to the youth of the poorest class in Europe. 
Their children will therefore grow up less 
30 zealous and more indifferent in matters of 
religion than their parents. The foolish 
vanity, or rather the fury of making Prose- 
lytes, is unknown here; they have no time, 
the seasons call for all their attention, and 
35 thus in a few years, this mixed neighbour- 
hood will exhibit a strange religious medley, 
that will be neither pure Catholicism nor 
pure Calvinism. A very perceptible indif- 
ference even in the first generation, will be- 
40 come apparent; and it may happen that the 
daughter of the Catholic will marry the 
son of the seceder, and settle by themselves 
at a distance from their parents. What reli- 
gious education will they give their children? 
45 A very imperfect one. If there happens to 
be in the neighbourhood any place of wor- 
ship, we will suppose a Quaker’s meeting: 
rather than not show their fine clothes, they 
will go to it, and some of them may perhaps 
50 attach themselves to that society. Others 
will remain in a perfect state of indifference; 
the children of these zealous parents will not 
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be able to tell what their religious principles 
are, and their grandchildren still less. The 
neighbourhood of a place of worship gen- 
erally leads them to it, and the action of 
going thither, is the strongest evidence they 
can give of their attachment to any sect. 
The Quakers are the only people who retain 
a fondness for their own mode of worship; 
for be they ever so far separated from each 
other, they hold a sort of communion with 
the society, and seldom depart from its rules, 
at least in this country. Thus all sects are 
mixed as well as all nations; thus religious 
indifference is imperceptibly disseminated 
from one end of the continent to the other; 
which is at present one of the strongest char- 
acteristics of the Americans. Where this 
will reach no one can tell, perhaps it may 
leave a vacuum fit to receive other systems. 
Persecution, religious pride, the love of con- 20 
tradiction, are the food of what the world 
commonly calls religion. These motives 
have ceased here; zeal in Europe is confined; 
here it evaporates in the great distance it has 
to travel; there it is a grain of powder 25 
inclosed, here it burns away in the open air, 
and consumes without effect. 

But to return to our back settlers. I must 
tell you, that there is something in the 
proximity of the woods, which is very singu- 30 
lar. It is with men as it is with the plants 
and animals that grow and live in the forests; 
they are entirely different from those that 
live in the plains. I will candidly tell you all 
my thoughts but you are not to expect that I 35 
shall advance any reasons. By living in or 
near the woods, their actions are regulated 
by the wildness of the neighbourhood. The 
deer often come to eat their grain, the wolves 
to destroy their sheep, the bears to kill their 40 
bogs, the foxes to catch their poultry. This 
surrounding hostility immediately puts the 
?un into their hands; they watch these 
animals, they kill some; and thus by defend- 
ing their property, they soon become pro- 45 
i^essed hunters; this is the progress; once 
hunters, farewell to the plough. The chase 
renders them ferocious, gloomy, and un- 
sociable; a hunter wants no neighbour, he 
rather hates them, because he dreads the 50 
competition. In a little time their success in 
file woods makes them neglect their tillage. 
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They trust to the natural fecundity of the 
earth, and therefore do little; carelessness in 
fencing often exposes what little they sow to 
destruction; they are not at home to watch; 
5 in order therefore to make up the deficiency, 
they go often to the woods. That new 
mode of life brings along with it a new set 
of manners, which I cannot easily describe. 
These new manners being grafted on the old 
10 stock, produce a strange sort of lawless 
profligacy, the impressions of which are in- 
delible. The manners of the Indian natives 
are respectable, compared with this Euro- 
pean medley. Their wives and children live 
15 in sloth and inactivity; and having no 
proper pursuits, you may judge what educa- 
tion the latter receive. Their tender minds 
have nothing else to contemplate but the 
example of their parents; like them they 
grow up a mongrel breed, half civilised, half 
savage, except nature stamps on them some 
constitutional propensities. That rich, that 
voluptuous sentiment is gone that struck 
them so forcibly; the possession of their 
freeholds no longer conveys to their minds 
the same pleasure and pride. To all these 
reasons you must add, their lonely situation, 
and you cannot imagine what an effect on 
manners the great distances they live from 
each other has! Consider one of the last 
settlements in its first view: of what is it 
composed? Europeans who have not that 
sufficient share of knowledge they ought to 
have, in order to prosper; people who have 
suddenly passed from oppression, dread of 
government, and fear of laws, into the un- 
limited freedom of the woods. This sudden 
change must have a very great effect on most 
men, and on that class particularly. Eating 
of wild meat, whatever you may think, tends 
to alter their temper: though all the proof 
I can adduce, is, that I have seen it: and 
having no place of worship to resort to, what 
little society this might afford is denied them. 
The Sunday meetings, exclusive of religious 
benefits, were the only social bonds that 
might have inspired them with some degree 
of emulation in neatness. Is it then sur- 
prising to see men thus situated, immersed in 
great and heavy labours, degenerate a little? 
It is rather a wonder the effect is not more 
diffusive. The Moravians and the Quakers 
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are the only instances in exception to what 
I have advanced. The first never settle 
singly, it is a colony of the society which 
emigrates; they carry with them their 
forms, worship, rules, and decency: the 
others never begin so hard, they are always 
able to buy improvements, in which there is 
a great advantage, for by that time the 
country is recovered from its first barbarity. 
Thus our bad people are those who are half 
cultivators and half hunters; and the worst 
of them are those who have degenerated 
altogether into the hunting state. As old 
ploughmen and new men of the woods, as 
Europeans and new made Indians, they 
contract the vices of both; they adopt the 
moroseness and ferocity of a native, without 
his mildness, or even his industry at home. 
If manners are not refined, at least they are 
rendered simple and inoffensive by tilling 
the earth; all our wants are supplied by it, 
our time is divided between labour and rest, 
and leaves none for the commission of great 
misdeeds. As hunters it is divided between 
the toil of the chase, the idleness of repose, 
or the indulgence of inebriation. Hunting 
is but a licentious idle life, and if it does not 
always pervert good dispositions; yet, when 
it is united with bad luck, it leads to want: 
want stimulates that propensity to rapacity 
and injustice, too natural to needy men, 
which is the fatal gradation. After this 
explanation of the effects which follow by 
living in the woods, .shall we yet vainly 
flatter ourselves with the hope of converting 
the Indians? We should rather begin with 
converting our back-settlers: and now if I 
dare mention the name of religion, its sweet 
accents would be lost in the immensity of 
these woods. Men thus placed are not fit 
either to receive or remember its mild in- 
structions: they want temples and ministers, 
but as soon as men cease to remain at home, 
and begin to lead an erratic life, let them be 
either tawny or white, they cease to be its 
disciples. 

Thus have I faintly and imperfectly en- 
deavoured to trace our society from the sea 
to our woods! yet you must not imagine 
that every person who moves back, acts upon 
the same principles, or falls into the same de- 
generacy. Many families carry with them 


all their decency of conduct, purity of morals, 
and respect of religion; but these are scarce, 
the power of example is sometimes irresisti- 
ble. Even among these back-settlers, their 
5 depravity is greater or less, according to 
what nation or province they belong. Were 
I to adduce proofs of this, I might be accused 
of partiality. If there happens to be some 
rich intervals, some fertile bottoms, in those 
10 remote districts, the people will there prefer 
tilling the land to hunting, and will attach 
themselves to it; but even on these fertile 
spots you may plainly perceive the inhabit- 
ants to acquire a great degree of rusticity and 
15 selfishness. 

It is in consequence of this straggling situa- 
tion, and the astonishing power it has on 
manners, that the back-settlers of both the 
Carolinas, Virginia, and many other parts, 
20 have been long a set of lawless people; it has 
been even dangerous to travel among them. 
Government can do nothing in so extensive a 
country, better it should wink at these irregu- 
larities, than that it should use means incon- 
25 sistent with its usual mildness. Time will 
efface those stains: in proportion as the great 
body of population approaches them they 
will reform, and become polished and sub- 
ordinate. Whatever has been said of the 
30 four New England provinces, no such de- 
generacy of manners has ever tarnished their 
annals; their back-settlers have been kept 
within the bounds of decency, and govern- 
ment, by means of wdse laws, and by the 
35 influence of religion. What a detestable 
idea such people must have given to the 
natives of the Europeans! They trade with 
them, the worst of people are permitted to do 
that which none but persons of the best char- 
40 acters should be employed in. They get 
drunk with them, and often defraud the 
Indians. Their avarice, removed from the 
eyes of their superiors, knows no bounds; and 
aided by the little superiority of knowledge, 
45 these traders deceive them, and even some- 
times shed blood. Hence those shocking 
violations, those sudden devastations which 
have so often stained our frontiers, when 
hundreds of innocent people have been sacri- 
50 ficed for the crimes of a few. It was in con- 
sequence of such beha\dour, that the Indians 
took the hatchet against the Virginians in 
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1774 . Thus are our first steps trod, thus are variety of our soils, situations, climates, gov' 
our first trees felled, in general, by the most ernments, and produce, hath something 
\dcious of our people; and thus the path is which must please everybody. No sooner 

opened for the arrival of a second and bet- does an European arrive, no matter of what 

ter class, the true American freeholders; the 5 condition, than his eyes are opened upon the 
most respectable set of people in this part fair prospect; he hears his language spoke, he 
of the world; respectable for their industry, retraces many of his own country manners, 

their happy independence, the great share he perpetually hears the names of families 

of freedom they possess, the good regulation and towns with which he is acquainted; he 

of their families and for extending the trade 10 sees happiness and prosperity in all places 
and the dominion of our mother country. disseminated; he meets with hospitality, 

Europe contains hardly any other distinc- kindness, and plenty everywhere; he beholds 

tions but lords and tenants; this fair country hardly any poor, he seldom hears of punish- 

alone is settled by freeholders, the possessors ments and executions; and he wonders at the 

of the soil they cultivate, members of the 15 elegance of our towns, those miracles of in- 
government they obey, and the framers of dustry and freedom. He cannot admire 

their own laws, by means of their representa- enough our rural districts, our convenient 

tives. This is a thought which you have roads, good taverns, and our many accom- 

taught me to cherish; our difference from modations; he involuntarily loves a country 

Europe, far from diminishing, rather adds to 20 where everything is so lovely. When in 
our usefulness and consequence as men and England, he was a mere Englishman; here he 

subjects. Had our forefathers remained stands on a larger portion of the globe, not 

there, they would only have crowded it, and less than its fourth part, and may sec the 

perhaps prolonged those convulsions which productions of the north, in iron and naval 
had shook it so long. Every industrious 25 stores; the provisions of Ireland, the grain of 
European who transports himself here, may Egypt, the indigo, the rice of China. He 

be compared to a sprout growing at the foot does not find, as in Europe, a crowded 

of a great tree; it enjoys and draws but a society, where every place is over-stocked; 
little portion of sap; wrench it from the he does not feel that perpetual collision of 

parent roots, transplant it, and it will become 30 parties, that difficulty of beginning, that con- 
a tree bearing fruit also. Colonists are tention which oversets so many. There is 

therefore entitled to the consideration due to room for everybody in America; has he any 

the most useful subjects; a hundred families particular talent, or industry? he exerts it in 

barely existing in some parts of Scotland, order to procure a livelihood, and it succeeds, 

will here in six years, cause an annual expor- 35 Is he a merchant? the avenues of trade are 
tation of 10,000 bushels of wheat; 100 bushels infinite; is he eminent in any respect? he will 

being but a common quantity for an industri- be employed and respected. Does he love a 

ous family to sell, if they cultivate good land. country life? pleasant farms present them- 

It is here then that the idle may be employed, selves; he may purchase what he wants, and 

the useless become useful, and the poor be- 40 thereby become an American farmer. Is he 
come rich; but by riches I do not mean gold a labourer, sober and industrious? he need 

and silver, we have but little of those metals; not go many miles, nor receive many in- 

I mean a better sort of wealth, cleared lands, formations before he will be hired, well fed at 

cattle, good houses, good clothes, and an the table of his employer, and paid four or 

increase of people to enjoy them. 45 five times more than he can get in Europ)e. 

There is no wonder that this country has so Does he want uncultivated lands? thousands 

many charms, and presents to Europeans so of acres present themselves, which he may 

many temptations to remain in it. A trav- purchase cheap. Whatever be his talents or 

eller in Europe becomes a stranger as soon as inclinations, if they are moderate, he may 

he quits his own kingdom; but it is otherwise 50 satisfy them. I do not mean that every one 
here. We know, properly speaking, no who comes will grow rich in a little time; no, 

strangers; this is every person’s country; the but he may procure an easy, decent maintc- 
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nance, by his industry. Instead of starving 
he will be fed, instead of being idle he will 
have employment; and these are riches 
enough for such men as come over here. 
The rich stay in Europe, it is only the mid- s 
dling and the poor that emigrate. Would 
you wish to travel in independent idleness, 
from north to south, you will find easy access, 
and the most cheerful reception at every 
house; society without ostentation, good lo 
cheer without pride, and every decent diver- 
sion which the country affords, with little 
expense. It is no wonder that the European 
who has lived here a few years, is desirous to 
remain; Europe with all its pomp, is not to be 15 
compared to this continent, for men of middle 
stations, or labourers. 

An European, when he first arrives, seems 
limited in his intentions, as well as in his 
views; but he very suddenly alters his scale; 20 
two hundred miles formerly appeared a very 
great distance, it is now but a trifle; he no 
sooner breathes our air than he forms 
schemes, and embarks in designs he never 
would have thought of in his own country. 25 
There the plenitude of society confines many 
useful ideas, and often extinguishes the most 
laudable schemes which here ripen into 
maturity. Thus Europeans become Ameri- 
cans. 30 

But how is this accomplished in that crowd 
of low, indigent people, who flock here every 
year from all parts of Europe? I will tell 
you; they no sooner arrive than they im- 
mediately feel the good effects of that plenty 35 
of provisions we possess: they fare on our 
best food, and they are kindly entertained: 
their talents, character, and peculiar industry 
are immediately inquired into; they find 
countrymen everywhere disseminated, let 40 
them come from whatever part of Europe. 

Let me select one as an epitome of the rest; 
he is hired, he goes to work, and works 
moderately; instead of being employed by a 
haughty person, he finds himself with his 45 
equal, placed at the substantial table of the 
farmer, or else at an inferior one as good; his 
wages are high, his bed is not like that bed of 
sorrow on which he used to lie: if he behaves 
with propriety, and is faithful, he is caressed, 50 
and becomes as it were a member of the 
family. He begins to feel the effects of a sort 


of resurrection; hitherto he had not lived, but 
simply vegetated; he now feels himself a man, 
because he is treated as such; the laws of his 
own country had overlooked him in his in- 
significancy; the laws of this cover him with 
their mantle. Judge what an alteration 
there must arise in the mind and thoughts of 
this man; he begins to forget his former servi- 
tude and dependence, his heart involuntarily 
swells and glows; this first swell inspires him 
with those new thoughts which constitute an 
American. What love can he entertain for a 
country where his existence was a burthen to 
him; if he is a generous good man, the love of 
this new adoptive parent will sink deep into 
his heart. He looks around, and sees many a 
prosperous person, who but a few years be- 
fore was as poor as himself. This encourages 
him much, he begins to form some little 
scheme, the first, alas, he ever formed in his 
life. If he is wise he thus spends two or three 
years, in which time he acquires knowledge, 
the use of tools, the modes of working the 
lands, felling trees, etc. This prepares the 
foundation of a good name, the most useful 
acquisition he can make. He is encouraged, 
he has gained friends; he is advised and di- 
rected, he feels bold, he purchases some land; 
he gives all the money he has brought over, 
as well as what he has earned, and trusts 
to the God of harvests for the discharge of 
the rest. His good name procures him 
credit. He is now possessed of the deed, con- 
veying to him and his posterity the fee simple 
and absolute property of two hundred acres 
of land, situated on such a river. What an 
epocha in this man’s life! He is become a 
freeholder, from perhaps a German boor — 
he is now an American, a Pennsylvanian, an 
English subject. He is naturalised, his name 
is enrolled with those of the other citizens of 
the province. Instead of being a vagrant, he 
has a place of residence; he is called the 
inhabitant of such a county, or of such a 
district, and for the first time in his life counts 
for something; for hitherto he has been a 
cypher. I only repeat what I have heard 
many say, and no wonder their hearts should 
glow, and be agitated with a multitude of 
feelings, not easy to describe. From nothing 
to start into being; from a servant to the 
rank of a master; from being the slave of 
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some despotic prince, to become a free man, 
invested with lands, to which every munic- 
ipal blessing is annexed 1 What a change 
indeed! It is in consequence of that change 
that he becomes an American. This great s 
metamorphosis has a double effect, it extin- 
guishes ail his European prejudices, he for- 
gets that mechanism of subordination, that 
servility of disposition which poverty had 
taught him; and sometimes he is apt to lo 
forget too much, often passing from one ex- 
treme to the other. If he is a good man, he 
forms schemes of future prosperity, he pro- 
poses to educate his children better than he 
has been educated himself; he thinks of is 
future modes of conduct, feels an ardour to 
labour he never felt before. Pride steps in 
and leads him to everything that the laws do 
not forbid: he respects them; with a heart- 
felt gratitude he looks toward the east, 20 
toward that insular government from whose 
wisdom all his new felicity is derived, and 
under whose wings and protection he now 
lives. These reflections constitute him the 
good man and the good subject. Ye poor 25 
Europeans, ye, who sweat, and work for the 
great — ye, who are obliged to give so many 
sheaves to the church, so many to your lords, 
so many to your government, and have 
hardly any left for yourselves — ye, who are 30 
held in less estimation than favourite hunters 
or useless lap-dogs — ye, who only breathe 
the air of nature, because it cannot be with- 
held from you; it is here that ye can conceive 
the possibility of those feelings I have been 35 
describing; it is here the laws of naturalisa- 
tion invite every one to partake of our great 
labours and felicity, to till unrented, untaxed 
lands! Many, corrupted beyond the power 
of amendment, have brought with them all 40 
their vices, and disregarding the advantages 
held to them, have gone on in their former 
career of iniquity, until they have been over- 
taken and punished by our laws. It is not 
every emigrant who succeeds; no, it is only 45 
the sober, the honest, and industrious: happy 
those to whom this transition has served as a 
powerful spur to labour, to prosperity, and to 
the good establishment of children, bom in 
the days of their poverty; and who had no 50 
other piortion to expect but the rags of their 
peurents, had it not been for their happy 
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emigration. Others again, have been led 
astvay by this enchanting scene; their new 
pride, instead of leading them to the fields, 
has kept them in idleness; the idea of possess- 
ing lands is all that satisfies them — though 
surrounded with fertility, they have mould- 
ered away their time in inactivity, misin- 
formed husbandry, and ineffectual endeav- 
ours. How much wiser, in general, the 
honest Germans than almost all other 
Europeans; they hire themselves to some of 
their wealthy landsmen, and in that appren- 
ticeship learn everything that is necessary. 
They attentively consider the prosperous in- 
dustry of others, which imprints in their 
minds a strong desire of possessing the same 
advantages. This forcible idea never quits 
them, they launch forth, and by dint of 
sobriety, rigid parsimony, and the most per- 
severing industry, they commonly succeed. 
Their astonishment at their first arrival from 
Germany is very great — it is to them a 
dream; the contrast must be powerful indeed; 
they observe their countrymen flourishing 
in every place; they travel through whole 
counties where not a word of English is 
spoken; and in the names and the language of 
the people, they retrace Germany. They 
have been an useful acquisition to this con- 
tinent, and to Pennsylvania in particular; to 
them it owes some share of its prosperity: to 
their mechanical knowledge and patience it 
owes the finest mills in all America, the best 
teams of horses, and many other advantages. 
The recollection of their former poverty and 
slavery never quits them as long as they live. 

The Scotch and the Irish might have lived 
in their own country perhaps as poor, but 
enjoying more civil advantages, the effects of 
their new situation do not strike them so 
forcibly, nor has it so lasting an effect. 
From whence the difference arises I know not, 
but out of twelve families of emigrants of 
each country, generally seven Scotch will 
succeed, nine German, and four Irish. The 
Scotch are frugal and laborious, but their 
wives cannot work so hard as German 
women, who on the contrary vie with their 
husbands, and often share with them the 
most severe toils of the field, which they 
understand better. They have therefore 
nothing to struggle against, but the common 
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casualties of nature. The Irish do not 
prosper so well; they love to drink and to 
quarrel; they are litigious, and soon take to 
the gun, which is the ruin of everything; they 
seem beside to labour under a greater degree 
of ignorance in husbandry than the others; 
perhaps it is that their industry had less 
scope, and was less exercised at home. I 
have heard many relate, how the land was 
parcelled out in that kingdom; their ancient 
conquest has been a great detriment to them, 
by over-setting their landed property. The 
lands possessed by a few, are leased down ad 
infinitum, and the occupiers often pay five 
guineas an acre. The poor are worse lodged 
there than anywhere else in Europe; their 
potatoes, which are easily raised, are perhaps 
an inducement to laziness; their wages are 
too low, and their whisky too cheap. 

There is no tracing observations of this 
kind, without making at the same time very 
great allowances, as there are everywhere 
to be found, a great many exceptions. The 
Irish themselves, from different parts of that 
kingdom, are very different. It is difficult to 
account for this surprising locality, one 
would think on so small an island an Irish- 
man must be an Irishman: yet it is not so, 
they are different in their aptitude to, and in 
their love of labour. 

The Scotch on the contrary are all indus- 
trious and saving; they want nothing more 
than a field to exert themselves in, and they 
are commonly sure of succeeding. The only 
difficulty they labour under is, that technical 
American knowledge which requires some 
time to obtain; it is not easy for those who 
seldom saw a tree, to conceive how it is to be 
felled, cut up, and split into rails and posts. 

As I am fond of seeing and talking of 
prosperous families, I intend to finish this 
letter by relating to you the history of an 
honest Scotch Hebridean, who came here in 
1774 , which will show you in epitome what 
the Scotch can do, wherever they hav'e room 
for the exertion of their industry. Whenever 
I hear of any new settlement, I pay it a vdsit 
once or twice a year, on purpose to obser\"e 
the different steps each settler takes, the 
gradual improvements, the different tempers 
of each family, on w’hich their prosperity in a 
great nature depends; their different modifi- 
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cations of industry, their ingenuity, and con- 
trivance; for being all poor, their life requires 
sagacity and prudence. In the evening I 
love to hear them tell their stories, they 
5 furnish me with new ideas; I sit still and 
listen to their ancient misfortunes, observing 
in many of them a strong degree of gratitude 
to God, and the government. Many a well 
meant sermon have I preached to some of 
lo them. When I found laziness and inatten- 
tion to prevail, who could refrain from wish- 
ing well to these new countrymen, after hav- 
ing undergone so many fatigues. Who could 
withhold good advice? What a happy 
15 change it must be, to descend from the high, 
sterile, bleak lands of Scotland, where every- 
thing is barren and cold, to rest on some 
fertile farms in these middle provinces ! 
Such a transition must have afforded the 
20 most pleasing satisfaction. 

The following dialogue passed at an out- 
settlement, where I lately paid a visit: 

Well, friend, how do you do now; I am 
come fifty odd miles on purpose to see you: 
25 how do you go on with your new cutting and 
slashing? Very well, good Sir, we learn the 
use of the axe bravely, we shall make it out; 
we have a belly full of victuals every day, our 
cows run about, and come home full of milk, 
30 our hogs get fat of themselves in the woods: 
Oh, this is a good country! God bless the 
king, and William Penn; we shall do very 
well by and by, if we keep our healths. Your 
log-house looks neat and light, where did you 
35 get these shingles? One of our neighbours is 
a New-England man, and he showed us how 
to split them out of chestnut-trees. Now for 
a barn, but all in good time, here are fine 
trees to build with. Who is to frame it, sure 
40 you don’t understand that work yet? A 
countryman of ours who has been in America 
these ten years, offers to wait for his money 
until the second crop is lodged in it. What 
did you give for your land? Thirty-five 
45 shillings per acre, payable in seven years. 
How many acres have you got? An hundred 
and fifty. That is enough to begin with; is 
not your land pretty hard to clear? Yes, Sir, 
hard enough, but it would be harder still if it 
50 were ready cleared, for then we should have 
no timber, and I love the woods much; the 
land is nothing without them. Have not 
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you found out any bees yet? No, Sir; and 
if we had we should not know what to do 
with them. I will tell you by and by. You 
are very kind. Farewell, honest man, God 
prosper you; whenever you travel toward s 

, inquire for J. S. He will entertain you 

kindly, provided you bring him good tidings 
from your family and farm. In this manner 
I often visit them, and carefully examine 
their houses, their modes of ingenuity, their lo 
different ways; and make them all relate all 
they know, and describe all they feel. These 
are scenes which I believe you would w’iliingly 
share with me. I well remember your phil- 
anthropic turn of mind. Is it not better to 15 
contemplate under these humble roofs, the 
rudiments of future wealth and population, 
than to behold the accumulated bundles of 
litigious papers in the office of a lawyer? To 
examine how the world is gradually settled, 20 
how the howling swamp is converted into a 
pleasing meadow, the rough ridge into a fine 
field; and to hear the cheerful whistling, the 
rural song, where there was no sound heard 
before, save the yell of the savage, the screech 25 
of the owl, or the hissing of the snake? Here 
an European, fatigued with luxury, riches, 
and pleasures, may find a sweet relaxation in 
a series of interesting scenes, as affecting as 
they are new. England, which now contains 30 
so many domes, so many castles, was once 
like this; a place woody and marshy; its 
inhabitants, now the favourite nation for arts 
and commerce, were once painted like our 
neighbours. The country will flourish in its 35 
turn, and the same observations will be made 
which I have just delineated. Posterity will 
look back with avidity and pleasure, to trace, 
if possible, the era of this or that particular 
settlement. 40 

Pray, what is the reason that the Scots are 
in general more religious, more faithful, more 
honest, and industrious than the Irish? I do 
not mean to insinuate national reflections, 
God forbid I It ill becomes any man, and 45 
much less an American; but as I know men 
are nothing of themselves, and that they owe 
all their different modifications either to gov- 
ernment or other local circumstances, there 
must be some powerful causes which consti- 50 
tute this great national difference. 

Agreeable to the account which several 
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Scotchmen have given me of the north of 
Britain, of the Orkneys, and the Hebride 
Islands, they seem, on many accounts, to be 
unfit for the habitation of men; they appear 
to be calculated only for great sheep pastures. 
Who then can blame the inhabitants of these 
countries for transporting themselves hither? 
This great continent must in time absorb the 
poorest part of Europe; and this will happen 
in proportion as it becomes better known; 
and as war, taxation, oppression, and misery 
increase there. The Hebrides appear to be 
fit only for the residence of malefactors, and 
it would be much better to send felons there 
than either to Virginia or Maryland. What 
a strange compliment has our mother country 
paid to two of the finest provinces in America 1 
England has entertained in that respect very 
mistaken ideas; what was intended as a 
punishment, is become the good fortune of 
several; many of those who have been trans- 
ported as felons, are now rich, and strangers 
to the stings of those wants that urged them 
to violations of the law: they are become 
industrious, exemplary, and useful citizens. 
The English government should purchase the 
most northern and barren of those islands; it 
should send over to us the honest, primitive 
Hebrideans, settle them here on good lands, 
as a reward for their virtue and ancient 
poverty; and replace them with a colony of 
her wicked sons. The severity of the climate, 
the inclemency of the seasons, the sterility of 
the soil, the tempestuousness of the sea, 
would afflict and punish enough. Could 
there be found a spot better adapted to 
retaliate the injury it had received by their 
crimes? Some of those islands might be con- 
sidered as the hell of Great Britain, where all 
evil spirits should be sent. Two essential 
ends would be answered by this simple op- 
eration. The good people, by emigration, 
would be rendered happier; the bad ones 
would be placed where they ought to be. In 
a few years the dread of being sent to that 
wintry region would have a much stronger 
effect than that of transportation. — This is 
no place of punishment; were I a poor hope- 
less, breadless Englishman, and not re- 
strained by the power of shame, I should be 
very thankful for the passage. It is of very 
little importance how, and in what manner 
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an indigent man arrives; for if he is but sober, 
honest, and industrious, he has nothing more 
to ask of heaven. Let him go to work, he 
will have opportunities enough to earn a 
comfortable support, and even the means of 5 
procuring some land; which ought to be the 
utmost wish of every person who has health 
and hands to work. I knew a man who came 
to this country, in the literal sense of the 
expression, stark naked; I think he was a 10 
Frenchman, and a sailor on board an English 
man-of-war. Being discontented, he had 
stripped himself and swam ashore; where, 
finding clothes and friends, he settled after- 
wards at Maraneck, in the county of Chester 15 
in the province of New York; he married and 
left a good farm to each of his sons. I knew 
another person who was but twelve years 
old when he was taken on the frontiers of 
Canada, by the Indians; at his arrival at 20 
Albany he was purchased by a gentleman, 
who generously bound him apprentice to a 
tailor. He lived to the age of ninety, and 
left behind him a fine estate and a numerous 
family, all well settled; many of them I am 25 
acquainted with. — Where is then the in- 
dustrious European who ought to despair? 

After a foreigner from any part of Europe 


is arrived, and become a citizen; let him de- 
voutly listen to the voice of our great parent, 
which says to him, “Welcome to my shores, 
distressed European; bless the hour in which 
thou didst see my verdant fields, my fair 
navigable rivers, and my green mountains! 
— If thou wilt work, I have bread for thee; if 
thou wilt be honest, sober, and industrious, I 
have greater rewards to confer on thee — 
ease and independence. I will give thee 
fields to feed and clothe thee; a comfortable 
fireside to sit by, and tell thy children by 
what means thou hast prospered; and a 
decent bed to repose on. I shall endow thee 
beside with the immunities of a freeman. If 
thou wilt carefully educate thy children, 
teach them gratitude to God, and reverence 
to that government, that philanthropic gov- 
ernment, which has collected here so many 
men and made them happy. I will also pro- 
vide for thy progeny; and to every good man 
this ought to be the most holy, the most 
powerful, the most earnest wish he can pos- 
sibly form, as well as the most consolatory 
prospect when he dies. Go thou and work 
and till; thou shalt prosper, provided thou 
be just, grateful, and industrious.” 


John Dickinson (i73x-i8o8) 


John Dickinson, the “penman of the Revolution,” was born in Maryland in 1732, 
was educated at the home in Delaware to which his family had removed, studied in 
the office of a leading Philadelphia lawyer, completed his legal education at the Mid- 
dle Temple in London, and began to practice law in Philadelphia. He soon rose to 
argue cases before the colonial supreme court, and became active in politics. He 
represented Pennsylvania in the Stamp Act Congress of 1765, and in December, 
1767, he published in the Pennsylvania Chronicle the first of twelve letters on which 
his literary reputation is founded. 

According to Tyler, the appearance of John Dickinson’s letters constitutes “the 
most brilliant event in the literary history of the Revolution.” Copied by many 
other newspapers, the articles were issued in book form with the title Letters jrom a 
Farmer in Pennsylvania to the Inhabitants of the British Colonies, and ran through eight edi- 
tions. So vN’idely were they read and discussed, both in America and in the mother 
country, that “the name of John Dickinson became a name of literary renown sur- 
passing that of any other American, excepting Benjamin Franklin” (Tyler). They 
probably exerted more influence than the writings of any other man except Tom 
Paine. 
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Dickinson had nothing of the dramatic spirit with which Paine called the colonists 
to battle for freedom. In the midst of revolt he remained always a lawyer. His pur- 
pose was to hold the argument on a cool, legal footing, and to prove that the colonists 
were right according to the British constitution itself. He never favored violence. He 
voted against the Declaration of Independence, and lost much of his popularity 
thereby; yet “it should be noted,” says the DAB, “that although he did what he be- 
lieved to be his duty in this voting, yet when it came to fighting he and McKean were 
the only two members of congress who took up arms in defense of the measures they 
had been advocating.” 

After the war he served in the constitutional convention, was president of Delaware 
and of Pennsylvania, and was instrumental in founding Dickinson College. 

A convenient edition of the Letters was edited by R. T. H. Halsey, 1908. The 
standard biography is by C. J. Stille, 1891; a short account is by J. T. Adams in 


DAB. 

Letters from a Farmer 

(1767) 

Letter III 

Beloved Countrymen, 5 

I rejoice to find, that my two former letters 
to you, have been generally received with so 
much favour by such of you whose sentiments 
I have had an opportunity of knowing. Could 
you look into my heart, you would instantly lo 
perceive an ardent affection for your persons, 
a zealous attachment to your interests, a 
lively resentment of every insult and injury 
offered to your honour or happiness, and an 
inflexible resolution to assert your rights, to 15 
the utmost of my weak power, to be the only 
motives that have engaged me to address you. 

I am no further concerned in anything affect- 
ing America, than any one of you; and when 
liberty leaves it, I can quit it much more con- 20 
veniently than most of you: but while Divine 
Providence, that gave me existence in a land 
of freedom, permits my head to think, my lips 
to speak, and my hand to move, I shall so 
highly and gratefully value the blessing re- 25 
ceived, as to take care that my silence and 
inactivity shall not give my implied assent to 
any act degrading my brethren and myself 
from the birthright wherewith heaven itself 
“Aa/A made us free.” 30 

Sorry I am to learn, that there are some few 
persons, shake their heads with solemn mo- 
tion, and pretend to wonder what can be the 
meaning of these letters. “Great Britain, 

,‘c T^nwprfiil to contend with; she 3 s 


is determined to oppress us; it is in vain to 
speak of right on one side, when there is power 
on the other; when we are strong enough to 
resist, we shall attempt it; but now we are not 
strong enough, and therefore we had better 
be quiet; it signifies nothing to convince us 
that our rights arc invaded, when we cannot 
defend them; and if we should get into riots 
and tumults about the late act, it will only 
bring down heavier displeasure upon us.” 

What can such men design? What do 
their grave observations amount to, but this 
— “that these colonies, totally regardless of 
their liberties, should commit them, with 
humble resignation, to chance, time, and the 
tender mercies of ministers.” 

Are these men ignorant, that usurpations, 
which might have been successfully opposed 
at first, acquire strength by continuance, and 
thus become irresistible? Do they condemn 
the conduct of these colonics, concerning the 
Stamp-Act? Or have they forgot its successful 
issue? Ought the colonies at that time, in- 
stead of acting as they did, to have trusted for 
relief to the fortuitous events of futurity? If 
it is needless “to speak of rights” now, it was 
as needless then. If the behaviour of the col- 
onies was prudent and glorious then, and 
successful too, it will be equally prudent and 
glorious to act in the same manner now, if our 
rights are equally invaded, and may be as 
successful. Therefore it becomes necessary to 
enquire, whether “our rights are invaded.” 
To talk of “defending” them, as if they could 
be no other wise “defended” than by arms, is 
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as much out of the way, as if a man having a 
choice of several roads to reach his journey’s 
end, should prefer the worst, for no other 
reason, than because it is the worst. 

As to “riots and tumults,” the gentlemen 
who are so apprehensive of them, are much 
mistaken, if they think, that grievances can- 
not be redressed without such assistance. 

I will now tell the gentlemen what is “the 
meaning of these letters.” The meaning of 
them is, to convince the people of these col- 
onics, that they are at this moment exposed 
to the most imminent dangers; and to per- 
suade them immediately, vigorously, and 
unanimously, to exert themselves, in the most 
firm, but most peaceable manner, for obtain- 
ing relief. 

The cause of liberty is a cause of too much 
dignity, to be sullied by turbulence and tu- 
mult. It ought to be maintained in a manner 
suitable to her nature. Those who engage 
in it, should breathe a sedate, yet fervent 
spirit, animating them to actions of prudence, 
justice, modesty, bravery, humanity, and 
magnanimity. 

To such a wonderful degree were the an- 
cient Spartans, as brave and as free a people 
as ever existed, inspired by this happy tem- 
perature of soul, that rejecting even in their 
battles the use of trumpets, and other instru- 
ments for exciting heat and rage, they 
marched up to scenes of havock and horror, 
with liic sound of flutes, to the tunes of which 
their steps kept pace — “exhibiting, as Plu- 
tarch says, at once a terrible and delightful 
sight, and proceeding with a deliberate val- 
our, full of hope and good assurance, as if 
some divinity had insensibly assisted them.” 

I hope, my dear countrymen, that you will, 
in every colony, be upon your guard against 
those who may at any time endeavour to stir 
you up, under pretense of patriotism, to any 
measures disrespectful to our Sovereign and 
our mother country. Hot, rash, disorderly 
proceedings, injure the reputation of a people 
as to wisdom, valour and virtue, without pro- 
curing them the least benefit. I pray God, 
that he may be pleased to inspire you and 
your posterity to the latest ages with that 
spirit, of which I hav'e an idea, but find a 
difficulty to express: to express in the best 
manner I can, I mean a spirit that shall so 


guide you, that it will be impossible to deter- 
mine, whether an Americanos character is most 
distinguishable for his loyalty to his Sover- 
eign, his duty to his mother country, his love 
5 of freedom, or his affection for his native soil. 

Every government, at some time or other, 
falls into wrong measures; these may proceed 
from mistake or passion. — But every such 
measure does not dissolve the obligation be- 
lo tween the governors and the governed; the 
mistake may be corrected; the passion may 
pass over. 

It is the duty of the governed to endeavour 
to rectify the mistake and appease the passion. 
15 They have not at first any other right, than to 
represent their grievances, and to pray for 
redress, unless an emergence is so pressing as 
not to allow time for receiving an answer to 
their applications, which rarely happens. If 
20 their applications are disregarded, then that 
kind of opposition becomes justifiable, which 
can be made without breaking the laws, or 
disturbing the public peace. This consists 
in the prevention of the oppressors reaping 
25 advantage from their oppressions, and not in 
their punishment. For experience may teach 
what reason did not; and harsh methods can- 
not be proper, till milder ones have failed. 

If at length it becomes undoubted, that in- 
30 veterate resolution is formed, to annihilate the 
liberties of the governed, the English history 
affords frequent examples of resistance by 
force. What particular circumstances will in 
any future case justify such resistance, can 
35 never be ascertained till they happen. Per- 
haps it may be allowable to say, generally, 
that it never can be justifiable, until the 
people are fully convinced, that any further 
submission will be destructive to their happi- 
40 ness. 

When the appeal is made to the sword, 
highly probable it is, that the punishment will 
exceed the offence; and the calamities at- 
tending on war out-weigh those preceding 
45 it. These considerations of justice and pru- 
dence will always have great influence with 
good and wise men. 

To these reflections on this subject, it re- 
mains to be added, and ought forever to be 
50 remembered: that resistcmce in the case of 
colonies against their mother country is ex- 
tremely different from the resistcmce of a 
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people against their prince. A nation may 
change their king or race of kings, and retain- 
ing their ancient form of government, be 
gainers by changing. Thus Great-Britain, 
under the illustrious house of Brunswick, a s 
house that seems to flourish for the happiness 
of mankind, has found a felicity, unknown in 
the reigns of the Stuarts. But if once we are 
separated from our mother country, what new 
form of government shall we accept, or when lo 
shall we find another Britain to supply our 
loss? Torn from the body to which we are 
united by religion, liberty, laws, affections, 
relations, language, and commerce, we must 
bleed at every vein. 15 

In truth, the prosperity of these provinces is 
founded in their dependence on Great-Brit- 
ain; and when she returns to ‘‘her old good 
humour, and old good nature,” as Lord Clar- 
endon expresses it, I hope they will always 20 
esteem it their duty and interest, as it most 
certainly will be, to promote her welfare by 
all the means in their power. 

We cannot act with too much caution in 
our disputes. Anger produces anger; and dif- 25 
ferences that might be accommodated by 
kind and respectful behaviour, may by im- 
prudence be changed to an incurable rage. 

In quarrels between countries, as well as in 
those between individuals, when they have 30 
risen to a certain height, the first cause of dis- 
sension is no longer remembered, the minds 
of the parties being wholly engaged in recol- 
lecting and resenting the mutual expressions 
of their dislike. When feuds have reached 35 
that fatal point, all considerations of reason 
and equity vanish; and a blind fury governs, 
or rather confounds all things. A people no 
longer regards their interest, but the gratifica- 
tion of their wrath. The sway of the Cleon’s 40 
and Clodius’s, the designing and detestable 
flatterers of the prevailing passion, becomes 
confirmed. 

Wise and good men in vain oppose the 
storm, and may think themselves fortunate, 45 
if, endeavouring to preserve their ungrateful 
fellow citizens, they do not ruin themselves. 
Their prudence will be called baseness; their 
moderation, guilt; and if their virtue does not 
lead them to destruction, zis that of many 50 
other great and excellent persons has done, 
they may survive, to receive from their expir- 


ing country, the mournful glory of her ac- 
knowledgment, that their counsels, if re- 
garded, would have saved her. 

The constitutional modes of obtaining re- 
lief are those which I would wish to see pur- 
sued on the present occasion; that is, by 
petitioning of our assemblies, or, where they 
are not permitted to meet, of the people to the 
powers that can afford us relief. 

We have an excellent Prince, in whose good 
dispositions towards us we may confide. We 
have a generous, sensible, and humane na- 
tion, to whom we may apply. They may be 
deceived; they may, by artful men, be pro- 
voked to anger against us; but I cannot yet 
believe they will be cruel or unjust; or that 
their anger will be implacable. Let us be- 
have like dutiful children, who have received 
unmerited blows from a beloved parent. Let 
us complain to our parents, but let our com- 
plaints speak, at the same time, the language 
of affliction and veneration. If, however, it 
shall happen, by an unfortunate course of af- 
fairs, that our applications to his Majesty and 
the parliament for the redress, prove inef- 
fectual, let us then take another step, by with- 
holding from Great-Britain all the advantages 
she has been used to receive from us. Then 
let us try, if our ingenuity, industry, and fru- 
gality, will not give weight to our remon- 
strances. Let us all be united with one spirit 
in one cause. Let us invent; let us work; let 
us save; let us, at the same time, keep up our 
claims, and unceasingly repeat our com- 
plaints; but above all, let us implore the pro- 
tection of that infinite good and gracious Be- 
ing, “by whom kings reign, and princes decree 
justice.” 

“Nil desperandum.” 

Nothing is to be despaired of. 

A Farmer. 

The Liberty Song 
(1768) 

This may be taken, along with Freneau'^ 
“Brave Americans” (given on p. 264), to represent 
the many songs and ballads evoked by the de- 
veloping Revolution. 

Come join hand in hand, brave Americans all, 
And rouse your bold hearts at fzur Liberty’s 
call; 
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No tyrannous acts, shall suppress your just 
claim, 

Nor stain with dishonor America’s name. 

In freedom we’re born, and in freedom 
we’JI live; 5 

Our purses are ready. 

Steady, Friends, steady, 

Not as daves, but as jreemen our money 
we’ll give. 

Our worthy forefathers — let’s give them a 
cheer — 

To climates unknown did courageously 
steer; lo 

Thro’ oceans to deserts, for freedom they 
came, 

And, dying, bequeath’d us their freedom and 
fame. 

Their generous bosoms all dangers despis’d. 

So highly, so wisely, their birthrights they 
priz’d; 

We’ll keep what they gave, we will piously 
keep, 15 

Nor frustrate their toils on the land or the 
deep. 

The Tree, their own hands had to Liberty 
rear’d. 

They lived to behold growing strong and 
rever’d; 

With transport then cried, — “Now our 
wishes we gain, 

For our children shall gather the fruits of our 
pain.” 20 


How sweet are the labors that freemen en- 
dure. 

That they shall enjoy all the profit, secure, — 
No more such sweet labors Americans know. 
If Britons shall reap what Americans sow. 

Swarms of placemen and pensioners soon will 
appear, 25 

Like locusts deforming the charms of the 
year: 

Suns vainly will rise, showers vainly descend. 
If we are to drudge for what others shall 
spend. 

Then join hand in hand brave Americans all. 
By uniting we stand, by dividing we fall; 30 
In so righteous a cause let us hope to succeed. 
For Heaven approves of each generous deed. 

All ages shall speak with amaze and applause, 
Of the courage we’ll show in support of our 
laws; 

To die we can bear, — but to serve we dis- 
dain, 35 

For shame is to freemen more dreadful than 
pain. 

This bumper I crown for our sovereign’s 
health. 

And this for Britannia’s glory and wealth; 
That wealth, and that glory immortal may be, 
If she is but just, and we are but free. 40 
In freedom we’re born, &c. 


Thomas Paine (1737-1809) 


Paine has been called “the epitome of a world in revolution.” He came to Amer- 
ica in 1774, bearing a somewhat spotted reputation and a guarded letter from Frank- 
lin. Bom in England in 1737, he had worked for a time at his father’s trade, corset 
making, had been twice appointed to and twice dismissed from the Excise, and had 
been sold out as a bankrupt. In Philadelphia he secured employment with the 
Pennsylvania Gazette and exhibited his real genius for journalism. Like a good re- 
porter, he soon found the timely topic, made up his mind about it, and startled the 
more conservative colonists by coming out for independence. 

He advanced his doctrine in an anonymous pamphlet entitled Common Sense, in 
January of 1776. The pamphlet was read in every comer of the new world and soon 
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was reprinted in Europe. More than 100,000 copies were sold within three months. 
Those who were not in on the secret thought it was the work of Franklin or Adams. 
The pamphlet was effectiv’ely written and timely journalism. Paine perceived that 
the temper of the times had changed greatly in the eight years since Dickinson had 
written his calm letters, and he had seen at first hand conditions in England and 
America. So he went to the heart of the situation: the colonies were no longer 
British; to return to the fold would be less valuable than to strike for freedom; they 
had gone too far to turn back; they should follow the dictates of common sense. 

Important as this was, Paine’s greatest service to the cause of American independ- 
ence came in December, 1776, amidst all the gloom caused by Washington’s retreat 
across New Jersey. On December 18 Washington had written: ^'Between you and 
me, I think our affairs are in a very bad situation ... if every nerve is not strained to 
the utmost to recruit the new army with all possible expedition, I think the game is 
pretty near up.” Next day appeared the first issue of the Crisis: ‘"These are the times 
that try men’s souls.” \Vashington had the pamphlet read to every regiment. From 
the end of 1776 until the end of 1783, thirteen regular issues of the Crisis and three 
additional publications in the series stirred America to fight for liberty. 

When peace was made, Paine was a man without a revolution, and hurried to 
Europe to enter the political battle there raging. The Rights of Aian, 1791, issued as 
a reply to Burke, won him a great reputation in Europe and indictment for treason 
in England. He escaped to France, where for a time he was in high favor with the 
revolutionists. When he remonstrated against violence to the king, he was sentenced 
to death and saved from the guillotine only by intervention of the American consul. 
While in Paris he wrote, primarily for the French people, The Age of Reason^ a coarse 
and slashing attack on traditional Christianity and an earnest statement of his own 
deistical beliefs. In 1802 he returned to America and in 1809 he died on his farm in 
New York. 

The most scholarly text is M. D. Conway’s The Writings of Thomas Paine^ 4 vols., 
1894-96. The best short lives are by Leslie Stephen in DNB and by Crane Brinton 
in DAB. The best full-length biography is by M. D. Conway, 1892. A convenient 
volume of selections is Thomas Paine in the AWS^ with an excellent introduction by 
H. H. Clark, 1944. 


From Common Sense 

(January 10, 1776) 

Thoughts on the Present State oj American 
Affairs 

In the following pages I offer nothing more 
than simple facts, plain arguments, and com- 
mon sense; and have no other preliminaries 
to settle with the reader, than that he will 
divest himself of prejudice and prepossession, 
and suffer his reason and his feelings to deter- 
mine for themselves; that he will put on, or 
rather that he will not put off, the true char- 
acter of a man, and generously enlarge his 
views beyond the present day. 


Volumes have been written on the subject 
of the struggle between England and America. 
Men of all ranks have embarked in the con- 
troversy, from different motives, and with 
5 various designs; but all have been ineffectual, 
and the period of debate is closed. Arms, as 
the last resource, must decide the contest; thr 
appeal was the choice of the King, ind the 
continent hath accepted the challenge, 
lo It has been reported of the late Mr. Pel- 
ham (who, though an able minister was not 
without his faults) that on his being attacked 
in the House of Commons, on the score that 
his measures were only of a temporary kind, 
IS replied, “they will last my time.” Should a 
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thought so fatal and unmanly possess the col- 
onies in the present contest, the name of an- 
cestors will be remembered by future genera- 
tions with detestation. 

7"he sun never shone on a cause of greater 5 
worth. ’Tis not the affair of a city, a county, 
a province, or a kingdom, but of a continent 
— of at least one eighth part of the habitable 
globe. ’Tis not the concern of a day, a year, 
or an age; posterity are virtually involved in 10 
the contest, and will be more or less affected 
even to the end of time, by the proceedings 
now. Now is the seedtime of continental 
imion, faith, and honor. The least fracture 
now will be like a name engraved with the 15 
point of a pin on the tender rind of a young 
oak; the wound will enlarge with the tree, and 
posterity read it in full grown characters. 

By referring the matter from argument to 
arms, a new area for politics is struck; a new 20 
method of thinking hath arisen. All plans, 
proposals, etc., prior to the nineteenth of 
Aj)ril, i.e., to the commencement of hostilities, 
are like the almanacs of last year; which, 
though proper then, are superseded and use- 25 
less now. Whatever was advanced by the ad- 
vocates on either side of the question then, 
terminated in one and the same point, viz., a 
union with Great Britain; the only difference 
between the parties was the method of effect- 30 
ing it; the one proposing force, the other 
friendship; but it hath so far happened that 
the first has failed, and the second has with- 
drawn her influence. 

As much hath been said of the advantages 35 
of reconciliation, ^vhich, like an agreeable 
dream, hath passed away and left us as we 
were, it is but right that we should examine 
the contrary side of the argument, and in- 
quire into some of the many material injuries 40 
which these colonies sustain, and always will 
sustain, by being connected with and de- 
pendent on Great Britain. To examine that 
connection and dependence, on the principles 
of nature and common sense, to see what we 45 
have to trust to, if separated, and what we are 
to expect, if de|)endent. 

I have heard it asserted by some, that as 
America has flourished under her former 
connection with Great Britain, the same con- 50 
ncction is necessary towards her future hap- 
piness, and will always have the same effect. 


Nothing can be more fallacious than this kind 
of argument. We may as well assert that be- 
cause a child has thrived upxDn milk, that it is 
never to have meat, or that the first twenty 
years of our lives is to become a precedent for 
the next twenty. But even this is admitting 
more than is true, for I answer roundly that 
America would have flourished as much, and 
probably much more, had no European 
power taken any notice of her. The articles 
of commerce by which she has enriched her- 
self, are the necessaries of life, and wall always 
have a market while eating is the custom of 
Europe. 

But she has protected us, say some. That 
she hath engrossed us is true, and defended 
the continent at our expense as w^ell as her 
owm, is admitted; and she would have de- 
fended Turkey from the same motives, viz., 
for the sake of trade and dominion. 

Alas! we have been long led away by an- 
cient prejudices, and made large sacrifices to 
superstition. We have boasted the protection 
of Great Britain, without considering that her 
motive was interest not attachment; and that 
she did not protect us from our enemies on 
our account, but from her enemies on her 
own account, from those who had no quarrel 
with us on any other account, and who will 
always be our enemies on the same account. 
Let Britain w'aive her pretensions to the con- 
tinent, or the continent throw off the de- 
pendence, and we should be at peace with 
France and Spain, were they at war with 
Britain. The miseries of Hanover’s last w ar 
ought to warn us against connections. 

It hath lately been asserted in Parliament, 
that the colonies have no relation to each 
other but through the parent country, i.e., 
that Pennsylvania and the Jerseys, and so on 
for the rest, are sister colonies by the way of 
England; this is certainly a very roundabout 
way of proving relationship, but it is the near- 
est and only true way of proving enemyship, 
if I may so call it. France and Spain never 
were, nor jDerhaps ever will be, our enemies 
as Americans, but as our being the subjects 
of Great Britain. 

But Britain is the parent country, say some. 
Then the more shame upon her conduct. 
Even brutes do not devour their young, nor 
savages make war upon their families; wLere- 
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fore, the assertion, if true, turns to her re- applied to England only, as being false, selfish, 

proach; but it happens not to be true, or only narrow, and ungenerous, 

partly so, and the phrase, parent or mother But, admitting that we were all of English 

country^ hath been jesuitically adopted by the descent, what does it amount to? Nothing. 

King and his parasites, with a low papistical s Britain, being now an open enemy, extin- 
design of gaining an unfair bias on the credu- guishes every other name and title, and to say 
lous weakness of our minds. Europe and not that reconciliation is our duty, is truly farcical. 
England is the parent country of America. The first king of England, of the present line 
This new World hath been the asylum for the (William the Conqueror) was a Frenchman, 
persecuted lovers of civil and religious liberty lo and half the peers of England are descendants 
from of Europe. Hither have they from the same country; wherefore, by the 

fled, not from the tender embraces of the same method of reasoning, England ought to 
mother, but from the cruelty of the monster; be governed by France. 

and it is so far true of England, that the same Much hath been said of the united strength 

tyranny which drove the first emigrants from 15 of Britain and the colonics, that in conjunc- 
home, pursues their descendants still. tion they might bid defiance to the world. 

In this extensive quarter of the Globe, we But this is mere presumption; the fate of war 

forget the narrow' limits of three hundred and is uncertain, neither do the expressions mean 
sixty miles (the extent of England) and carry anything; for this continent would never suffer 

our friendship on a larger scale; we claim 20 itself to be drained of inhabitants, to support 
brotherhood with every European Christian, the British arms in either Asia, Africa, or 

and triumph in the generosity of the senti- Europe. 

ment. Besides, w'hat have we to do with setting the 

It is pleasant to observe by w'hat regular world at defiance? Our plan is commerce, 

gradations we surmount local prejudices, as 25 and that, w'ell attended to, will secure us the 
we enlarge our acquaintance with the world. peace and friendship of all Europe; because 

A man born in any town in England divided it is the interest of all Europe to have America 

into parishes, will naturally associate most a free port. Her trade will always be a pro- 

with his fellow parishioners (because their tection, and her barrenness of gold and silver 

interests in many cases will be common) and 30 secure her from invaders, 
distinguish him by the name of neighbor; if I challenge the warmest advocate for recon- 
he meet him but a few miles from home, he ciliation to show a single advantage that this 

drops the narrow idea of a street, and salutes continent can reap by being connected with 

him by the name of townsman ; if he travel out Great Britain. I repeat the challenge; not a 

of the county, and meets him in any other, he 35 single advantage is derived. Our corn will 
forgets the minor divisions of street and town, fetch its price in any market in Europe, and 

and calls him countryman, i.e., county-man; our imported goods must be paid for, buy 

but if in their foreign excursions they should them where we will. 

associate in France or any other part of Eu- But the injuries and disadvantages which 
rope, their local remembrance would be en- 40 we sustain by that connection, are without 
larged into that of Englishmen. And by a number; and our duty to mankind at large, as 
just parity of reasoning, all Europeans meet- well as to ourselves, instructs us to renounce 

ing in America, or any other quarter of the the alliance; because any submission to or de- 

globe, are countrymen; for England, Holland, pendence on Great Britain tends directly to 
Germany, or Sweden, when compared with 45 involve this continent in European w i.rs and 
the whole, stand in the same places on the quarrels; and sets us at variance with nations 

larger scale which the divisions of street, town, who would otherwise seek our friendship, and 

and county do on the smaller one; distinctions against whom we have neither anger nor com- 

too limited, for continental minds. Not one plaint. As Europ)e is our market for trade, we 

third of the inhabitants, even of this province, 50 ought to form no partial connection with any 
are of English descent. Wherefore, I repro- part of it. It is the true interest of America to 

bate the phrase of parent or mother country steer clear of European contentions, which 
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she never can do, while, by her dependence on 
Britain, she is made the make-weight in the 
scale of British politics. 

Europe is too thickly planted with king- 
doms to be Jong at peace, and whenever a war 
breaks out between England and any foreign 
power, the trade of America goes to ruin, be- 
cause of her connection with Britain. The 
next war may not turn out like the last, and 
should it not, the advocates for reconciliation 
now will be wishing for separation then, be- 
cause neutrality, in that case, would be a safer 
convoy than a man-of-war. Everything that 
is right or natural pleads for separation. The 
blood of the slain, the weeping voice of nature 
cries, “ ’Tis time to part.” Even the distance 
at which the Almighty hath placed England 
and America is a strong and natural proof that 
the authority of the one over the other was 
never the design of Heaven. The time like- 
wise at which the continent was discovered, 
adds weight to the argument, and the manner 
in which it was peopled increases the force of 
it. The Reformation was preceded by the 
discovery of America, as if the Almighty gra- 
ciously meant to open a sanctuary to the per- 
secuted in future years, when home should 
afford neither friendship nor safety. * * * 

From The Crisis 

(December 19 , 1776 ) 

{The Tunes That Try Men^s iSow/i"] 

These are the times that try men’s souls. 
The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot 
will, in this crisis, shrink from the service of 
their country; but he that stands it now, de- 
serves the love and thanks of man and woman. 
Tyranny, like hell, is not easily conquered; 
yet we have this consolation with us, that the 
harder the conflict, the more glorious the tri- 
umph. ^VTat we obtain too cheap, we esteem 
too lightly; it is dearness only that gives every- 
thing its value. Heaven knows how to put a 
proper price upon its goods; and it would be 
strange indeed if so celestial an article as free- 
dom should not be highly rated. Britain, with 
an army to enforce her tyranny, has declared 
that she has a right {not only to tax) but “to 
BIND us in CASES WH.\TSOEVER,” and if being 
bound in that manner, is not slavery, then there 


is not such a thing as siavery upon earth. 
Even the expression is impious; for so unlim- 
ited a power can belong only to God. 

Whether the independence of the continent 
5 was declared too soon, or delayed too long, 
I will not now enter into as an argument; my 
own simple opinion is, that had it been eight 
months earlier, it would have been much bet- 
ter. We did not make a proper use of last 
10 winter, neither could we, while we were in a 
dependent state. However, the fault, if it 
were one, was all our own; we have none to 
blame but ourselves. But no great deal is lost 
yet. All that Howe has been doing for this 
15 month past, is rather a ravage than a con- 
quest, which the spirit of the Jerseys, a year 
ago, would have quickly repulsed, and which 
time and a little resolution will soon recover. 

I have as little superstition in me as any 
20 man living, but my secret opinion has ever 
been, and still is, that God Almighty will not 
give up a people to military destruction, or 
leave them unsupportedly to perish, who have 
so earnestly and so repeatedly sought to avoid 
25 the calamities of v ar, by every decent method 
which wisdom could invent. Neither have I 
so much of the infidel in me, as to suppose that 
He has relinquished the government of the 
world, and given us up to the care of devils; 
30 and as I do not, I cannot see on what grounds 
the king of Britain can look up to heaven for 
help against us: a common murderer, a high- 
wayman, or a housebreaker, has as good a pre- 
tence as he. 

35 ’Tis surprising to see how rapidly a panic 
will sometimes run through a country. All 
nations and ages have been subject to them: 
Britain has trembled like an ague at the report 
of a French fleet of flat bottomed boats; and 
40 in the fourteenth century the whole English 
army, after ravaging the kingdom of France, 
was driven back like men petrified with fear; 
and this brave exploit was performed by a 
few broken forces collected and headed by a 
45 woman, Joan of Arc. Would that heaven 
might inspire some Jersey maid to spirit up 
her countrymen, and save her fair fellow suf- 
ferers from ravage and ravishment ! Yet 
panics, in some cases, have their uses; they 
50 produce as much good as hurt. Their dura- 
tion is always short; the mind soon grows 
through them, and acquires a firmer habit 
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than before. But their peculiar advantage is, 
that they are the touchstones of sincerity and 
hypocrisy, and bring things and men to light, 
which might otherwise have lain forever un- 
discovered. In fact, they have the same effect 
on secret traitors, which an imaginary appari- 
tion would have upon a private murderer. 
They sift out the hidden thoughts of man, 
and hold them up in public to the world. 
Many a disguised tory has lately shown his 
head, that shall penitentially solemnize with 
curses the day on which Howe arrived upon 
the Delaware. 

As I was with the troops at Fort Lee, and 
marched with them to the edge of Pennsyl- 
vania, I am well acquainted with many cir- 
cumstances, which those who live at a dis- 
tance know but little or nothing of. Our sit- 
uation there was exceedingly cramped, the 
place being a narrow neck of land between 
the North River and the Hackensack. Our 
force was inconsiderable, being not one fourth 
so great as Howe could bring against us. We 
had no army at hand to have relieved the gar- 
rison, had we shut ourselves up and stood on 
our defence. Our ammunition, light artil- 
lery, and the best part of our stores, had been 
removed, on the apprehension that Howe 
would endeavor to penetrate the Jerseys, in 
which case Fort Lee could be of no use to us; 
for it must occur to every thinking man, 
whether in the army or not, that these kind of 
field forts are only for temporary purposes, 
and last in use no longer than the enemy di- 
rects his force against the particular object, 
which such forts are raised to defend. Such 
was our situation and condition at Fort Lee 
on the morning of the 20 th of November, 
when an officer arrived with information that 
the enemy with 200 boats had landed about 
seven miles above: Major General Green, 
who commanded the garrison, immediately 
ordered them under arms, and sent express to 
General Washington at the town of Hacken- 
sack, distant by the way of the ferry = six 
miles. Our first object was to secure the 
bridge over the Hackensack, which laid up 
the river between the enemy and us, about 
six miles from us, and three from them. Gen- 
eral Washington arrived in about three quar- 
ters of an hour, and marched at the head of 
the troops towards the bridge, which place I 


expected we should have a brush for; however, 
tney did not choose to dispute it with us, and 
the greatest part of our troops went over the 
bridge, the rest over the ferry except some 
5 which passed at a mill on a small creek, be- 
tween the bridge and the ferry, and made 
their way through some marshy grounds up 
to the town of Hackensack, and there passed 
the river. We brought off as much baggage 
lo as the wagons could contain, the rest was lost. 
The simple object was to bring off the gar- 
rison, and march them on till they could be 
strengthened by the Jersey or Pennsylvania 
militia, so as to be enabled to make a stand. 
15 We staid four days at Newark, collected our 
outposts with some of the Jersey militia, and 
marched out twice to meet the enemy, on 
being informed that they were advancing, 
though our numbers were greatly inferior to 
20 theirs. Howe, in my little opinion, committed 
a great error in generalship in not throwing a 
body of forces off from Staten Isand through 
Amboy, by which means he might have seized 
all our stores at Brunswick, and intercepted 
25 our march into Pennsylvania; but if we be- 
lieve the power of hell lo be limited, we must 
likewise believe that their agents are under 
some providential controul. 

I shall not now attempt to give all the par- 
30 ticulars of our retreat to the Delaware; suffice 
it for the present to say, that both officers and 
men, though greatly harassed and fatigued, 
frequently without rest, covering, or provis- 
ion, the inevitable consequences of a long re- 
35 treat, bore it with a manly and martial spirit. 
All their wishes centered in one, which was, 
that the country would turn out and help 
them to drive the enemy back. Voltaire has 
remarked that King William never appeared 
40 to full advantage but in difficulties and in 
action; the same remark may be made on 
General Washington, for the character fits 
him. There is a natural firmness in some 
minds which cannot be unlocked by trifles, 
45 but which, when unlocked, discover a cab- 
inet of fortitude; and I reckon it among those 
kind of public blessings, which we do not 
immediately see, that God hath blessed him 
with uninterrupted health, and given him a 
so mind that can even flourish upon care. 

I shall conclude this paper with some mis- 
cellaneous remarks on the state of our affairs; 
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^nd shall begin with asking the following 
question, Why is it that the enemy have left 
the New-England provinces, and made these 
middle ones the seat of war? The answer is 
easy: New-England is not infested with tories, 
and wc are. I have been tender in raising the 
cry against these men, and used numberless 
arguments to show them their danger, but it 
will not do to sacrifice a world either to their 
folly or their baseness. The period is now 
arrived, in which either they or we must 
change our sentiments, or one or both must 
fall. And what is a tory? Good God! what 
is he? I should not be afraid to go with a 
hundred whigs against a thousand tories, were 
they to attempt to get into arms. Every tory 
is a coward; for servile, slavish, self-interested 
fear is the foundation of toryism; and a man 
under such influence, though he may be cruel, 
never can be brave. 

But, before the line of irrecoverable separa- 
tion be drawn between us, let us reason the 
matter together: Your conduct is an invita- 
tion to the enemy, yet not one in a thousand 
of you has heart enough to join him, Howe 
is as much deceived by you as the American 
cause is injured by you. He expects you will 
all take up arms, and flock to his standard, 
with muskets on your shoulders. Your opin- 
ions are of no use to him, unless you support 
him personally, for ’tis soldiers, and not tories, 
that he wants. 

I once felt all that kind of anger, which a 
man ought to feel, against the mean prin- 
ciples that are held by the tories: a noted one 
who kept a tavern at Amboy, was standing at 
his d(X)r, with as pretty a child in his hand, 
about eight or nine years old, as ever I saw, 
and after speaking his mind as freely as he 
thought was prudent, finished with this un- 
fatherly expression, ^^Wcll! give me peace in my 
day.'"'* Not a man lives on the continent but 
fully believes that a separation must some 
time or other finally take place, and a gener- 
ous parent should have said, “7/" there must be 
trouble y let it be in my day, that my child may have 
peace and this single reflection, well applied, 
is sufficient to awaken every man to duty. 
Not a place upon earth might be so happy as 
America. Her situation is remote from ail 
the wrangling world, and she has nothing to 
do but to trade with them. A man can dis- 


tinguish himself between temper and prin- 
ciple, and I am as confident, as I am that God 
governs the world, that America will never 
be happy till she gets clear of foreign domin- 
5 ion. Wars, without ceasing, will break out 
till that period arrives, and the continent 
must in the end be conqueror; for though the 
flame of liberty may sometimes cease to shine, 
the coal can never expire. 

lO 

From The Age of Reason 

(1794-96) 

The Age of Reason, of which a part is reprinted 
below, is the most famous, or notorious, statement 
of late-eighteenth century deism. It “was scat- 
tered the length and breadth of the land. News- 
papers advertised it, together with the counter- 
blasts that conservatives wrote to overthrow it. 
Bishop Mead of Virginia found even Parson Weems 
selling the heretical tract at the tavern in Fairfax 
County Courthouse. The democratic clubs and 
the deistical societies used it as a textbook. College 
students swallowed it whole, to the great alarm of 
their preceptors; and humble men in villages from 
New Hampshire to Georgia and beyond the Alle- 
ys ghenies discussed it by tavern candlelight. The 
storm of criticism which the book brought forth 
for the time only seemed to feed the fire, nor did 
the epithets cast on Paine slow down the con- 
flagration. He was abused as a filthy atheist, a 
dissolute drunkard, a malignant blasphemer, a 
30 superficial reasoner” (Curti, The Growth of Ameri- 
can Thought, 159). 

However one may today deplore the obvious 
defects of Paine’s attack on Christianity, The Age 
of Reason is historically an important work, essen- 
tial to an understanding of the time in which it 
35 was written. And as a work of literary art it 
shows, as Leslie Stephen said, “the power of 
wielding a fine vigorous English, a fit vehicle for 
fanatical passion.” 

[A Deisfs BelieJ] 

It has been my intention, for several years 
pcist, to publish my thoughts upon religion; 
I am well aware of the difficulties that attend 
the subject, and from that consideration, had 
45 reserved it to a more advanced period of life. 
I intended it to be the last offering I should 
make to my fellow-citizens of all nations, and 
that at a time when the purity of the motive 
that induced me to it, could not admit of a 
50 question, even by those who might disap- 
prove the work. 

The circumstance that has now taken place 
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in France of the total abolition of the whole prepared himself tor the commission of every 
national order of priesthood and of every ocher crime. He takes up the trade of a 
thing appertaining to compulsive systems of priest for the sake of gain, and, in order to 
religion, and compulsive articles of faith, has qualify himself for that trade, he begins with 
not only precipitated my intention, but ren- 5 a perjury. Can we conceive anything more 
dered a work of this kind exceedingly neces- destructive to morality than this? 
sary, lest, in the general wTeck of superstition, Soon after I had published the pamphlet, 
of false systems of government, and false theol- “Common Sense,*’ in America, I saw the ex- 
ogy, we lose sight of morality, of humanity, cceding probability that a revolution in the 
and of the theology that is true. 10 system ol government would be followed by a 

As several of my colleagues, and others of revolution in the system of religion. The 
my fellow-citizens of France, have given me adulterous connection of church and state, 
the example of making their voluntary and wherever it had taken place, whether Jewish, 
individual profession of faith, I also will mak.e Christian, or Turkish, had so effectually pro- 
mine; and I do this with all that sincerity and 15 hibitcd, by pains and penalties, every dis- 
frankness with which the mind of man com- cussion upon established creeds, and upon 
municates with itself. first principles of religion, that until the sys- 

I believe in one God, and no more; and I tern of government should be changed, those 

hope for happiness beyond this life. subjects could not be brought fairly and 

I believe in the equality of man; and I be- 20 openly before the world; but that whenever 
lieve that religious duties consist in doing jus- this should be done, a revolution in the sys- 
tice, loving mercy, and endeavoring to make tern of religion would follow. Human inven- 
our fellow creatures happy. tions and priest-craft would be detected; and 

But, lest it should be supposed that I be- man would return to the pure, unmixed, and 
lieve many other things in addition to these, 25 unadulterated belief of one God, and no more. 
I shall, in the progress of this work, declare Every national church or religion has es- 
the things I do not believe, and my reasons tablished itself by pretending some special 

for not believing them. mission from God, communicated to certain 

I do not believe in the creed professed by individuals. The Jews have their Moses; the 

the Jewish church, by the Roman church, by 30 Christians their Jesus Christ, their apostles 
the Greek church, by the Turkish church, by and saints; and the Turks their Mahomet, as 

the Protestant church, nor by any church that if the way to God was not open to every man 

I know of. My own nind is my own church. alike. 

All national institutions of churches. Each of those churches show certain books, 

whether Jewish, Christian, or Turkish, ap- 35 which they call revelation^ or the word of God. 
pear to me no other than human inventions. The Jews say, that their word of God was 

set up to terrify and enslave mankind, and given by God to Moses, face to face; the 

monopolize power and profit. Christians say, that their word of God came 

I do not mean by this declaration to con- by divine inspiration; and the Turks say, that 
demn those who believe otherwise; they have 40 their word of God (the Koran) was brought 
the same right to their belief as I have to mine. by an angel from Heaven. Each of those 

But it is necessary to the happiness of man, churches accuse the other of unbelief; and, for 

that he be mentally faithful to himself. In- my own part, I disbelieve them all. 

fidelity does not consist in believing, or in dis- As it is necessary to affix right ideas to 
believing; it consists in professing to believe 45 words, I will, before I proceed furtler into 
what he does not believe. the subject, offer some other observations on 

It is impossible to calculate the moral mis- the word revelation. Revelation when applied 

chief, if I may so express it, that ment2d lying to religion, means something communicated 

has produced in society. When a man has so immediately from God to man. 

far corrupted and prostituted the chastity of 50 No one will deny or dispute the power of 
his mind, as to subscribe his professional the Almighty to make such a communication, 

belief to things he does not believe, he has if he pleases. But admitting, for the sake of a 
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case, that something has been revealed to a 
certain person, and not revealed to any other 
person, it is revelation to that person only. 
When he tells it to a second person, a second 
to a third, a third to a fourth, and so on, it 
ceases to be a revelation to all those persons. 
It is revelation to the first person only, and 
hearsay to every other, and, consequently, 
they are not obliged to believe it. 

It is a contradiction in terms and ideas, to 
call anything a revelation that comes to us 
at second-hand, either verbally or in writing. 
Revelation is necessarily limited to the first 
communication — after this, it is only an ac- 
count of something which that person says 
was a revelation made to him; and though he 
may find himself obliged to believe it, it can- 
not be incumbent on me to believe it in the 
same manner; for it was not a revelation 
made to me^ and I have only his word for it 
that it was made to him. 

When Moses told the children of Israel that 
he received the two tables of the command- 
ments from the hands of God, they were not 
obliged to believe him, because they had no 
other authority for it than his telling them so; 
and I have no other authority for it than some 
historian telling me so. The commandments 
carry no internal evidence of divinity with 
them; they contain some good moral precepts 
such as any man qualified to be a lawgiver, or 
a legislator, could produce himself, without 
having recourse to supernatural interven- 
tion. 

When I am told that the Koran was written 
in Heaven, and brought to Mahomet by an 
angel, the account comes too near the same 
kind of hearsay evidence and second-hand 
authority as the former. I did not see the 
angel myself, and, therefore, I have a right 
not to believe it. 

When also I am told that a woman called 
the Virgin Mary, said, or gave out, that she 
was with child without any cohabitation with 
a man, and that her betrothed husband, 
Joseph, said that an angel told him so, I have 
a right to believe them or not; such a cir- 
cumstance required a much stronger evidence 
than their bare word for it; but we have not 
even this — for neither Joseph nor Mary 
wrote any such matter themselves; it is only 
reported by others that they said so — it is 


hearsay upon hearsay, and I do not choose to 
re.st my belief upon such evidence. 

It is, however, not difficult to account for 
the credit that was given to the story of Jesus 
5 Christ being the son of God. He was born 
when the heathen mythology had still some 
fashion and repute in the world, and that 
mythology had prepared the people for the 
belief of such a story. Almost all the extraor- 
10 dinary men that lived under the heathen 
mythology were reputed to be the sons of 
some of their gods. It was not a new thing, 
at that time, to believe a man to have been 
celestially begotten; the intercourse of gods 
15 with women was then a matter of familiar 
opinion. Their Jupiter, according to their 
accounts, had cohabited with hundreds; the 
story therefore had nothing in it either new, 
wonderful or obscene; it was conformable to 
20 the opinions that then prevailed among the 
people called Gentiles, or Mythologists, and 
it was those people only that believed it. The 
Jews, who had kept strictly to the belief of 
one God, and no more, and who had always 
25 rejected the heathen mythology, never cred- 
ited the story. 

It is curious to observe how the theory of 
what is called the Christian Church, sprung 
out of the tail of heathen mythology. A di- 
30 rect incorporation took place in the first in- 
stance, by making the reputed founder to be 
celestially begotten. The trinity of gods that 
then followed was no other than a reduction 
of the former plurality, which was about 
35 twenty or thirty thousand; the statue of Mary 
succeeded the statue of Diana of Ephesus; the 
deification of heroes change into the canon- 
ization of saints; the mythologists had gods 
for everything; the Christian Mythologists 
40 had saints for everything; the church became 
as crowded with the one, as the pantheon had 
been with the other; and Rome was the place 
of both. The Christian theory is little else 
than the idolatry of the ancient Mythologists, 
45 accommodated to the purposes of power and 
revenue; and it yet remains to reason and 
philosophy to abolish the amphibious fraud. 

Nothing that is here said can apply even 
with the most distant disrespect, to the real 
50 character of Jesus Christ. He was a virtuous 
and an amiable man. The morality that he 
preached and practised was of the most be- 
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nevolent kind; and though similar systems of 
morality had been preached by Confucius, 
and by some of the Greek philosophers, many 
years before; by the Quakers since; and by 
many good men in all ages, it has not been 5 
exceeded by any. 

Jesus Christ wrote no account of himself, of 
his birth, parentage, or anything else; not a 
line of what is called the New Testament is of 
his own writing. The history of him is alto- lo 
gether the work of other people; and as to the 
account given of his resurrection and ascen- 
sion, it was the necessary counterpart to the 
story of his birth. His historians, having 
brought him into the world in a supernatural 15 
manner, were obliged to take him out again 
m the same manner, or the first part of the 
story must have fallen to the ground. 

The wretched contrivance with which this 
latter part is told, exceeds everything that 20 
went before it. The first part, that of the 
miraculous conception, was not a thing that 
admitted of publicity; and therefore the tell- 
ers of this part of the story had this advantage, 
that though they might not be credited, they 25 
could not be detected. They could not be 
expected to prove it, because it was not one 
of those things that admitted of proof, and it 
was impossible that the person to whom it 
was told could prove it himself. 30 

But the resurrection of a dead person from 
the grave, and his ascension through the air, 

IS Pc thing very different as to the evidence it 
admits of, to the invisible conception of a 
child in the womb. The resurrection and 35 
ascension, supposing them to have taken 
place, admitted of public and ocular demon- 
stration, like that of the ascension of a bal- 
loon, or the sun at noon day, to all Jerusalem 
at least. A thing which ev'erybody is re- 40 
quired to believe, requires that the proof and 
evidence of it should be equal to all, and uni- 
versal; and as the public visibility of this last 
related act, was the only evidence that could 
give sanction to the former part, the whole of 45 
It falls to the ground, because that evidence 
never was given. Instead of this, a small 
number of persons, not more than eight or 
nine, are introduced as proxies for the whole 
world, to say they saw it, and all the rest of the 50 
world are called upon to believe it. But it ap- 
pears that Thomas did not believe the resur- 


rection; and, as they say, would not believe 
without having ocular and manual demon- 
stration himself. So neither will /, and the 
reason is equally as good for me, and for every 
other person, as for Thomas. 

It is in vain to attempt to palliate or dis- 
guise this matter. The story, so far as relates 
to the supernatural part, has every mark of 
fraud and imposition stamped upon the face 
of it. Who were the authors of it is as impos- 
sible for us now to know, as it is for us to be 
assured, that the books in which the account 
is related, were written by the persons whose 
names they bear; the best surviving evidence 
we now have respecting this affair is the Jews. 
They are regularly descended from the people 
who lived in the time this resurrection and 
ascension is said to have happened, and they 
say. It IS not true. It has long appeared to me a 
strange inconsistency to cite the Jews as a 
proof of the truth of the story. It is just the 
same as if a man were lo say, I will prove the 
truth of what I have told you, by producing 
the people who say it is false. 

That such a person as Jesus Christ existed, 
and that he was crucified, which was the mode 
of execution at that day, are historical rela- 
tions strictly within the limits of probability. 
He preached most excellent morality, and the 
equality of man; but he preached also against 
the corruptions and avarice of the Jewish 
priests, and this brought upon him the hatred 
and vengeance of the whole order of priest- 
hood. The accusation which those priests 
brought against him was that of sedition and 
conspiracy against the Roman government, 
to which the Jews were then subject and 
tributary; and it is not improbable that the 
Roman government might have some secret 
apprehensions of the effects of his doctrine 
as well as the Jewish priests; neither is it im- 
probable that Jesus Christ had in contempla- 
tion the delivery of the Jewish nation from the 
bondage of the Romans. Between the two, 
however, this virtuous reformer and evolu- 
tionist lost his life. * * * 

But some perhaps will say — Are we to 
have no word of God — no revelation? I an- 
swer, Yes: there is a word of God; there is a 
revelation. 

The word of God is the CREAnoN we 
behold: And it is in this wordy which no hu- 
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man invention can counterfeit or alter, that 
God speaketh universally to man. 

Human language is local and changeable, 
and is therefore incapable of being used as the 
means of unc hangeable and universal infor- 
mation. The idea that God sent Jesus Christ 
to publish, as they say, the glad tidings to all 
nations, from one end of the earth to the other, 
is consistent only with the ignorance of those 
who knew nothing of the extent of the world, 
and who believed, as those world-saviours be- 
lieved, and continued to believe, for several 
centuries, (and that in contradiction to the 
discoveries of philosophers and the experience 
of navigators,) that the earth was flat like a 
trencher; and that a man might walk to the 
end of it. 

But how was Jesus Christ to make anything 
known to all nations? He could speak but 
one language, which was Hebrew; and there 
are in the world several hundred languages. 
Scarcely any two nations speak the same lan- 
guage, or understand each other; and as to 
translations, every man who knows anything 
of languages, knows that it was impossible to 
translate from one language to another, not 
only without losing a great part of the original, 
but frequently of mistaking the sense; and be- 
sides all this, the art of printing was wholly 
unknown at the time Christ lived. 

It is always necessary that the means that 
are to accomplish any end, be equal to the 
accomplishment of that end, or the end can- 
not be accomplished. It is in this, that the 
difference between finite and infinite power 
and wisdom discovers itself. Man frequently 
fails in accomplishing his ends, from a natural 
inability of the power to the purpose; and fre- 
quently from the want of wisdom to apply 
power properly. But it is impossible for in- 
finite power and wisdom to fail as man faileth. 
The means it useth are always equal to the 
end; but human language, more especially 
as there is not an universal language, is in- 
capable of being used as an universal means 
of unchangeable and uniform information, 
and therefore it is not the means that God 
useth in manifesting himself universally to 
man. 

It is only in the creation that all our ideas 
and conceptions of a ivord of God can unite. 
The Creation speaketh an universal language, 


independently of human speech or human 
language, multiplied and various as they be. 
It is an ever-existing original, which every 
man can read. It cannot be forged; it cannot 
5 be counterfeited; it cannot be lost; it cannot 
be altered; it cannot be suppressed. It does 
not depend upon the will of man whether it 
shall be published or not; it publishes itself 
from one end of the earth to the other. It 
lo preaches to all nations and to all worlds; and 
this word of God reveals to man all that is 
necessary for man to know of God. 

Do we want to contemplate his power? We 
see it in the unchangeable order by which the 
15 incomprehensible whole is governed. Do we 
want to contemplate his munificence? We 
see it in the abundance with which he fills the 
earth. Do we want to contemplate his mercy? 
We see it in his not withholding that abun- 
20 dance even from the unthankful. In fine, do 
we want to know what God is? Search not 
the book called the Scripture, which any hu- 
man hand might make, but the Scripture 
called the Creation. 

25 The only idea man can affix to the name of 
God, is that of a first cause, the cause of all 
things. And, incomprehensible and difficult 
as it is for a man to conceive what a first cause 
is, he arrives at the belief of it, from the ten- 
30 fold greater difficulty of disbelieving it. It is 
difficult beyond description to conceive that 
space can have no end; but it is more diffi- 
cult to conceive an end. It is difficult beyond 
the power of man to conceive an eternal dura- 
35 tion of what we call time; but it is more im- 
possible to conceiv'e a time when there shall 
be no time. 

In like manner of reasoning, everything we 
behold carries in itself the internal evidence 
40 that it did not make itself. Every man is an 
evidence to himself, that he did not make him- 
self; neither could his father make himself, nor 
his grandfather, nor any of his race; neither 
could any tree, plant, or animal make itself; 
45 and it is the conviction arising from this evi- 
dence, that carries us on, as it were, by neces- 
sity, to the belief of a first cause eternally ex- 
isting, of a nature totally different to any ma- 
terial existence we know of, and by the power 
50 of which all things exist; and this first cause, 
man calls God. 

It is only by the exercise of reason, that 
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man can discover God. Take away that rea- 
son, and he would be incapable of under- 
standing any thing; and, in this case it would 
tjc just as consistent to read even the book 
called the Bible to a horse as to a man. How 
then is it that those people pretend to reject 
reason? 

Almost the only parts in the book called the 
Bible, that convey to us any idea of God, are 
some chapters in Job, and the 19 th Psalm; I 
recollect no other. Those parts are true de- 
istical compositions; for they treat of the Deity 
through his works. They take the book of 
Creation as the word of God, they refer to no 
other book, and all the inferences they make 
are drawn from that volume. 

I insert in this place the 19 th Psalm, as 
paraphrased into English verse by Addison. 
I recollect not the prose, and where I write 
this I have not the opportunity of seeing it: 

The spacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ctherial sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 
Their great original proclaim. 

The unwearied sun, from day to day. 

Does his Creator's power display. 

And publishes to every land. 

The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 

The moon takes up the w’ondrous talc. 

And nightly to the list’nmg earth. 

Repeats the story of her birth; 

Whilst all the stars that round her burn, 

And all the planets, in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark terrestrial bail; 

^Vhat though no real voice, nor sound, 
Amidst their radient orbs be found. 

In reason’s ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 

Forever singing as they shine, 

The hand that made us is Divine. 

What more does man want to know, than 
that the hand or power that made these things 
is Divine, is Omnipotent? Let him believe 
this with the force it is impossible to repel, if 
he permits his reason to act, and his rule of 
moral life wall follow of course. 

The allusions in Job have, all of them, the 
same tendency with this Psalm; that of de- 
ducing or provang a truth that would be other- 
wise unknowm, from truths already known. 

I recollect not enough of the passages in 


Job to insert them correctly: but there is one 
occurs to me that is applicable to tlie subject 
I am speaking upon. “Canst thou by search- 
ing find out God? Canst thou find out the 
5 Almighty to perfection?” 

I know not how the printers have pointed 
this passage, for I keep no Bible; but it con- 
tains t\\"o distinct questions that admit of 
distinct answers. 

lo First — Canst thou by searching find out 
God? Yes; because, in the first place, I know 
I did not make myself, and yet 1 have exist- 
ence; and by searching into the nature of other 
things, I find that no other thing could make 
15 Itself; and yet millions of other things exist; 
therefore it is, that I know, by positive con- 
clusion resulting from this search, that there 
is a power superior to all those things, and 
that power is God. 

20 Secondly — Cans! thou find out the Al- 
mighty to perfection? No; not only because 
the power and wisdom He has manifested in 
the structure of the Creation that I behold is 
to me incomprehensible, but because even 
25 this manifestation, great as it is, is probably 
but a small display of that immensity of power 
and wisdom, by which millions of other worlds 
to me invisible by their distance, were created 
and continue to exist. 

30 1 1 is evident that both of these questions are 

put to the rea.son of the person to whom they 
are supposed to have been addressed; and it is 
only by admitting the first question to be an- 
.swered affirmatively, that the second could 
35 follow. It would have been unnecessary, and 
even absurd, to have put a .second question, 
more difficult than the first, if the first ques- 
tion had been answered negatively. The two 
questions have different objects; the first re- 
40 fers to the existence of God, the second to his 
attributes; reason can discover the one, but 
it falls infinitely short in discovering the whole 
of the other. 

I recollect not a single passage in all the 
45 ’writings ascribed to the men called arostles, 
that convey any idea of what God is. Those 
writings are chiefly controversial; and the 
subject they dwell upon, that of a man dying 
in agony on a cross, is better suited to the 
so gloomy genius of a monk in a cell, by whom it 
is not impossible they were written, than to 
any man breathing the open air of the Crea- 
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tion. The only passage that occurs to me, 
that has any reference to the works of God, by 
which only his power and wisdom can be 
known, is related to have been spoken by 
Jesus Christ, as a remedy against distrustful 5 
care. “Behold the lilies of the field, they toil 
not, neither do they spin.” This, however, 
is far inferior to the allusions in Job and in the 
19 th Psalm; but it is similar in idea, and the 
modesty of the imagery is correspondent to 10 
the modesty of the man. 

As to the Christian system of faith, it ap- 
pears to rue as a species of atheism — a sort 
of religious denial of God. It professes to 
believe in a man rather than in God. It is a 15 
compound made up chiefly of manism with 
but little deism, and is as near to atheism as 
twilight is to darkness. It introduces between 
man and his Maker an oyiaquc body, which it 
calls a Redeemer, as the moon introduces her 20 
opaque self between the earth and the sun, 
and it produces by this means a religious or an 
irreligious eclipse of light. It has put the 
whole orbit of reason into shade. 

The effect of this obscurity has been that 25 
of turning every thing upside down, and 
representing it in reverse; and among the 
revolutions it has thus magically produced, it 
has made a revolution in theology. 

That which is now called natural philos- 30 
ophy, embracing the whole circle of science, 
of which astronomy occu]nes the chief place, 
is the study of the works of God, and of the 
power and w isdom of God in his works, and 
is the true theology. 35 

As to the theology that is now' studied in its 
place, it is the study of human opinions and 
of human fancies concernivg God. It is not the 
study of God himself in the works that he has 
made, but in the works or writings that man 40 
has made; and it is not among the least of the 
mischiefs that the Christian system has done 
to the world, that it has abandoned the orig- 
inal and beautiful system of theologyq like a 
beautiful innocent, to distress and reproach, 45 
to make room for the hag of superstition. 

The Book of Job and the 19 th Psalm, which 
even the Church admits to be more ancient 
than the chronological order in which they 
stand in the book called the Bible, are theo- 50 
logiced orations conformable to the original 
system of theology. The internal evidence 


of those orations proves to a demonstration 
that the study and contemplation cf the works 
of creation, and of the power and w'isdom of 
God, revealed and manifested in those works, 
made a great part of the religious devotion of 
the times in which they were written; and it 
was this devotional study and contemplation 
that led to the discovery of the principles upon 
which, what are now called sciences, are es- 
tablished; and it is to the discovery of these 
principles that almost all the arts that con- 
tribute to the convenience of human life, owe 
their existence. Every principal art has some 
science for its parent, though the person who 
mechanically performs the work does not 
always, and but very seldom, perceiv'e the 
connection. 

It is a fraud of the Christian system to call 
the sciences human invention; it is only the ap- 
plication of them that is human. Every sci- 
ence has for its basis a system of principles as 
fixed and unalterable as those by which the 
universe is regulated and governed. Man 
cannot make principles, he can only disco\ er 
them. 

For example — every person who looks at 
an almanac sees an account wTen an eclipse 
w'ill take place, and he sees also that it never 
fails to take place according to the account 
there given. This shows that man is ac- 
quainted with the laws by which the heavenh 
bodies move. But it would be something 
worse than ignorance, were any Church on 
earth to say that those law's are a human in- 
vention. It would also be ignorance, or 
something worse, to say that the scientific 
principles, by the aid of which man is enabled 
to calculate and foreknow when an eclipse 
will take place, are a human invention. Ivlan 
cannot invent a thing that is eternal and im- 
mutable; and the scientific principles he em- 
ploys for this purpose must, and are, of neces- 
sity, as eternal and immutable as the law's by 
w'hich the heavenly bodies move, or they 
could not be used as they are to ascertain the 
time when, and the manner how', an eclipse 
will take place. 

The scientific principles that man employs 
to obtain the foreknowledge of an eclipse, or 
of any thing else, relating to the motion of the 
heavenly bodies, are contained chiefly in that 
part of science which is called trigonometry, 
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or the properties of a triangle, which, when 
applied to the study of the heavenly bodies, is 
called astronomy; when applied to direct the 
course of a ship on the ocean, it is called nav- 
igation; when applied to the construction of ; 
figures drawn by rule and compass, it is called 
geometry; when applied to the construction 
of plans of edifices, it is called architecture; 
when applied to the measurement of any por- 
tion of the surface of the earth, it is called i 
land-surveying. In fine, it is the soul of sci- 
ence; it is an eternal truth; it contains the 
mathematical demonstration of which man speaks, 
and the extent of its uses is unknown. 

It may be said that man can make or draw i, 
a triangle, and therefore a triangle is an hu- 
man invention. 

But the triangle, when drawn, is no other 
than the image of the principle; it is a delinea- 
tion to the eye, and from thence to the mind, 2 
of a principle that would otherwise be imper- 
ceptible. The triangle does not make the 
principle, any more than a candle taken into 
a room that was dark, makes the chairs and 
tables that before were invisible. All the 2 
properties of a triangle exist independently 
of the figure, and existed before any triangle 
was drawn or thought of by man. Man had 
no more to do in the formation of those prop- 
erties or principles, than he had to do in mak- 3 
ing the laws by which the heavenly bodies 
move; and therefore the one must have the 
same Divine origin as the other. 

In the same manner as, it may be said, that 
man can make a triangle, so also, may it be 3 
said, he can make the mechanical instrument 


I ask, could he gain that knowledge, but from 
the study of the true theology? 

It is the structure of the universe that has 
taught this knowledge to man. That struc- 
> ture is an ever-existing exhibition of every 
principle upon which every ])art of mathe- 
matical science is founded. The offspring of 
this science is mechanics; fur mechanics is no 
other than the principles of science applied 
o practically. The man who proportions the 
sev'eral parts of a mill, uses the same scientific 
principles, as if he had the power of construct- 
ing an universe; but as he cannot give to mat- 
ter that invisible agency, by which all the 
5 comp(uicnt pai ts of tlie immense machine of 
the universe have influence upon each other, 
and act in motional unison together, without 
any apparent contract, and to which man has 
giv'cn the name of attraction, gravitation, and 
repulsion, he supjdics the place of that agency 
by the humble imitation of teeth and cogs. 
All the parts of man’s microcosm must visibly 
touch: but could iie gain a knowledge of that 
agency, so as to be alile to apjily it in practice, 

5 we might then say that another canonical book 
of the Word of God had been discovered. 

If man could alter the properties of the 
lever, so also could he alter the properties of 
the triangle; for a lever (taking that sort of 
r> lever which is called a steel-yard, for the sake 
of explanation) forms, when in motion, a tri- 
angle. The line it descends from, (one point 
of that line being in the fulcrum,) the line it 
descend.s to, and the cord of the arc, which the 
5 end of the lever dcscrilies in the air, arc the 
three sides of a triangle. The other arm of the 


called a lever; but the principle, by which the lever describes also a triangle; and the cor- 
lever acts, is a thing distinct from the instru- responding sides of those two triangles, calcu- 
ment, and would exist if the instrument did lated scientifically, or measured geometri- 

not; it attaches itself to the instrument after 40 cally; and also the sines, tangents, and secants 


it is made; the instrument, therefore, can act generated from the angles, and geometrically 
no otherwise than it does act; neither can all measured, have the same proportions to each 


the efforts of human invention make it act other, as the different weights have that will 


otherwise — that which, in all such cases, 
man calls the effect, is no other than the prin- 
ciple itself rendered perceptible to the senses. 

Since, then, man cannot make principles, 
from whence did he gain a know'ledge of them, 
so as to be able to apply them, not only to 
things on earth, but to ascertain the motion 
of bodies so immensely distant from him as 
all the heavenly bodies are? From whence. 


balance each other on the lever, leaving the 
weight of the lever out of the case. 

It may also be said, that man can make a 
wheel and axis; that he can put wheels of 
different magnitudes together, and produce 
a mill. Still the case comes back to the same 
point, which is, that he did not make the prin- 
ciple that gives the w'heels those powers. That 
principle is as unalterable as in the former 
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case, or rather it is the same principle under a 
different appearance to the eye. 

The power that two wheels of different 
magnitudes have upon each other, is in the 
same proportion as if the semi-diameter of the 5 
two wheels were joined together and made 
into that kind of lever I have described, sus- 
pended at the part where the semi-diameters 
join; for the two wheels, scientifically consid- 
ered, arc no other than the two circles gener- 10 
ated by the motion of the compound lever. 

It is from the study of the true theology 
that all our knowledge of science is derived, 
and it is from that knowledge that all the 
arts hav^e originated. 15 

The Almighty Lecturer, by displaying the 
principles of science in the structure of the 
universe, has invited man to study and to 
imitation. It is as if He had said to the in- 
habitants of this globe, that we call ours, ‘T 20 
have made an earth for man to dwell upon, 
and I have rendered the starry heavens vis- 
ible, to teach him science and the arts. He 
can now provide for his own comfort, and 
LEARN FROM My MUNIFICENCE TO ALL, TO BE 25 
KIND TO EACH OTHER.” 

Of what use is it, unless it be to teach man 
something that his eye is endowed with the 
power of beholding, to an incomprehensible 
distance, an immensity of worlds revolving in 30 
the ocean of space? Or of what use is it that 
this immensity of worlds is visible to man? 
What has man to do with the Pleiades, with 
Orion, with Sirius, with the star he calls the 
north star, with the moving orbs he has 35 
named Saturn, Jupiter, Mars, Venus, and 
Mercury, if no uses are to follow from their 
being visible? A less power of vision would 
have been sufficient for man, if the immensity 
he now possesses were given only to waste 40 
itself, as it were, on an immense desert of 
space glittering with shows. 

It is only by contemplating what he calls 
the starry heavens, as the book and school of 
science, that he discovers any use in their be- 45 
ing visible to him, or any advantage resulting 
from his immensity of vision. But when he 
contemplates the subject in this light, he sees 
an additional motive for saying, that nothing 
was made in vain; for in vain would be this 50 
power of vision if it taught man nothing. 

As the Christian svstem of faith has made a 


revolution in theology, so also has it made a 
revolution in the state of learning. That 
which is now called learning, was not learn- 
ing, originally. Learning does not consist, as 
the schools now make it consist, in the knowl- 
edge of languages, but in the knowledge of 
things to which language gives names. 

The Greeks were a learned people, but 
learning with them did not consist in speak- 
ing Greek, any more than in a Roman’s 
speaking Latin, or a Frenchman’s speaking 
French, or an Englishman’s speaking Eng- 
lish. From what we know of the Greeks, it 
does not appear that they knew or studied 
any language but their own, and this was 
one cause of their becoming so learned; it 
afforded them more time to apply themselves 
to better studies. The schools of the Greeks 
were schools of science and philosophy, and 
not of languages; and it is in the knowledge 
of the things that science and philosophy 
teach, that learning consists. 

Almost all the scientific learning that now 
exists, came to us from the Greeks, or the 
people who spoke the Greek language. It, 
therefore, became necessary for the people of 
other nations, who spoke a different language, 
that some among them should learn the 
Greek language, in order that the learning 
the Greeks had, might be made known in 
those nations, by translating the Greek books 
of science and philosophy into the mother 
tongue of each nation. 

The study, therefore, of the Greek lan- 
guage (and in the same manner for the Latin) 
was no other than the drudgery business of a 
linguist; and the language thus obtained, was 
no other than the means, as it were the tools, 
employed to obtain the learning the Greeks 
had. It made no part of the learning itself; 
and was so distinct from it, as to make it 
exceedingly probable that the persons who 
had studied Greek sufficiently to translate 
those works, such, for instance, as Euclid’s 
Elements, did not understand any of the 
learning the works contained. 

As there is now nothing new to be learned 
from the dead languages, all the useful books 
being already translated, the languages are 
become useless, and the time expended in 
teaching and learning them is wasted. So 
far as the studv of lanmiapes m;iv rnntrihiite 
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to the progress and communication of knowl- 
edge (for it has nothing to do with the creation 
of knowledge,) it is only in the living lan- 
cTuages that new knowledge is to be found; 
and certain it is, that, in general, a youth will 
learn more of a living language in one year, 
than of a dead language in seven; and it is 
but seldom that the teacher knows much of it 
himself. The difficulty of learning the dead 
languages does not arise from any superior 
abstruseness in the languages themselves but 
in their being dead^ and the pronunciation 
entirely lost. It would be the same thing with 
any other language when it becomes dead. 
The best Greek linguist that now exists, does 
not understand Greek so well as a Grecian 
ploughman did, or a Grecian milkmaid: and 
the same for the Latin, compared with a 
ploughman or milkmaid of the Romans; it 
would therefore be advantageous to the state 
of learning to abolish the study of the dead 
languages, and to make learning consist, as it 
originally did, in scientific knowledge. 

The apology that is sometimes made for 
continuing to teach the dead languages is, 
that they are taught at a time, when a child 
is not capable of exerting any other mental 
faculty than that of memory; but that is alto- 
gether erroneous. The human mind has a 
natural disposition to scientific knowledge, 
and to the things connected with it. The 
first and favorite amusement of a child, even 
befoie it begins to play, is that of imitating 
the works of man. It builds houses with 
cards or sticks; it navigates the little ocean of 
a bowl of water with a paper boat, or dams 
the stream of a gutter, and contrives some- 
thing which it calls a mill; and it interests 
itself in the fate of its works with a care that 
resembles affection. It afterwards goes to 
school, where its genius is killed by the barren 
study of a dead language, and the philosopher 
is lost in the linguist. 

But the apology that is now made for con- 
tinuing to teach the dead languages, could 
not be the cause, at first, of cutting down 
learning to the narrow and humble sphere of 
linguistry; the cause, tL^refore, must be 
sought for elsewhere. In all researches of 
this kind, the best evidence that can be pro- 
duced, is the internal evidence the thing 
carries with itself, and the evidence of cir- 


cumstances that unites with it; both of which, 
in this case, are not difficult to be discovered. 

Putting then aside, as a matter of distinct 
consideration, the outrage offered to the 
5 moral justice of God, by supposing him to 
make the innocent suffer for the guilty, and 
also the loose morality and low contrivance 
of supposing him to change himself into the 
shape of a man, in order to make an excuse to 
lu himself for not executing his supposed sen- 
tence upon Adam; putting, I say, those things 
aside as a matter of distinct consideration, 
it is certain that what is called the Christian 
system of faith, including in it the whimsical 
15 account of the creation — the strange story of 
Eve — the snake and the apple — the am- 
biguous idea of a maii-god — the corporeal 
idea of the death of a god — the mythological 
idea of a family of gods, and the Christian 
20 system of arithmetic, that three are one, and 
one is three, are all irreconcilable not only to 
the divdne gift of reason, that God hath given 
to man, but to the knowledge that man gains 
of the power and wisdom of God, by the aid 
25 of the sciences, and by studying the structure 
of the universe that God has made. 

The setters-up, therefore, and the advo- 
cates of the Christian system of faith, could not 
but foresee that the continually progressive 
30 knowledge that man would gain, by the aid of 
science, of the power and wisdom of God, 
manifested in the structure of the universe, 
and in all the works of Creation, would mili- 
tate against, and call into question, the truth 
35 of their system of faith; and therefore it be- 
came necessary to their purpose to cut learn- 
ing down to a size less dangerous to their pro- 
ject, and this they effected by restricting the 
idea of learning to the dead study of dead 
40 languages. 

They not only rejected the study of science 
out of the Christian schools, but they perse- 
cuted it; and it is only within about the last 
two centuries that the study has been revived. 
45 So late as 1610 , Galileo, a Florentine, discov- 
ered and introduced the use of telescopes, 
and by applying them to observe the motions 
and appearance of the heavenly bodies, af- 
forded additional means for ascertaining the 
50 true structure of the universe. Instead of be- 
ing esteemed for those discoveries, he was sen- 
tenced to renounce them, or the opinions re- 
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suiting from them, as a damnable heresy. 
And, prior to that time, Vigilius was con- 
demned to be burned for asserting the antip- 
odes, or in other words, that the earth was 
a globe, and habitable in every part where s 
there was land; yet the truth of this is now too 
well known even to be told. 

If the belief of errors not morally bad did 
no mischief, it would make no part of the 
moral duty of man to oppose and remove lo 
them. There was no moral ill in believing 
the earth was flat like a trencher, any more 
than there was moral virtue in believing that 
it was round like a globe; neither was there 
any moral ill in believing that the Creator 15 
made no other world than this, any more than 
there was moral virtue in believing that he 
made millions, and that the infinity of space 
is filled with worlds. But when a system of 
religion is made to grow out of a supposed 20 
system of creation that is not true, and to 
unite itself therewith in a manner almost in- 
separable thercfiom, the case assumes an en- 
tirely different ground. It is then that errors, 
not morally bad, became fraught with the 25 
same mischiefs as if they were. It is then that 
the truth, though otherwise indifferent itself, 
becomes an essential, by becoming the cri- 
terion, that cither confirms by corresponding 
evidence, or denies by contradictory evidence, 30 
the reality of the religion itself. In this view 
of the case, it is the moral duty of man to ob- 
tain every possible evidence that the structure 
of the heavens, or any other part of creation 
affords, with respect to systems of religion. 35 
But this, the supporters or partizans of the 
Christian system, as if dreading the result, 
incessantly opposed, and not only rejected the 
sciences, but persecuted the professors. Had 
Newton or Descartes lived three or four hun- 40 
dred years ago, and pursued theii studies as 
they did, it is most probable they would not 
have lived to finish them; and had Franklin 
drawn lightning from the clouds at the same 
time, it would have been at the hazard of ex- 45 
piring for it in flames. 


Later times have laid all the blame upon 
the Goths and Vandals; but, however un- 
willing the partizans of the Christian system 
may be to believe or to acknowledge it, it is 
nevertheless true, that the age of ignorance 
commenced with the Christian system. There 
was more knowledge in the world before that 
period, than for many centuries afterwards; 
and as to religious knowledge, the Christian 
system, as already said, was only another 
species of mythology; and the mythology to 
which it succeeded, was a corruption of an 
ancient system of theism. 

It is owing to this long interregnum of 
science, and to no other cause^ that we have now 
to look through a vast chasm of many hun- 
dred years to the respectable characters we 
call the ancients. Had the progression of 
knowledge gone on proportionably with the 
stock Lhat before existed, that chasm would 
have been filled up with characters rising 
superior in knowledge to each other; and 
those ancients we now so much admire, would 
have appeared respectably in the background 
of the scene. But the Christian system laid 
all waste; and if we take our stand about the 
beginning of the sixteenth century, we look 
back through that long chasm, to the times 
of the ancients, as over a vast sandy desert, in 
which not a shrub appears to intercept the 
vision to the fertile hills beyond. 

It is an inconsistency scarcely possible to 
be credited, that any thing should exist, under 
the name of a religion, that held it to be irre- 
ligious to study and contemplate the structure 
of the universe that God had made. But the 
fact is too well established to be denied. The 
event that served more than any other to 
break the first link in this long chain of des- 
potic ignorance, is that known by the name 
of the Reformation by Luther. From that 
time, though it does not appear to have made 
any part of the intention of Luther, or of those 
who are called reformers, the sciences began 
to revive, and liberalitv, their natural associ- 
ate, began to appear. * * * 
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Ethan Allen (1738-1789) 


“The first militantly deistic \\oik from the pen of an American appeared in 1784 
under the title Reason the Only Oracle oj Man. Although the book was nominally the 
work of the notorious Green Mountain rebel, Ethan Allen, probably a considerable 
part of this lively if somewhat crudely executed polemic was actually written by 
Dr. Thomas Young, a patriotic physician uhoni Allen had known in Connecticut. 
The book found few readers; perhaps this was because a fire destroyed all but thirty 
copies of the first and only edition (an act of God, the orthodox })iously held). Yet 
the revolutionary^ prestige of its author made it well known, and the diatribes of the 
orthodox, typical of which are the lines from Timothy Dwight’s Triumph oJ Infidelity y 
familiarized many with its existence: 

In vain thro’ realms nonsense ran 
The great clodhop})ing oracle of man. 

Yet faithful were his toils, What could he more? 

In Satan’s cause he bustled, bruised and swore; 

And what the due reward, from me shall know, 

For gentlemen of equal worth below.” ^ 

Negatively, the book was an attack, conducted in a bumptious manner similar to 
Paine’s some years later, upon revealed religion in general and Calvinistic Christian- 
ity in particular, rejecting the doctrine of the Trinity, the Fall of Man, prophecies 
and miracles. Positively, it set forth the doctrines of deism which had been devel- 
oped for a century in England. The selection printed below suggests the inspiration 
which deism derived from Newtonian science. 

Reason the Only Oracle of Man has been reprinted in the scries known as Scholars’ 
Facsimiles and Reprints. On Dr. Young there is an article in DAB. On Allen there 
is a book by John Pell, Ethan Allen, 1929. Two studies of American deism may also 
be mentioned: Republican Religion: The American Revolution and the Cult of Reason, by 
G. A. Koch, 1933, and Deism in Eighteenth Century America, by H. M. Morals, 1934. 


From Reason the Only Oracle 
( 1784 ) 

[A Universe of Perfect Order and Decorum] 
When we consider our solar system, at- 5 
tracted by its fiery center, and moving in its 
several orbits with regular, majestic, and peri- 
odical revolutions, we are charmed at the 
prospect and contemplation of those worlds 
of motion, and adore the wisdom and the 10 
power by which they are attracted, and their 
velocity regulated and perpetuated. And 
^vhen we reflect that the blessings of life are 
derived from and dependent on the proper- 
ties, qualities, constructions, proportions, and 15 

^ Merle Curti, The Growth of American Thought, 1943, p. 


movements of that stupendous machine, we 
gratefully acknowledge the divine beneficence. 
When we extend our thoughts (through our 
external sensations) to the vast regions of the 
starry heavens, we are lost in the immensity of 
God’s works; some stars appear fair and lu- 
minous, and others scarcely discernible to the 
eye, which by the help of glasses make a bril- 
liant appearance, bringing the knowledge of 
others far remote within the verge of our 
feeble discoveries, which merely by the eye 
could not have been discerned or distin- 
guished. These discoveries of the works of 
God naturally prompt the inquisitive mind 
to conclude that the author of this astonishing 

157. 
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part of creation, which is displayed to our nature and providence as many different sorts 
view, has still extended his creation; so that of modified sensation as there are different 

if it were possible that any of us could be worlds and temperatures in immensity, or at 

transported to the farthest extended star least sensation may more or less vary; but 
which is perceptible to us here, we should from s whether their sensations agree in any or many 
thence survey worlds as distant from that, as respects or not, or whether they agree with 

that is from this, and so on ad infinitum. ours, or if in any part, how far, are matters 

Furthermore, it is altogether reasonable to unknown to us; but that there are intelligent 
conclude that the heavenly bodies, alias orders of beings interspersed through the cre- 
worlds, which move or are situate within the lo ation of God, is a matter of the highest degree 
circle of our knowledge, as well as all others of rational certainty of any thing that falls 
throughout immensity, are each and every short of mathematical demonstration or of 
of them possessed or inhabited by some in- proofs which come within the reach of our 
tclligcnt agents or other, however different outward sensations, called sensible demon- 
their sensations or manner of receiving or 15 stration. For if this is the only world that is 
communicating their ideas may be from ours, replenished with life and reason, it includes 
or however different from each other. For the whole circumference of God’s providence ; 
why would it not have been as wise or as con- and there would be no display of wisdom or 
sistent with the perfections which we adore in goodness merely in governing rude elements 
God, to have neglected giving being to intelli- 20 and senseless matter, nor could there be any 
gences in this world as in those other worlds, valuable end proposed by such a supposed 
interspersed with either of various qualities in government, or any happiness, instruction, or 
his immense creation? And inasmuch as this subserviency to being in general, for any rca- 
world is thus replenished, we may with the son assigned by such a creation (for it cannot 
highest rational certainty infer that as God 25 be a providence) should have had the divine 
has given us to rejoice and adore him for our approbation; and consequently we may be 
being, he has acted consistent with his good- morally certain that rational beings are inter- 
ness, in the display of his providence through- spersed co-extensive with the creation of God. 
out the university of worlds. Although the various orders of intelligences 

To suppose that God Almighty has con- 30 throughout infinitude differ ever so much in 
fined his goodness to this world, to the exclu- their manner of sensation, and consequently 
sion of all others, is much similar to the idle in their manner of communication or of re- 
fancies of some individuals in this world, that ceiving ideas, yet reason and consciousness 
they and those of their communion or faith must be the same in all, but not the same with 
are the favorites of heaven exclusively; but 35 respect to the various objects of the several 
these arc narrow and bigoted conceptions, worlds, though in nature the same. For in- 
which arc degrading to a rational nature and stance, a person born blind cannot possibly 
utterly unworthy of God, of whom we should have an idea of colors, though his sensibility 
form the most exalted ideas. Furthermore, of sound and feeling may be as acute as ours; 
there could be no display of goodness or of 40 and since there are such a variety of modes of 
any of the moral perfections of God, merely sensation in this world, how v^astly numerous 
in repleting immensity with a stupid creation may we apprehend them to be in immensity! 
of elements or sluggish, senseless, and incogi- We shall soon, by pondering on these things, 
tativc matter, which by nature may be sup- feel the insufficiency of our imagination to 
posed to be incapable of sensation, reflection, 45 conceive of the immense possibility of the 
and enjoyment; undoubtedly elements and variety of their modes of sensation and the 
material compositions wxre designed by God manner of intercourse of cogitative beings, 
to subserve rational beings, by constituting It may be objected that a man cannot sub- 

or supporting them in their respective modes sist in the sun; but does it follow from thence 


of existence, in this or those other numerous 50 that God cannot or has not constituted a 


w’orlds. nature peculiar to that fier^^ region, and 

There may be in God’s boundless empire of caused it to be as natural and necessary for it 
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to sack in and breathe out flames of fire, as it 
IS for us to do the like in air? Numerous are 
the kinds of fishy animals, which can no other 
^vay subsist but in the water, in which other 
animals would perish (amphibious ones ex- 
cepted); while other animals, in a variety of 
forms, either swifter or slower, move on the 
surface of the earth or wing the air: of these 
there are sundry kinds which during the sea- 
sons of winter live without food; and many of i 
the insects which are really possessed of ani- 
mal life remain frozen, and as soon as they are 
let loose by the kind influence of the sun, they 
again assume their wonted animal life; and if 
animal life may differ so much in the same i 
world, what inconceivable variety may be 
possible in worlds innumerable, as applicable 
to mental, cogitative, and organized beings! 
Certain it is, that any supposed obstructions 
concerning the quality or temperature of any 
or every of those worlds could not have been 
any bar in the way of God Almighty, with 
regard to his replenishing his universal crea- 
tion with moral agents. The unlimited per- 
fection of God could perfectly well adapt 
every part of his creation to the design of 
whatever rank or species of constituted beings 
his Godlike wisdom and goodness saw fit to 
impart existence to; so that as there is no 
deficiency of absolute perfection in God, it is 
rationally demonstrative that the immense 
creation is replenished with rational agents, 
and that it has been eternally so, and that the 
display of divine goodness must have been as 
perfect and complete in the antecedent, as it is 
possible to be in the subsequent eternity. 

From this theological way of arguing on the 
creation and providence of God, it appears 
that the whole, which we denominate by the 
term nature^ which is the same as creation per- 
fectly regulated, was eternally connected to- 
gether by the creator to answer the same all- 
glorious purpose, to wit: the display of the 
divine nature, the consequences of which are 
existence and happiness to being in general, so 
that creation, with all its productions, oper- 
ates according to the laws of nature and is sus- 
tained by the self-existent eternal cause in 
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perfect order and decorum, agreeable to the 
eternal wisdom, unalterable rectitude, im- 
partial justice, and immense goodness of the 
divine nature, which is a summary of God’s 
; providence. It is from the established order 
of nature that summer and winter, rainy and 
fair seasons, monsoons, refreshing breezes, 
seed time and harvest, day and night, inter- 
changeably succeed each other and diffuse 
their extensive blessings to man. Every en- 
joyment and support of life is from God, de- 
livered to his creatures in and by the ten- 
dency, aptitude, disposition, and operation of 
those laws. — Nature is the medium or inter- 
5 mediate instrument through which God dis- 
penses his benignity to mankind. The air we 
breathe in, the light of the sun, and the waters 
of the murmuring rills evince his providence; 
and well it is that they arc given in so great 
profusion that they cannot by the monopoly 
of the rich be engrossed from the poor. 

When we copiously pursue the study of 
nature, wc are certain to be lost in the im- 
mensity of the works and wisdom of God; we 
may nevertheless, in a variety of things, dis- 
cern their fitness, happifying tendency, and 
sustaining quality to us-ward, from all which, 
as rational and contemplative beings, we are 
prompted to infer that God is universally uni- 
form and consistent in his infinitude of crea- 
tion and providence; although we cannot 
comprehend all that consistency, by reason of 
infirmity, yet we arc morally sure that of all 
possible plans, infinite wisdom must have 
eternally adopted the best, and infinite good- 
ness have approved it, and infinite power have 
perfected it. And as the good of being in 
general must have been the ultimate end of 
God in his creation and government of his 
creatures, his omniscience could not fail to 
have it always present in his view. Universal 
nature must therefore be ultimately attracted 
to this single point, and infinite perfection 
must have eternally displayed itself in crea- 
tion and providence. From hence we infer 
that God is as eternal and infinite in his good- 
ness as his self-existent and perfect nature is 
omnipotently great. 
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The Federalist (1787-1788) 


The greatest distinction of American letters during the Revolutionary period was 
not attained in fiction or in satiric or epic verse, but in political prose. State papers 
such as the Declaration of Independence and political essays such as The Federalist 
showed what America was capable of producing. 

The eighty-five essays of The Federalist appeared in various New York newspapers 
during the years 1787 and 1788 over the signature “Publius.” At that time ratifica- 
tion of the Constitution by New York state hung in the balance. In answer to essays 
by George Clinton and Robert Yates, The Federalist letters argued for ratification. 
They developed, as Farrington says, four main theses: “the necessity for taking ef- 
fective action in view of the self-confessed failure of the Articles of Confederation; the 
urgent need of a sovereign, unitary state, to avoid the horrors which must follow from 
‘the political monster of an imperium in imperi6'\ the necessity of providing that 
justice shall prevail over the majority will; and the adaptability of the republican 
form to a great extent of territory and divergent interests.” “ The Federalist was at 
once adopted by its party as an unanswerable defense of the Constitution; and its 
fame has grown greater with the passing years. No other work on political theory 
in the American library has been rated so high, or been more frequently cited.” 

Alexander ITamilton (1757-1 804) was the head architect of The Federalist. He had 
the aid of John Jay (1745-1829) and later James Madison (1751-1836). Of the 
eighty-h\^e essays, it is known that Hamilton wrote fifty-one, Madison fourteen, and 
Jay five, while three were the joint work of Hamilton and Madison. The authorship 
of the remaining twelve is disputed by the friends of Hamilton and Madison, latest 
evidence favoring Madison. 

I’he standard editions are those of H. C. Lodge, 1923, and P. L. Ford, 1898. A 
volume of Selections from The Federalist was edited by J. S. Bassett, 1921. 


No. II. (John Jay) 

\A Moment oils Decision] 

When the peojile of America reflect that 
they are now called ii[:)on to decide a question, 5 
which, in its consequences, must prove one of 
the most important that ever engaged their 
attention, the propriety of their taking a very 
comprehensive, as well as a very serious, view 
of it, will be evident. 

Nothing is more certain than the indispen- 
sable necessity of government, and it is equally 
undeniable, that whenever and however it is 
instituted, the people must cede to it some of 
their natural rights, in order to vest it with 
requisite powers. It is well worthy of consid- 
eration, therefore, whether it would conduce 
more to the interest of the people of America 
that they should, to all general purposes, be 


one nation, under one federal government, 
or that they should divide themselves into sep- 
arate confederacies, and give to the head of 
each the same kind of powers which they are 
advised to place in one national government. 

It has until lately been a received and un- 
contradicted opinion, that the prosperity of 
the people of America depended on their con- 
tinuing firmly united, and the w^ishes, prayers, 
and efforts of our best and wisest citizens have 
been constantly directed to that object. But 
politicians now appear, who insist that this 
opinion is erroneous, and that instead of look- 
ing for safety and happiness in union, we 
ought to seek it in a div'ision of the States into 
distinct confederacies or sovereignties. How- 
ever extraordinary this new doctrine may 
appear, it nevertheless has its advocates; and 
certain characters who were much opposed to 
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it formerly, are at present of the number. 
\Vhatever may be the arguments or induce- 
ments which have wrought this change in the 
sentiments and declarations of these gentle- 
men, it certainly would not be wise in the 5 
people at large to adopt these new political 
tenets without being fully convinced that they 
are founded in truth and sound policy. 

It has often given me pleasure to observe, 
that independent America was not composed 10 
of detached and distant territories, but that 
one connected, fertile, wide-spreading coun- 
try was the portion of our western sons of lib- 
erty. Providence has in a particular manner 
blessed it with a variety of soils and produc- 15 
tions, and watered it with innumerable 
streams, for the delight and accommodation 
of its inhabitants. A succession of navigable 
waters forms a kind of chain round its borders, 
as if to bind it together; while the most noble 20 
rivers in the world, running at convenient 
distances, present them with highways for the 
easy communication of friendly aids, and the 
mutual transportation and exchange of their 
various commodities. 25 

With equal pleasure I have as often taken 
notice, that Providence has been pleased to 
give this one connected country to one united 
people — a people descended from the same 
ancestors, speaking the same language, pro- 30 
fessing the same religion, attached to the same 
principles of government, very similar in their 
manners and customs, and who, by their joint 
counsels, arms, and efforts, fighting side by 
side throughout a long and bloody war, have 35 
nobly established general liberty and inde- 
pendence. 

This country and this people seem to have 
been made for each other, and it appears as if 
it was the design of Providence, that an inher- 40 
itance so proper and convenient for a band 
of brethren, united to each other by the 
strongest ties, should never be split into a 
number of unsocial, jealous, and alien sov- 
ereignties. 45 

Similar sentiments have hitherto prevailed 
among all orders and denominations of men 
among us. To all general purposes we have 
uniformly been one people; each individual 
citizen everywhere enjoying the same na- 50 
tional rights, privileges, and protection. As a 
nation we have made peace and war; as a na- 


tion we have vanquished our common en- 
emies; as a nation we have formed alliances, 
and made treaties, and entered into various 
compacts and conventions with foreign states. 

A strong sense of the value and blessings of 
union induced the people, at a very early 
period, to institute a federal government to 
preserve and perpetuate it. They formed it 
almost as soon as they had a political exist- 
ence; nay, at a time when their habitations 
were in flames, when many of their citizens 
were bleeding, and when the progress of 
hostilitv and desolation left little room for 
those calm and mature inquiries and reflec- 
tions which must evrr precede the formation 
of a w'i.sc and well-balanced government for a 
free people. It is not to be wondered at, that 
a government instituted in times so inauspi- 
cious, should on exjieriment be found greatly 
deficient and inadequate to the purpose it was 
intended to answer. 

This intelligent people perceived and re- 
gretted these defects. Still continuing no less 
attached to union than enamoured of liberty, 
they observed the danger which immediately 
threatened the former and more remotely the 
latter; and being persuaded that ample secu- 
rity for both could only be found in a national 
government more wisely framed, they, as with 
one voice, convened the late convention at 
Philadelphia, to take that important subject 
under consideration. 

This convention, composed of men who 
possessed the confidence of the people, and 
many of whom had become highly distin- 
guished by their patriotism, virtue, and wis- 
dom, in times which tried the minds and 
hearts of men, undertook the arduous task. 
In the mild season of peace, with minds un- 
occupied by other subjects, they passed many 
months in cool, uninterrupted, and daily con- 
sultation; and finally, without having been 
awed by power, or influenced by any pas- 
sions except love for their country, they pre- 
sented and recommended to the people the 
plan produced by their joint and very unani- 
mous councils. 

Admit, for so is the fact, that this plan is 
only recommended^ not imposed, yet let it be 
remembered that it is neither recommended 
to blind approbation, nor to blind reprobation; 
but to that sedate and candid consideration 
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which the magnitude and importance of the 
subject demand, and which it certainly ought 
to receive. But this (as was remarked in the 
foregoing number of this paper) is more to be 
wished than expected, that it may be so con- 
sidered and examined. Experience on a 
former occasion teaches us not to be too 
sanguine in such hopes. It is not yet forgotten 
that well-grounded apprehensions of immi- 
nent danger induced the people of America to 
form the memorable Congress of 1774 . That 
body recommended certain measures to their 
constituents, and the event proved their wis- 
dom; yet it is fresh in our memories how soon 
the press began to teem with pamphlets and 
weekly papers against those very measures. 
Not only many of the officers of government, 
who obeyed the dictates of personal interest, 
but others, from a mistaken estimate of conse- 
quences, or the undue influence of former at- 
tachments, or whose ambition aimed at ob- 
jects which did not correspond with the pub- 
lic good, were indefatigable in their efforts to 
persuade the people to reject the advice of 
that patriotic Congress. Many, indeed, were 
deceived and deluded, but the great majority 
of the people reasoned and decided judi- 
ciously; and happy they are in reflecting that 
they did so. 

They considered that the Congress was 
composed of many wise and experienced men. 
That, being convened from different parts of 
the country, they brought with them and com- 
municated to each other a variety of useful in- 
formation. That, in the course of the time 
they passed together in inquiring into and dis- 
cussing the true interests of their country, they 
must have acquired very accurate knowledge 
on that head. That they were individually 
interested in the public liberty and prosperity, 
and therefore that it was not less their inclina- 
tion than their duty to recommend only such 
measures as, after the most mature delibera- 
tion, they really thought prudent and advis- 
able. 

These and similar considerations then in- 
duced the people to rely greatly on the judg- 
ment and integrity of the Congress; and they 
took their advice, notwithstanding the various 
arts and endeavours used to deter them from 
it. But if the people at large had reason to 
confide in the men of that Congress, few of 


whom had been fully tried or generally 
known, still greater reason have they now to 
respect the judgment and advice of the con- 
vention, for it is well known that some of the 
5 most distinguished members of that Congress, 
who have been since tried and justly approved 
for patriotism and abilities, and who have 
grown old in acquiring political information, 
were also members of this conveniion, and 
10 carried into it their accumulated knowledge 
and experience. 

It is worthy of remark that not only the 
first, but every succeeding Congress, as well 
as the late convention, have invariably joined 
15 with the people in thinking that the prosper- 
ity of America depended on its Union. To 
preserve and perpetuate it was the great ob- 
ject of the people in forming that convention, 
and it is also the great object of the plan 
20 which the convention has advised them to 
adopt. With what propriety, therefore, or 
for what good purposes, are attempts at this 
particular period made by some men to 
depreciate the importance of the Union? 
25 Or why is it suggested that three or four con- 
federacies would be better than one? lam 
persuaded in my own mind that the people 
have always thought right on this subject, and 
that their universal and uniform attachment 
30 to the cause of the Union rests on great and 
weighty reasons, which I shall endeavour to 
develop and explain in some ensuing papers. 
They who promote the idea of substituting a 
number of distinct confederacies in the room 
35 of the plan of the convention, seem clearly to 
foresee that the rejection of it would put the 
continuance of the Union in the utmost 
jeopardy. That certainly would be the case, 
and I sincerely wish that it may be as clearly 
40 foreseen by every good citizen, that whenever 
the dissolution of the Union arrives, America 
will have reason to exclaim in the words of 
the poet: “Farewell ! A long Farewell to 
ALL MY Greatness.” Publius. 

45 

No. X. (James Madison) 

{Special Interests and the Union] 

50 Among the numerous advantages promised 
by a W'ell-constructed union, none deserves 
to be more accurately developed than its ten- 
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dency to break and control the violence of citizens, whether amounting to a majority or 

faction. The friend of popular governments minority of the whole, who are united and 

never finds himself so much alarmed for their actuated by some common impulse of pas- 

character and fate as when he contemplates sion, or of interest, adverse to the rights of 

their propensity to this dangerous vice. He 5 other citizens or to the permanent and aggre- 
wiil not fail, therefore, to set a due value on gate interests of the community, 
any plan which, without violating the prin- There are two methods of curing the mis- 
ciples to which he is attached, provides a chiefs of faction: the one, by removing its 

proper cure for it. The instability, injustice, causes; the other, by controlling its cflects. 
and confusion introduced into the public 10 There are again two methods of removing 
councils have, in truth, been the mortal dis- the causes of faction: the one, by destroying 

eases under which popular governments have the liberty which is essential to its existence; 

everywhere perished; as they continue to be the other, by giving to every citizen the same 

the favorite and fruitful topics from which the opinions, the same passions, and the same 

adversaries to liberty derive their most spe- 15 interests. 

cious declamations. The valuable improve- It could never be more truly said than of 
ments made by the American constitutions on the first remedy, that it was worse than the 

the popular models, both ancient and mod- disease. Liberty is to faction what air is to 

ern, cannot certainly be too much admired; fire, an ailment without which it instantly 

but it would be an unwarrantable partiality, to 20 expires. But it could not be less folly to 
contend that they have as effectually obviated abolish liberty, which is essential to political 

the danger on this side as was wished and ex- life, because it nourishes faction, than it 

pected. Complaints are everywhere heard would be to wish the annihilation of air, 

from our most considerate and virtuous citi- which is essential to animal life, because it 

zens, equally the friends of public and private 25 imparts to fire its destructive agency, 
faith and of public and personal liberty, that The second expedient is as impracticable as 
our governments are too unstable; that the the first would be unwise. As long as the 

public good is disregarded in the conflicts of reason of man continues fallible, and he is at 

rival parties; and that measures are too often liberty to exercise it, different opinions will be 
decided, not according to the rules of justice, 30 formed. As long as the connection subsists 
and the rights of the minor party, but by the between his reason and his self-love, his opin- 

superior force of an interested and overbear- ions and his passions will have a reciprocal 

ing majority. However anxiously we may influence on each other; and the former will 

wish that these complaints had no founda- be objects to which the latter will attach them- 

tion, the evidence of known facts will not per- 35 selves. The diversity in the faculties of men, 
mit us to deny that they are in some degree from which the rights of property originate, 

true. It will be found, indeed, on a candid is not less an insuperable obstacle to a uni- 

review of our situation, that some of the dis- formity of interests. The protection of these 

tresses under which we labor havx been erro- faculties is the first object of government, 

neously charged on the operation of our gov- 40 From the protection of different and unequal 
ernrnents; but it will be found, at the same faculties of acquiring property, the possession 

time, that other cau'-^es will not alone account of different degrees and kinds of property im- 

for many of our heaviest misfortunes; and, mediately results; and from the influence of 

particularly, for that prevailing and increas- these on the sentiments and views of the rc- 

ing distrust of public engagements, and alarm 45 spective proprietors ensues a division of the 
for private rights, which are echoed from one society into different interests and parties, 

end of the continent to the other. These The latent causes of faction are thus sown 
must be chiefly, if not wholly, effects of the in the nature of man; and we see them every- 

unsteadiness and injustice with w’hich a fac- where brought into different degrees of activ- 

tious spirit has tainted our public adminis- 50 ity, according to the different circumstances 
trations. of civil society. A zeal for different opinions 

By a faction, I understand a number of concerning religion, concerning government 
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and many other points, as well of speculation 
as of practice; an attachment to different 
leaders ambitiously contending for pre-emi- 
nence and power, cr to persons of other 
descriptions whose fortunes have been inter- 5 
esting to the human passions, have, in turn, 
divided mankind into parties, inflamed them 
with mutual animosity, and rendered them 
much more disposed to vex and oppress each 
other, than to co-operate for their common 10 
good. So strong is this propensity of mankind 
to fall into mutual animosities, that where no 
substantial occasion presents itself, the most 
frivolous and fanciful distinctions have been 
suflicieut to kindle their unfriendly passions 15 
and excite their most violent conflicts. But 
the most common and durable source of fac- 
tions has been the various and unequal dis- 
tribution of property. Those who hold and 
those who are without property have ever 20 
formed distinct interests in society. Those 
who are creditors and those who are debtors 
fall under a like discrimination. A landed 
interest, a manufacturing interest, a mercan- 
tile interest, a moneyed interest, with many 25 
lesser interests, grow up of necessity in civil- 
ized nations, and divide them into different 
classes, actuated by different sentiments and 
views. The regulation of these various and 
interfering interests forms the principal task 30 
of modern legi lation, and involves the spirit 
of party and faction in the necessary and or- 
dinary operations of the governm.ent. 

No man is allowed to be a judge in his own 
cause; because his interest would certainly 35 
bias his judgment and, not improbably, cor- 
rupt his integrity. With equal, nay, with 
greater reason, a body of men are unfit to be 
both judges and parties at the same time; yet 
what are many of the most important acts of 40 
legislation, but so many judicial determina- 
tions, not indeed concerning the rights of sin- 
gle persons, but concerning the rights of large 
bodies of citizens? and what arc the different 
classes of legislators, but advocates and parties 
to the causes which they determine? Is a law 
proposed concerning private debts? — it is a 
question to which the creditors are parties on 
one side, and the debtors on the other. Jus- 
tice ought to hold the balance between them. 
Yet the parties are, and must be, themselves 
the judges; and the most numerous party, or, 


in other words, the most powerful faction, 
must be expected to prevail. Shall domestic 
manufactures be encouraged, and in what 
degree by restrictions on foreign manufac- 
tures? are questions which would be differ- 
ently decided by the landed and the manu- 
facturing classes, and probably by neither 
with a sole regard to justice and the public 
good. The apportionment of taxes on the 
various descriptions of property is an act 
which seems to require the most exact im- 
partiality; yet there is, perhaps, no legislative 
act in which greater opportunity and tempta- 
tion are given to a predominant party, to 
trample on the rules of justice. Every shilling 
with which they overburden the inferior 
number is a shilling saved to their own 
pockets. 

It is in vain to say that enlightened states- 
men will be able to adjust these clashing 
interests and render them all subservient to 
the public good. Enlightened statesmen will 
not always be at the helm; nor, in many cases, 
can such an adjustment be made at all, with- 
out taking into view indirect and remote 
considerations, which will rarely prevail over 
the immediate interest which one party may 
find in disregarding the rights of another or 
the good of the whole. 

The inference to which we are brought is 
that the causes of faction cannot be removed, 
and that relief is only to be sought in the 
means of controlling its effects. 

If a faction consists of less than a majority, 
relief is supplied by the republican principle, 
which enables the majority to defeat its sin- 
ister views by regular vote. It may clog the 
administration, it may convulse the society; 
but it will be unable to execute and mask its 
violence under the forms of the Constitution. 
When a majority is included in a faction, the 
form of popular government, on the other 
hand, enables it to sacrifice to its ruling pas- 
sion or interest both the public good and the 
rights of other citizens. To secure the public 
good, and prh’ate rights, against the danger 
of such a faction, and at the same time to pre- 
serve the spirit and the form of popular gov- 
ernment, is then the great object to which our 
inquiries are directed. Let me add that it is 
the great desideratum, by which alone this form 
of government car. be rescued from the oppro- 
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brium under which it has so long labored, and 
be recommended to the esteem and adoption 
of mankind. 

By what means is this object attainable? 
Evidently by one of two only. Either the ex- 5 
istence of the same passion or interest in a 
majority, at the same time, must be pre- 
vented; or the majority, having such coexist- 
ent passion or interest, must be rendered, by 
their number and local situation, unable to 10 
concert and carry into effect schemes of op- 
pression. If the impulse and the opportunity 
be suffered to coincide, we well know that 
neither moral nor religious motives can be 
relied on as an adequate control. They are 15 
not found to be such on the injustice and vio- 
lence of individuals, and lose their efficacy in 
proportion to the number combined together; 
that is, in proportion as their efficacy becomes 
needful. 20 

From this vdew of the subject it may be con- 
cluded that a pure democracy, by which I 
mean a society consisting of a small number of 
citizens, who assemble and administer the 
government in person, can admit of no cure 25 
for the mischiefs of faction. A common pas- 
sion or interest will, in almost every case, be 
felt by a majority of the whole; a communi- 
cation and concert results from the form of 
government itself; and there is nothing to 30 
check the inducements to sacrifice the weaker 
party or an obnoxious individual. Hence it 
is that such democracies have ever been spec- 
tacles of turbulence and contention; have ever 
been found incompatible with personal secu- 35 
rity, or the rights of property, and have in gen- 
eral been as short in their lives as they have 
been violent in their deaths. Theoretic poli- 
ticians, who have patronized this species of 
government, have erroneously supposed that 40 
by reducing mankind to a perfect equality in 
their political rights, they would at the same 
time be perfectly equalized and assimilated 
in their possessions, their opinions, and their 
passions. 45 

A republic, by which I mean a government 
in which the scheme of representation takes 
place, opens a different prospect, and prom- 
ises the cure for which we are seeking. Let 
us examine the points in which it varies 50 
from pure democracy, and we shall com- 
prehend both the nature of the cure and 
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the efficacy which it must derive from the 
union. 

The two great points of difference between 
a democracy and a republic are: First, the 
delegation of the government, in the latter, to 
a small number of citizens elected by the rest; 
secondly, the greater number of citizens, and 
gi'eater sphere of country, over which the lat- 
ter mav be extended. 

The effect of the first difference is, on the 
one hand, to refine and enlarge the public 
views, by passing them through the mediurr 
of a chosen body of citizens, whose wisdom 
may best discern the true interest of their 
country, and whose patriotism and love of 
justice will be least likely to sacrifice it to 
temporary or partial considerations. Under 
such a regulation, it may well happen that 
the public voice, pronounced by the repre- 
sentatives of the people, will be more conso- 
nant to the ])ublic good than if pronounced 
by the people themselves, convened for the 
purpose. On the other hand, the effect may 
be inverted. Men of factious tempers, of 
local prejudices, or of sinister designs, may 
by intrigue, by corruption, or by other means, 
first obtain the suffrages, and then betray the 
interests of the people. The question result- 
ing is, whether small or extensive republics 
are most favorable to the election of proper 
guardians of the public weal; and it is clearly 
decided in favor of the latter by two obvious 
considerations. 

In the first place, it is to be remarked that, 
however small the republic may be, the 
representatives must be raised to a certain 
number, in order to guard against the cabals 
of a few; and that, however large it may be, 
they must be limited to a certain number, in 
order to guard against the confusion of a mul- 
titude. Hence, the number of representatives 
in the two cases not being in proportion to 
that of the constituents, and being propor- 
tionally greatest in the small republic, it fol- 
lows that if the proportion of fit characters be 
not less in the large than in the small republic, 
the former will present a greater option, and 
consequently a greater probability of a fit 
choice. 

In the next place, as each representative 
will be chosen by a greater number of citizens 
in the large than in the small republic, it will 
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be more dijfficult for unworthy candidates to 
practise with success the vicious arts, by 
which elections are too often carried; and the 
suffrages of the people, being more free, will 
be more likely to centre in men who possess 5 
the most attractive merit and the most diffu- 
sive and established characters. 

It must be confessed that in this as in most 
other cases, there is a mean, on both sides of 
which inconveniences will be found to lie. 10 
By enlarging too much the number of elec- 
tors, you render the representative too little 
acquainted with all their local circumstances 
and lesser interests; as by reducing it too 
much, you render him unduly attached to 15 
these, and too little fit to comprehend and 
pursue great and national objects. The fed- 
eral Constitution forms a happy combination 
in this respect; the great and aggregate inter- 
ests being referred to the national, the local 20 
and particular to the State, legislatures. 

The other point of difference is, the greater 
number of citizens and extent of territory 
which may be brought within the compass of 
republican than of democratic government; 25 
and it is this circumstance principally which 
renders factious combinations less to be 
dreaded in the former, than in the latter. The 
smaller the society, the fewer probably will be 
the distinct parties and interests composing it; 30 
the fewer the distinct parties and interests, the 
more frequently will a majority be found of 
the same party; and the smaller the num- 
ber of individuals composing a majority, and 
the smaller the compass within which they are 35 
placed, the more easily will they concert and 
execute their plans of oppression. Extend the 
sphere, and you take in a greater variety of 
parties and interests; you make it less prob- 
able that a majority of the whole will have a 40 
common moti\'e to invade the rights of other 
citizens; or if such a common motive exists, 
it will be more difficult for all who feel it to 
discover their own strength, and to act in 
unison with each other. Besides other im- 45 
pediments, it may be remarked that where 
there is a consciousness of unjust or dishonor- 
able purposes, communication is always 
checked by distrust, in proportion to the num- 
ber whose concurrence is necessary. 50 


Hence it clearly appears that the same ad- 
vantage which a republic has over a democ- 
racy, in controlling the effects of faction, is 
enjoyed by a large over a small republic — 
is enjoyed by the Union over the States 
composing it. Does the advantage consist 
in the substitution of representatives, whose 
enlightened views and virtuous sentiments 
render them superior to local prejudices, and 
to schemes of injustice? It will not be 
denied that the representation of the Union 
will be most likely to possess these requisite 
endowments. Does it consist in the greater 
security afforded by a greater variety of 
parties, against the event of any one party 
being able to outnumber and oppress the 
rest? In an equal degree does the increased 
variety of parties, comprised within the 
Union, increase this security. Does it, in 
fine, consist in the greater obstacles opposed 
to the concert and accomplishment of the 
secret wishes of an unjust and interested 
majority? Here, again, the extent of the 
Union gives it the most palpable advantage. 

The influence of factious leaders may 
kindle a flame within their particular States, 
but will be unable to spread a general con- 
flagration through the other States. A reli- 
gious sect may degenerate into a political 
faction in a part of the confederacy; but the 
variety of sects dispersed over the entire face 
of it must secure the national councils against 
any danger from that source. A rage for 
paper money, for an abolition of debts, for 
an equal division of property, or for any 
other improper and wicked project will be 
less apt to pervade the whole body of the 
Union than a particular member of it; in the 
same proportion as such a malady is more 
likely to taint a particular county or district 
than an entire State. 

In the extent and proper structure of the 
Union, therefore, we behold a republican 
remedy for the diseases most incident to re- 
publican government. And according to the 
degree of pleasure and pride we feel in being 
republicans, ought to be our zeal in cherish- 
ing the spirit and supporting the character 
of federalists. 
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Thomas Jefferson (1743-1816) 


Jefferson himself composed the epitaph which he wished: “Here was buried 
Thomas Jefferson, Author of the Declaration of Independence, the Statute of Vir- 
ginia for Religious Freedom, and Father of the University of Virginia.” Jefferson’s 
choice of the three acts by which he wished to be remembered is significant. The 
three accomplishments represent movements toward liberty, — political, religious, 
and intellectual, — and they indicate how much Jefferson’s career was a quest for 
liberty. 

The outline of that career is too familiar to receive extended treatment here. Born 
in 1743 of a prominent Virginia family, educated at William and Mary College, law 
student and practising lawyer for a time, he was almost constantly in the political 
service of his state and nation from 1769, when he entered the \drginia House of Bur- 
gesses, until 1809, when he retired from tlie Presidency after declining a third tenn. 
He served with distinction as a member of the C’ontinental Congress, as governor of 
Virginia (1779-81), as minister to France (1784-89), Secretary of State under Wash- 
ington (1789-94), Vice-President (1797-1801), and President (1801-1809). In his 
later years he retired to his beautiful home, Monticcllo, and through a telescope 
watched the building of the University of \Trginia. He died on Jvily 4, 1826, the 
fiftieth anniversary of the adoption of his Declaration. 

His works may be consulted in the 10-volume edition by P. L. Ford, 1892-99. 
Among the many biographies are those by A. J. Nock, 1926; G. Chinard (the best), 
1929; J. T. Adams, 1936. C. Bow'crs has written on The Young Jeferson, 1945. On 
his thought see A. Koch, The Philosophy of Thomas fejfer son, 1943, and C. M. Wiltse, 
The Jeffersonian Tradition in American Democracy, 1935. C. Bowers’s Jefferson and Ham- 
ilton, 1925, is biased in Jefferson’s favor. There is a useful volume of selections from 
Alexander Hamilton and Thomas Jefferson, cd. by F. C. Prescott, in the AWS, 1934. 
The Best Letters of Thomas Jefferson were edited by J. G. de R. Hamilton, 1936. 


From his Autobiography 
{ 1821 ) 

[The Framing of the Declaration] 

5 

It appearing in the course of these debates 
that the colonies of N. York, New Jersey, 
Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland, and 
South Carolina were not yet matured for 
falling from the parent stem, but that they 10 
were fast advancing to that state, it was 
thought most prudent to w^ait a while for 
them, and to postpone the final decision to 
July 1, but that this might occasion as little 
delay as possible a committee was appointed 15 
to prepare a declaration of independence. 
The commee were J. Adams, Dr. Franklin, 
Roger Sherman, Robert R. Livingston & 


myself. Committees were also appointed 
at the same time to prepare a plan of con- 
federation for the colonies, and to state the 
terms proper to be proposed for foreign 
alliance. The committee for drawing the 
declaration of Independence desired me to 
do it. It was accordingly done, and being 
approved by them, I reported it to the house 
on Friday the 28th of June when it was read 
and ordered to lie on the table. On Monday, 
the 1st of July the house resolved itself into 
a commee of the whole & resumed the con- 
sideration of the original motion made by 
the delegates of Virginia, which being again 
debated through the day, was carried in the 
affirmative by the votes of N. Hampshire, 
Connecticut, Massachusetts, Rhode Island, 
N. Jersey, Maryland, Virginia, N. Carolina, 
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Georgia. S. Carolina and Pennsylvania 
voted against it. Delaware having but two 
members present, they were divided. The 
delegates for New York declared they were 
for it themselves & were assured their con- 5 
stituents were for it, but that their instruc- 
tions having been drawn near a twelvemonth 
before, when reconciliation was still the 
general object, they were enjoined by them 
to do nothing which should impede that ob- 10 
ject. They therefore thought themselves 
not justifiable in voting on either side, and 
asked leave to withdraw from the question, 
which was given them. The commee rose & 
reported their resolution to the house. Mr. 15 
Edward Rutledge of S. Carolina then re- 
quested the determination might be put off 
to the next day, as he believed his colleagues, 
tho’ they disapproved of the resolution, 
would then join in it for the sake of unanim- 20 
ity. The ultimate question whether the 
house would agree to the resolution of the 
committee was accordingly postponed to the 
next day, when it was again moved and S. 
Carolina concurred in voting for it. In the 25 
meantime a third mcml)er had come post 
from the Delaware counties and turned the 
vote of that colony in favour of the resolu- 
tion. Members of a different sentiment at- 
tending that morning from Pennsylvania 30 
also, their vote was changed, so that the 
whole 12 colonics who were authorized to 
vote at all, gasc their voices for it; and 
within a few days, the convention of N. York 
approved of it and thus supplied the void 35 
occasioned by the withdrawing of her dele- 
gates from the vote. 

Congress proceeded the same day to con- 
sider the declaration of Independence which 
had been reported & lain on the table the 40 
Friday preceding, and on Monday referred 
to a commee of the whole. The pusillani- 
mous idea that we had friends in England 
worth keeping terms with, still haunted the 
minds of many. For this reason those pas- 45 
sages which conveyed censures on the people 
of England were struck out, lest they should 
give them offence. The clause too, repro- 
bating the enslaving the inhabitants of 
Africa, was struck out in complaisance to 
South Carolina and Georgia, who had never 
attempted to restrain the importation of 


slaves, and who on the contrary still wished 
to continue it. Our northern brethren also 
I believe felt a little tender under those cen- 
sures; for tho’ their people have very few 
slaves themselves yet they had been pretty 
considerable carriers of them to others. The 
debates having taken up the greater parts of 
the 2 d 3 d & 4 th days of July were, in the 
evening of the last, closed, the declaration 
was reported by the commee, agreed to by 
the house and signed by every member 
present except Mr. Dickinson. 

The Declaration of Independence 
(1776) 

When in the Course of human events, it 
becomes necessary for one people to dissolve 
the political bands which have connected 
them with another, and to assume among 
the powers of the earth, the separate and 
equal station to which the Laws of Nature 
and of Nature’s God entitle them, a decent 
respect to the opinions of mankind requires 
that they should declare the causes which 

impel them to the separation. We 

hold these truths to be self-evident, that all 
men are created equal, that they are en- 
dowed by their Creator with certain un- 
alienable Rights, that among these are Life, 
Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness. — 
That to secure these rights, Governments 
are instituted among Men, deriving their 
just powers from the consent of the governed, 
— That whenever any Form of Government 
becomes destructive of these ends, it is the 
Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, 
and to institute new Government, laying its 
foundation on such principles and organizing 
its powers in such form, as to them shall seem 
most likely to effect their Safety and Happi- 
ness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that 
Governments long established should not be 
changed for light and transient causes; and 
accordingly all experience hath shewn, that 
mankind are more disposed to suffer, while 
evils are sufferable, than to right themselves 
by abolishing the forms to which they are 
accustomed. But when a long train of 
abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably 
the same Object evinces a design to reduce 
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them under absolute Despotism, it is their 
right, it is their duty, to throw off such Gov- 
ernment, and to provide new Guards for 
their future security. — Such has been the 
patient sufferance of these Colonies; and s 
such is now the necessity which constrains 
them to alter their former Systems of Gov- 
ernment. The history of the present King 
of Great Britain is a history of repeated in- 
juries and usurpations, all having in direct lo 
object the establishment of an absolute 
Tyranny over these States. To prove this, 
let Facts be submitted to a candid world. 

He has refused his Assent to Laws, 

the most wholesome and necessary for the 15 
public good. He has forbidden his Gov- 

ernors to pass Laws of immediate and press- 
ing importance, unless suspended in their 
operation till his Assent should be obtained; 
and when so suspended, he has utterly neg- 20 
lected to attend to them. He has re- 

fused to pass other Laws for the accommoda- 
tion of large districts of people, unless those 
people would relinquish the right of Rep- 
resentation in the Legislature, a right in- 25 
estimable to them and formidable to tyrants 
only. He has called together legis- 

lative bodies at places unusual, uncom- 
fortable, and distant from the depository of 
their public Records, for the sole purpose of 30 
fatiguing them into compliance with his 
measures. He has dissolved Representa- 

tive Houses repeatedlv, for opposing with 
manly firmness his invasions on the rights of 

the people. He has refused for a long 35 

time, after such dissolutions, to cause others 
to be elected; whereby the Legislative 
powers, incapable of Annihilation, have re- 
turned to the People at large for their exer- 
cise; the State remaining in the mean time 40 
exposed to all the dangers of invasion from 

without, and convulsions within. He 

has endeavoured to prevent the population 
of these States; for that purpose obstructing 
the Laws for Naturalization of Foreigners; 45 
refusing to pass others to encourage their 
migrations hither, and raising the conditions 

of new Appropriations of Lands. He 

has obstructed the Administration of Justice, 
by refusing his Assent to Laws for establish- 50 

ing Judiciary powers. He has made 

Judges dependent on his Will alone, for the 


tenure of their officers, and the amount and 

payment of their salaries. He has 

erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent 
hither swarms of Officers to harass our 

people, and eat out their substance. He 

has kept among us, in times of peace, Stand- 
ing Armies without the Consent of our legis- 
latures. He has affected to render the 

Military independent of and superior to the 

Civil power. He has combined with 

others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign 
to our constitution, and unacknowledged by 
our laws; giving his Assent to their Acts of 
pretended Legislation: — For Quartering 
large bodies of armed troops among us: — 
For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from 
punishment for any Murders which they 
should commit on the Inhabitants of these 
States: — For cutting off our Trade with all 
parts of the world: — For imposing Taxes 
on us without our Consent: — For depriving 
us in many cases, of the benefits of Trial by 
Jury: — For ti unsporting us beyond Seas to 
be tried for pretended offences: — For abol- 
ishing the free System of English Laws in a 
neighbouring Province, establishing therein 
an Arbitrary government, and enlarging its 
Boundaries so as to render it at once an 
example and fit instrument for introducing 
the same absolute rule into these Colonies: — 
For taking away our Charters, abolishing our 
most valuable Laws, and altering funda- 
mentally the Forms of our Governments: — 
For suspending our own Legislatures, and 
declaring themselves invested with power to 
legislate for us in all cases whatsoever. — He 
has abdicated Government here, by declar- 
ing us out of his Protection and waging War 
against us: — He has plundered our seas, 
ravaged our Coasts, burnt our towns, and 
destroyed the lives of our people. — He is at 
this time transporting large Armies of for- 
eign Mercenaries to compleat the works of 
death, desolation and tyranny, already be- 
gun with circumstances of Cruelty perfidy 
scarcely paralleled in the most barbarous 
ages, and totally unworthy the Head of a 
civilized nation. — He has constrained our 
fellow Citizens taken Captive on the high 
Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to 
become the executioners of their friends and 
Brethren, or to fall themselves by their 
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Hands. — He has excited domestic insur- 
rections amongst us, and has endeavoured to 
bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers, 
the merciless Indian Savages, whose known 
rule of warfare, is an undistinguished de- 5 
struction of all ages, sexes and conditions. 

In every stage of these Oppressions We have 
Petitioned for Redress in the most humble 
terms: Our repeated Petitions have been 
answered only by repeated injury. A 10 
Prince, whose character is thus marked by 
every act which may define a Tyrant, is unfit 
to be the ruler of a free people. Nor have 
We been wanting in attentions to our British 
brethren. We have warned them from time 15 
to time of attempts by their legislature to 
extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction over 
us. We have reminded them of the circum- 
stances of our emigration and settlement 
here. We have appealed to their native 20 
justice and magnanimity, and we have con- 
jured them by the ties of our common kin- 
dred to disavow these usurpations, which, 
would inevitably interrupt our connections 
and correspondence. They too have been 25 
deaf to the voice of justice and of consan- 
guinity. Wc must, therefore, acquiesce in 
the necessity, which denounces our Separa- 
tion, and hold them, as we hold the rest of 
mankind, Enemies in War, in Peace Friends. 3« 

We, therefore, the Representatives of 
the United States of America, in General 
Congress Assembled, appealing to the Su- 
preme Judge of the world for the rectitude 35 
of our intentions, do, in the Name and by 
Authority of the good People of these Colo- 
nies, solemnly publish and declare. That 
these United Colonies are, and of Right 
ought to be Free and Independent States; 4c 
that they are Absolved from all Allegiance 
to the British Crown, and that all political 
connection between them and the State of 
Great Britain, is and ought to be totally dis- 
solved; and that as Free and Independent 4 : 
States, they have full Power to levy ^Var, 
conclude Peace, contract Alliances, estab- 
lish Commerce, and to do all other Acts and 
Things which Independent States may of 

right do, And for the support of this 5 

Declaration, with a firm reliance on the pro- 
tection of divine Providence, we mutually 


pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes 
and our sacred Honour. 

From Notes on Virginia 

(1784) 

According to G. B. Goode, Jefferson’s Kotes on 
Virginia was “the most important scientific work 
yet published in America,” “the first comprehen- 
sive treatise upon the topography, natural history, 
and natural resources of one of the states.” The 
student of American literature will howev'er be 
more concerned with passages, like those below, 
on social and political matters. 

[A 0 Dictators] 

In December 1776, our circumstances 
being much distressed, it was proposed in 
the house of delegates to create a dictator^ in- 
vested with every power legislative, executive, 
and judiciary, civil and military, of life and 
of death, over our persons and over our prop- 
erties; and in June 1781, again under calam- 
ity, the same proposition was repeated, and 
wanted a few votes only of being passed. 
One who entered into this contest from a 
pure love of liberty, and a sense of injured 
rights, who determined to make every sacri- 
fice, and to meet every danger, for the re- 
establishment of those rights on a firm basis, 
who did not mean to expend his blood and 
substance for the wretched purpose of chang- 
ing this matter for that, but to place the 
powers of governing him in a plurality of 
hands of his own choice, so that the corrupt 
will of no one man might in future oppress 
him, must stand confounded and dismayed 
when he is told, that a considerable portion 
of that plurality had meditated the sur- 
render of them into a single hand, and, in 
) lieu of a limited monarch, to deliver him 
over to a despotic one! How must he find 
his efforts and sacrifices abused and baffled, 
if he may still, by a single vote, be laid pros- 
trate at the feet of one man 1 
5 In God’s name, from whence have they 
derived this power? Is it from our ancient 
laws? None such can be produced. Is it 
from any principle in our new Constitution 
expressed or implied? Every lineament of 
0 that expressed or implied is in full opposition 
to it. Its fundamental principle is, that the 
State shall be governed as a commonwealth. 
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It provides a republican organization, pro- the severest trials. In this State alone did 

scribes under the name of prerogative the there exist so little virtue, that fear was to 

exercise of all powers undefined by the laws; be fixed in the hearts of the people, and to 

places on this basis the whole system of our become the motive of their exertions, and 

laws; and by consolidating them together, 5 the principle of their government? The 
chooses that they shall be left to stand or fall very thought alone was treason against the 
together, never providing for any circum- people; was treason against mankind in 
stances, nor admitting that such could arise, general; as riveting forever the chains which 

wherein either should be suspended; no, not bow down their necks, by giving to their 

for a moment. Our ancient laws expressly 10 oppressors a proof, which they would have 
declare, that those who are but delegates trumpeted through the universe of the im- 
ihemselves shall not delegate to others powers becility of republican government, in times 
which require judgment and integrity in their of pressing danger, to shield them from harm, 
exercise. Or was this proposition moved on 'Ihose who assume the right of giving away 
a supposed right in the movers, of abandon- 15 the reins of government in any case, must be 
ing their posts in a moment of distress? The sure that the herd, whom they hand on to the 
same laws forbid the abandonment of that rods and hatchet of the dictator, will lay their 

post, even on ordinary occasions; and much necks on the block when he shall nod to them, 

more a transfer of their powers into other But if our assemblies supposed such a resigna- 
hands and other forms, without consulting 20 lion in the people, I hope they mistook their 
the people. They never admit the idea that character. 1 am of opinion, that the govern- 

these, like sheep or cattle, may be given from ment, instead of lacing braced and invigorated 

hand to hand without an appeal to their own for greater exertions under their difficulties, 
will. Was it from the necessity of the case? would have been ihrowm back upon the 
Necessities which dissolve a government do 25 bungling machinery of county committees 
not convey its authority to an oligarchy or a for administration, till a convention could 
monarchy. They throw back, into the hands have been called, and its wheels again set 
of the people, the powers they had delegated, into regular motion. What a cruel moment 
and leave them as individuals to shift for was this for creating such an embarrassment, 
themselves. A leader may offer, but not 30 for putting to the proof the attachment of 
impose himself, nor be imposed on them. our countrymen to republican government! 
Much less can their necks be submitted to Those who meant well, of the advocates 
his sword, their breath be held at his will or for this measure, (and most of them meant 
caprice. The necessity which should operate well, for I know them personally, had been 
these tremendous effects should at least be 35 their fellow-laborer in the common cause, 
palpable and irresistible. Yet in both in- and had often proved the purity of their 
stances, where it was feared, or pretended principles), had been seduced in their judg- 
with us, it was belied by the event. It was ment by the example of an ancient republic, 
belied, too, by the preceding experience of whose constitution and circumstances were 
our sister States, several of whom had grap- 40 fundamentally different. They had sought 
pled through greater difficulties without this precedent in the history of Rome, where 
abandoning their forms of government. alone it was to be found, and where at length, 
When the proposition was first made, Massa- too, it had proved fatal. They had taken it 
chusetts had found even the government of from a republic rent by the most bitter fac- 
committees sufficient to carry them through 45 tions and tumults, where the government 
an invcLsion. But we at the time of that was of a heavy-handed unfeeling aristocracy, 
proposition were under no invasion. When over a people ferocious, and rendered des- 
the second was made, there had been added perate by poverty and wretchedness; tumults 
to this example those of Rhode Island, New which could not be allayed under the most 
York, New Jersey, and Pennsylvania, in all 50 trying circumstances, but by the omnipotent 
of which the republican form had been found hand of a single despot. Their constitution, 
equal to the task of carrying them through therefore, allowed a temporary tyrant to be 
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erected, under the name of a dictator; and 
that temporary tyrant, after a few examples, 
became perpetual. They misapplied this 
precedent to a people mild in their dis- 
positions, patient under their trial, united 5 
for the public liberty, and affectionate to 
their leaders. But if from the constitution 
of the Roman government there resulted to 
their senate a power of submitting all their 
rights to the will ol one man, does it follow 10 
that the assembly of Virginia have the same 
authority? What clause in our constitution 
has substituted that of Rome, by way of 
residuary provision, for all cases not other- 
wise provided for? Or if they may step ad 15 
libitum into any other form of government 
for precedents to rule us by, for what op- 
pression may not a precedent be found in 
this world of the helium omnium in omnia? 
Searching for the foundations of this proposi- 20 
tion, I can find none which may pretend a 
color of right or reason, but the defect before 
developed, that there being no barrier be- 
tween the legislative, executive, and judiciary 
departments, the legislature may seize the 25 
whole; that having seized it, and possessing 
a right to fix tlieir own quorum, they may 
reduce that Cjuorum to one, whom they may 
call a chairman, speaker, dictator, or by any 
other name they please. Our situation is 30 
indeed perilous, and I hope my countrymen 
will be sensible of it, and will apply, at a 
proper season, the proper remedy; which is 
a convention to fix the constitution, to amend 
its defects, to bind up the several branches of 35 
government by certain laws, which, when 
they transgress, their acts shall become 
nullities; to render unnecessary an appeal 
to the people, or in other words a rebellion, 
on every infraction of their rights, on the 40 
peril that their acquiescence shall be con- 
strued into an intention to surrender those 
rights. 

[Education for Democracy] 

Another object of the revisal is to diffuse 
knowledge more generally through the mass 
of the people. This bill proposes to lay off 
every county into small districts of five or six 50 
miles square, called hundreds, and in each 
of them to establish a school for teaching 


reading, writing, and arithmetic. The tutor 
to be supported by the hundred, and every' 
person in it entitled to send their children 
three years gratis, and as much longer as 
they please, paying for it. These schools to 
be under a visitor who is annually to choose 
the boy of best genius in the school, of those 
whose parents are too poor to give them 
further education, and to send him forward 
to one of the grammar schools, of which 
twenty are proposed to be erected in different 
parts of the country, for teaching Greek, 
Latin, geography, and the higher branches 
of numerical arithmetic. Of the boys thus 
sent in any one year, trial is to be made at 
the grammar schools one or two years, and 
the best genius of the whole selected, and 
continued six years, and the residue dismissed. 
By this means twenty of the best geniuses 
will be raked from the rubbish annually, and 
be instructed, at the public expense, so far 
as the grammar schools go. At the end of six 
years’ instruction, one-half are to be dis- 
continued (from among whom the grammar 
schools will j)robably be supplied with future 
masters); and the other half, who are to be 
chosen for the superiority of their parts and 
disposition, are to be sent and continued 
three years in the study of such sciences as 
they shall choose, at William and Mary 
College, the plan of w’hich is proposed to be 
enlarged, as will be hereafter explained, and 
extended to all the useful sciences. The 
ultimate result of the whole scheme of educa- 
tion w'ould be the teaching all the children 
of the State reading, writing, and common 
arithmetic; turning out ten annually, of 
superior genius, well taught in Greek, Latin, 
geography, and the higher branches of 
arithmetic; turning out ten others annually, 
of still superior parts, who, to those branches 
of learning, shall have added such of the 
sciences as their genius shall have led them 
to; the furnishing to the wealthier part of 
the people convenient schools at which their 
children may be educated at their own ex- 
pense. The general objects of this law are 
to provide an education adapted to the years, 
to the capacity, and the condition of evxry 
one, and directed to their freedom and hap>- 
piness. 

Specific details were not proper for the 
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law. These must be tne business of the lost which is employed in providing tools for 
visitors entrusted with its execution. The future operation; more especially as in this 
first stage of this education being the schools case the books put into the hands of the 
of the hundreds, wherein the great mass of youth for this purpose may be such as will 
the people will receive their instruction, the 5 at the same time impress their minds with 
principal foundations of future order will be useful facts and good principles. If this 
laid here. Instead, therefore, of putting the period be suffered to pass in idleness, the 
Bible and Testament into the hands of the mind becomes lethargic and impotent, as 
children at an age when their judgments are would the body it inhabits if unexercised 
not sufficiently matured for religious inquiries, 10 during the same time. I'he sympathy be- 
their memories may here be stored w’ith the iw'cen body and mind during their rise, 
most useful facts from Grecian, Roman, progress and decline, is too strict and obvious 

European and American history. The first to endanger our being misled while w’c reason 

elements of morality too may be instilled from the one to the other. As soon as they 

into their minds; such as, when further de- 15 are of sufficient age, it is supjxised they will 

veloped as their judgments advance in be sent on from the grammar schools to the 

strength, may teach them how to work out university, which constitutes our third and 

their own greatest happiness, by showing last stage, there to study those sciences which 

them that it does not depend on the condi- mav be adajitcd to their views, 
tion of life in which chance has placed them, 20 By that part of our plan which jirescribes 
but is always the result of a good conscience, the selection of the youths of genius from 

good health, occupation, and freedom in all among the classes of the poor, w^c hope to 

just pursuits. Those W'hom either the wealth avail the Stan* of those talents which nature 

of their parents or the adoption of the State has sown as liberally among the poor as the 

shall destine to higher degrees of learning, 25 nth, but which perish without use, if not 

wall go on to the grammar schools, which sought for and cultivated. But of all the 

constitute the next stage, there to be in- views of this law none is more inijxjrtanl, 

structed in the languages. The learning Greek none more legitimate, than that of naidcring 

and Latin, I am told, is going into disuse in the people the safe, as they are the ultimate, 

Europe. I know not wffiat their manners and 30 guardians of their own lificrty. For this 

occupations may call for; but it would be purpose the reading in the first stage, where 

very ill-judged in us to follow their example they will receive their whole education, is 

in this instance. There is a certain period of projiosed, as has been said, to be chiefly 

life, say from eight to fifteen or sixteen years historical. History, by aj)prising them of the 

of age, when the mind like the body is not 35 })ast, will cnaljle them to judge of the future; 

yet firm enough for laborious and close it wall avail them of the experience of other 

operations. If applied to such, it falls an times and other nations; it will qualify them 

early victim to premature exertion; exhibit- as judges cjf the actions and designs ol men; 

ing, indeed, at first, in these young and it will enable them to know ambition under 

tender subjects, the flattering appearance 40 every disguise it may assume; and knowing it, 
of their being men while they are yet chil- to defeat its view's. In every government on 

dren, but ending in reducing them to be earth is some trace ol human weakness, some 

children when they should be men. The germ of corruption and degeneracy, which 

memory is then most susceptible and te- cunning will discover, and wickedness in- 

nacious of impressions; and the learning of 45 sensibly open, cultivaic, and improve. Every 

languages being chiefly a work of memory, government degenerates when trusted to the 

it seems precisely fitted to the pow'ers of this rulers of the people alone. The people 

period, w'hich is long enough, too, for ac- themselves, therefore, are its only safe de- 

quiring the most useful languages, ancient positories. And to render even them safe, 

and modem. I do not pretend that language 50 their minds must be improved to a certain 

is science. It is only an instrument for the degree. This indeed is not all that is neces- 

attainment of science. But that time is not sary, though it be essentially necessary. An 
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amendment of our constitution must here 
come in aid of the public education. The 
influence over government must be shared 
among all the people. If every individual 
which composes their mass participates of 5 
the ultimate authority, the government will 
be safe; because the corrupting the whole 
mass will exceed any private resources of 
wealth; and public ones cannot be provided 
but by levies on the people. In this case 10 
every man would have to pay his own price. 
The government of Great Britain has been 
corrupted, because but one man in ten has 
a right to vote for members of parliament. 
The sellers of the government, therefore, get 15 
nine-tenths of their price clear. It has been 
thought that corruption is restrained by con- 
fining the right of suffrage to a few of the 
wealthier of the peo})le; but it would be more 
effectually restrained by an extension of 20 
that right to such members as would bid 
defiance to the means of corruption. 

Lastly, it is proposed, by a bill in this re- 
visal, to begin a public library and gallery, 
by laying out a certain sum annually in 25 
books, paintings, and statues. 

[Religious Freedom] 

By our own act of assembly of 1705 , c. 30 , 30 
if a person brought up in the Christian re- 
ligion denies the being of a God, or the 
Trinity, or asserts there are more gods than 
one, or denies the Christian religion to be 
true, or the scriptures to be of divine author- 3s 
ity, he is punishable on the first offence by 
incapacity to hold any oflice or employment 
ecclesiastical, civil, or military; on the 
second by disability to sue, to take any gift or 
legacy, to be guardian, executor, or ad- 40 
ministrator, and by three years’ imprison- 
ment without bail. A father’s right to the 
custody of his own children being founded 
in law on his right of guardianship, this being 
taken away, they may of course be severed 45 
from him, and put by the authority of a 
court into more orthodox hands. This is 
a summary view of that religious slavery 
under which a people have been willing to 
remain, who have lavished their lives and 50 
fortunes for the establishment of their civil 
freedom. The error seems not suflSciently 


eradicated, that the operations of the mind, 
as well as the acts of the body, are subject to 
the coercion of the laws. But our rulers 
can have authority over such natural rights, 
only as we have submitted to them. The 
rights of conscience we never submitted, 
we could not submit. We are answerable 
for them to our God. The legitimate powers 
of government extend to such acts only as 
are injurious to others. But it does me no 
injury for my neighbor to say there are 
twenty gods, or no god. It neither picks my 
pocket nor breaks my leg. If it be said, his 
testimony in a court of justice cannot be 
relied on, reject it then, and be the stigma 
on him. Constraint may make him worse 
by making him a hypocrite, but it will never 
make him a truer man. It may fix him ob- 
stinately in his errors, but will not cure them. 
Reason and free inquiry are the only ef- 
fectual agents against error. Give a loose 
to them, they will support the true religion 
by bringing every false one to their tribunal, 
to the test of their investigation. They are 
the natural enemies of error, and of error 
only. Had not the Roman government 
permitted free inquiry, Christianity could 
never have been introduced. Had not free 
inquiry been indulged, at the era of the 
Reformation, the corruptions of Christianity 
could not have been purged away. If it be 
restrained now, the present corruptions will 
be protected, and new ones encouraged. Was 
the government to prescribe to us our medi- 
cine and diet, our bodies would be in such 
keeping as our souls are now. Thus in 
France the emetic was once forbidden as a 
medicine, and the potato as an article of food. 
Government is just as infallible, too, when 
it fixes systems in physics. Galileo was sent 
to the Inquisition for affirming that the earth 
was a sphere; the government had declared 
it to be as flat as a trencher, and Galileo was 
obliged to adjure his error. This error, how- 
ever, at length prevailed, the earth became 
a globe, and Descartes declared it was 
whirled round its axis by a vortex. The 
government in W'hich he lived was wise 
enough to see that this w’as no question of 
civU jurisdiction, or w^e should aU have been 
involved by authority in vortices. In fact, 
the vortices have been exploded, and the 
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Xewtonian principle of gravitation is now 
niore firmly established, on the basis of reason, 
than it would be were the government to 
siep in, and to make it an article of necessary- 
faith. Reason and experiment have been 
indulged, and error has fled before them. 

It is error alone which needs the support 
of government. Truth can stand by itself. 
Subject opinion to coercion: whom will you 
make your inquisitors? Fallible men; men 
governed by bad passions, by private as well 
as public reasons. And why subject it to 
coercion? To produce uniformity. But is 
uniformity of opinion desirable? No more 
than of face and stature. Introduce the bed 
of Procrustes then, and as there is danger 
that the large men may beat the small, make 
us all of a size, by lopping the former and 
stretching the latter. Difference of opinion 
is advantageous in religion. The several 
sects perform the office of a censor morum over 
each other. Is uniformity attainable? Mil- 
lions of innocent men, women, and children, 
since the introduction of Christianity, have 
been burnt, tortured, fined, imprisoned; yet 
we have not advanced one inch towards 
uniformity. What has been the effect of 
coercion? To make onc-half the w'orld fools, 
and the other half hypocrites. To support 
roguery and error all over the earth. Let 
us reflect that it is inhabited by a thousand 
millions of people. That these profess prob- 
ably a thousand different systems of religion. 
That ours is but one of that thousand. That 
if there be but one right, and ours that one, 
we should wish to see the nine hundred and 
ninety-nine wandering sects gathered into 
the fold of truth. But against such a majority 
we cannot effect this by force. Reason and 
persuasion are the only practicable instru- 
ments. To make way for these, free inquiry 
must be indulged; and how can we wish 
others to indulge it while we refuse it our- 
selves. 

But every state, says an inquisitor, has 
established some religion. No two, say I, 
have established the same. Is this a proof 
of the infallibility of establishments? Our 
sister States of Pennsylvania and New York, 
however, have long subsisted without any 
establishment at all. The experiment was 


new and doubtful when they made it. It 
has answered beyond conception. They 
flourish infinitely. Religion is well sup- 
ported; of various kinds, indeed, but all 
5 good enough; all sufficient to preserve peace 
and order; or if a sect arises, whose tenets 
W’ould subvert morals, good sense has fair 
play, and reasons and laughs it out of doors, 
without suffering the State to be troubled 
lo with it. They do not hang more malefactors 
than we do. They are not more disturbed 
with religious dissensions. On the contrary, 
their h.irinony is unparalleled, and can be 
ascribed to nothing but their unbounded 
15 tolerance, because there is no other circum- 
stan( e in which they differ from every nation 
on earth. They have made the happy dis- 
coveiy, that the way to silence religious dis- 
putes, is to take no notice of them. Let us 
20 too give this cx})erimcnt fair play, and get 
rid, while we may, of those tyrannical laws. 
It is true, we are as yet secured against them 
by the spirit of the times. I doubt whether 
tlie pco])lc of this country w^ould suffer an 
25 execution for heresy, or a three years’ im- 
prisonment for not comprehending the mys- 
teries of the Trinity. But is the spirit of the 
people an infallible, a permanent reliance? 
Is it government? Is this the kind of pro- 
30 tection we receive in return for the rights we 
give up? Besides, the spirit of the times may 
alter, will alter. Our rulers will become 
corrupt, our people careless. A single zealot 
may commence persecutor, and better men 
35 be his victims. It can never be too often 
repeated, that the lime for hxing every es- 
sential right on a legal basis is while our rulers 
are honest, and ourselves united. From the 
conclusion of this war we shall be going down 
40 hill. It will not then be necessary to resort 
every moment to the people for support. 
They will be forgotten, therefore, and their 
rights disregarded. They will forget them- 
selves, but in the sole faculty of making 
45 money, and will never think of uniting to 
effect a due respect for their rights. The 
shackles, therefore, which shall not be 
knocked off at the conclusion of this war 
will remain on us long, will be made heavier 
50 and heavier, till our rights shall revive or 
expire in a convulsion. 
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[Negro Slavery] 

There must doubtless be an unhappy in- 
fluence on the manners of our people pro- 
duced by the existence of slavery among us. 

The whole commerce between master and 
slave is a perpetual exercise of the most 
boisterous passions, the most unremitting 
despotism on the one part, and degrading 
submissions on the other. Our children see 
this, and learn to imitate it; for man is an 
imitative animal. This quality is the germ 
of all education in him. From his cradle to 
his grave he is learning to do what he sees 
others do. If a parent could find no motive 15 
either in his philanthropy or his self-love, for 
restraining the intemperance of passion to- 
wards his slave, it should always be a sufficient 
one that his child is present. But generally 
it is not sufficient. The parent storms, the 20 
child looks on, catches the lineaments of 
wrath, puts on the same airs in the circle of 
smaller slaves, gives a loose to the worst of 
passions, and thus nursed, educated, and 
daily exercised in tyranny, cannot but be 25 
stamped by it with odious peculiarities. The 
man must be a prodigy who can retain his 
manners and morals undepraved by such 
circumstances. And with what execration 
should the statesman be loaded, who, per- 30 
mitting one-half the citizens thus to trample 
on the rights of the other, transforms those 
into despots, and these into enemies, destroys 
the morals of the one part, and the amor 
patrict of the other. For if a slave can have 35 
a country in this world, it must be any other 
in preference to that in which he is born to 
live and labor for another; in which he must 
lock up the faculties of his nature, contribute 
as far as depends on his individual endeavors 40 
to the evanishment of the human race, or 
entail his own miserable condition on the 
endless generations proceeding from him. 
With the morals of the people, their industry 
also is destroyed. For in a warm climate, no 45 
man will labor for himself who can make 
another labor for him. This is so true, that 
of the proprietors of slaves a very small pro- 
portion indeed are ever seen to labor. And 
can the liberties of a nation be thought secure 5c 
when we have removed their only firm basis, 
a conviction in the minds of the people that 


these liberties are of the gift of God? That 
they are not to be violated but with His 
wrath? Indeed I tremble for my country 
when I reflect that God is just; that his justice 
cannot sleep forever; that considering num- 
bers, nature and natural means only, a 
revolution of the wheel of fortune, an ex- 
change of situation is among possible events: 
that it may become probable by supernatural 
interference! The Almdghty has no attribute 
which can take side with us in such a contest. 
But it is impossible to be temperate and to 
pursue this subject through the various con- 
siderations of poliey, of morals, of history 
natural and civil. We must be contented to 
hope they will force their way into every 
one’s mind. I think a change already per- 
ceptible, since the origin of the present 
revolution. The spirit of the master is abat- 
ing, that of the slave rising from the dust, his 
condition mollifying, the way I hope pre- 
paring, under the auspices of hea^’en, for a 
total emancipation, and that this is disposed, 
in the order of events, to be with the consent 
of the masters, rather than by their ex- 
tirpation. 

First Inaugural Address 

{1S01) 

Friends and Fellow-Citizens: 

Called upon to undertake the duties of the 
first executive office of our country, I avail 
myself of the presence of that portion of my 
fellow-citizens which is here assembled, to 
express my grateful thanks for the favor with 
which they have been pleased to look to- 
wards me, to declare a sincere consciousness 
that the task is above my talents, and that I 
approach it with those anxious and awful 
presentiments which the greatness of the 
charge and the weakness of my pc^vers so 
justly inspire. A rising nation spread over a 
wide and fruitful land, traversirg all the seas 
with the rich productions of their industry, 
engaged in commerce with nations who feel 
power and forget right, advancing rapidly 
to destinies beyond the reach of mortal eye; 
I when I contemplate these transcendent ob- 
jects, and see the honor, the happiness, and 
the hopes of this beloved country com- 
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mitted to the issue and the auspices of this shore; that this should be more felt and 
day, I shrink from the contemplation, and feared by some and less by others; zmd 
humble myself before the magnitude of the should divide opinions as to measures of 
undertaking. safety. But every difference of opinion is 


Utterly, indeed, should I despair, did not 5 
the presence of many whom I here see re- 
mind me that in the other high authori- 
ties provided by our constitution I shall find 
resources of wisdom, of virtue, and of zeal on 
which to rely under all difficulties. To you 10 
then, gentlemen, who are charged with the 
sovereign functions of legislation, and to 
those associated with you, I look with en- 
couragement for that guidance and support 
which may enable us to steer with safety 15 
the vessel in which we are all embarked, 
amidst the conflicting elements of a troubled 
sea. 

During the contest of ojnnion through 
which we have passed, the animation of dis- 20 
cussions and of exertions has sometimes worn 
an aspect which might impose on strangers 
unused to think freely and to speak and 
to write what they think. But this being 
now decided by the voice of the nation, 2 ^ 
announced according to the rules of the Uon- 
stitution, all will, of course, arrange them- 
selves under the will of the law, and unite in 
common efforts for the common good. All 
too will bear in mind this sacred }jrinciple, 30 
that though the will of the majority is in all 
cases to prevail, that will, to be rightful, 
must be reasonable; that the minority possess 
their equal rights, which equal laws must 
protect, and to violate would be oppression. 35 
Let us then, fellow-citizens, unite with one 
heart and one mind; let us restore to social 
intercourse that harmony and affection 
without which liberty, and even life itself, 
are but dreary things. And let us reflect 40 
that having banished frcjm our land that 
religious intolerance under which man- 
kind so long bled and suffered, we have yet 
gained little if w^e countenance a political 
intolerance as despotic, as wicked, and capa- 45 
ble of as bitter and bloody persecutions. 
During the throes and convulsions of the 
ancient w^orld, during the agonizing spasms of 
infuriated man, seeking through blood and 
slaughter his long-lost liberty, it was not 50 
wonderful that the agitation of the billows 
should reach even this distant and peaceful 


not a difference of principle. We have 
called by different names brethren of the 
same principle. We are all Republicans; 
we are all Federalists. If there be any 
among us who w'ould wish to dissolve this 
Lhiion, or to change its republican form, let 
them stand undisturbed as monuments of 
the safety with which error of opinion may 
be tolerated, where reason is left free to com- 
bat it. I know', indeed, that some honest 
men have feared that a republican govern- 
ment cannot be strong; that this Govern- 
ment is not strong enough. But would the 
honest patriot, in the full tide of successful 
experiment, abandon a government which 
has so far kept us free and firm, on the theo- 
retic and visionary fear that this Govern- 
ment, the world’s best hope, may by possiliil- 
ity want energy to preserve itself? 1 trust 
not. I believe this, on the contrary, the 
strongest government on earth. I believe 
it the only one where cveiy man, at the call 
of the law would fly to the standard of the 
law; would meet invasions of the public 
order as his own personal concern. Some- 
times it is said that man cannot be trusted 
with the government of himself. Gan he 
then, be trusted with the government of 
others? Or have we found angels in the 
form of kings to govern him? Let history 
an.swcr this question. 

Let us then, pursue with courage and con- 
fidence our own federal and republican 
principles, our attachment to union and rep- 
resentative government. Kindly separated 
by nature and a wide ocean from the exter- 
minating havoc of one quarter of the globe; 
too high-minded to endure the degradations 
of the others; possessing a chosen country, 
with room enough for our descendants to the 
hundredth and thousandth generrtion; en- 
tertaining a due sense of our equal right to 
the use of our own faculties, to the acquisi- 
tions of our own industry, to honor and con- 
fidence from our fellow-citizens, resulting 
not from birth, but from our actions and 
their sense of them; enlightened by a benign 
religion, professed indeed and practiced in 
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various forms yet all of them inculcating burdened; the honest payment of our debts, 
honesty, truth, temperance, gratitude, and and sacred preservation of the public faith; 
the love of man, acknowledging and adoring encouragement of agriculture, and of com- 
an overruling Providence, which by all its merce as its handmaid; the diffusion of in- 
dispensations proves that it delights in the s formation and arraignment of all abuses 
happiness of man here and his greater hap- at the bar of the public reason; freedom of 
piness hereafter: with all these blessings, religion, freedom of the press, and freedom 
what more is necessary to make us a happy of person, under the protection of the habeas 
and a prosperous people? Still one thing corpus; and trial by juries impartially se- 
more, fellow-citizens — a wise and frugal lo lected. These principles form the bright 
government, which shall restrain men from constellation which has gone before us, and 
injuring one another, shall leave them other- guided our steps through an age of revolu- 
wise free to regulate their own pursuits of tion and reformation. The wisdom of our 
industry and improvement, and shall not sages and blood of our heroes have been de- 
take from the mouth of labor the bread it is voted to their attainment; they should be 
has earned. This is the sum of good govern- the creed of our political faith; the text of 
ment; and this is necessary to close the circle civic instruction; the touchstone by which 
of our felicities. to try the services of those we trust; and 

About to enter, fellow-citizens, on the ex- should we wander from them in moments of 
ercise of duties which comprehend every- 20 error or alarm, let us hasten to retrace our 
thing dear and valuable to you, it is proper steps and to regain the road which alone 
you should understand what I deem the leads to peace, liberty, and safety, 
essential principle of this government, and I repair then, fellow-citizens, to the post 
consequently those which ought to shape its which you have assigned me. With experi- 
administration. I will compress them in 25 ence enough in subordinate stations to know 
the narrowest compass they will bear, stat- the difficulties of this, the greatest of all, I 

ing the general principle but not all its limi- have learned to expect that it will rarely fall 

tations. Equal and exact justice to all men to the lot of imperfect man to retire from 

of whatever state or persuasion, religious this station with the reputation and the favor 
or political; peace, commerce and honest 30 which bring him into it. Without preten- 
friendship with all nations, entangling alii- tions to that high confidence you reposed in 
ances with none; the support of the state our first and greatest revolutionary charac- 

governments in all their rights, as the most ter, whose preeminent services had entitled 

competent administrations for our domestic him to the first place in his country’s love, 
concerns, and the surest buhvarks against 35 and had destined for him the fairest page in 
anti-republican tendencies; the preservation the volume of faithful histoiyg I ask so much 
of the general government in its whole con- confidence only as may give firmness and 
stitutional vigor, as the sheet-anchor of our effect to the legal administration of your 
peace at home and safety abroad; a jealous affairs. I shall often go wrong through 
care of the right of election by the people; a 40 defect of judgment. When right, I shall 
mild and safe corrective of abuses which are often be thought wrong by those whose posi- 
loppcd by the sword of revolution, where tions will not command a view of the whole 
peaceable remedies are unprovided; absolute ground. I ask your indulgence for my own 
acquiescence in the decisions of the majority, errors, which will never be intentional; and 
the vital principle of republics, from which 45 your support against the errors of others 
is no appeal but to foree, the vital principle who may condemn what they would not, if 
and immediate parent of despotism; a well- seen in all its parts. The approbation im- 
diseiplined militia, our best reliance in peace plied by your suffrage is a great consolation 
and for the first moments of war, till regulars to me for the past; and my future solicitude 
may relieve them; the supremacy of the civil 50 will be to retain the good opinion of those 
over the military authority — economy in who have bestowed it in advance, to concili- 
the public expense, that labor may be lightly ate that of others by doing them all the good 
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in my power, and to be instrumental to the 
happiness and freedom of all. 

Relying then on the patronage of your 
(Tood-will, I advance with obedience to the 
work, ready to retire from it whenever you 
become sensible how much better choice it 
IS in your power to make. And may that 
Infinite Power which rules the destinies of 
ihe universe lead our councils to what is 
best, and give them a favorable issue for your 
peace and prosperity. 

Letters 

{Scienhfic Concerns] 

Paris, December 23 , 1786 . 

Dear Sir, — 

My last letter to you was dated August 
14 th. Yours of Islay 27 th and June 28 th 
were not then received, but have been since. 
I take the liberty of putting under your cover 
another letter to Mrs. Champis, as also an 
inquiry after a Dr. Griffiths. A letter to 
M. le Vieillard, from the person he had con- 
sulted about the essence L’Orient, will con- 
vey to you the result of my researches into 
that article. Your spring-block for assisting 
a vessel in sailing cannot be tried here, be- 
cause the Seine, being not more than about 
forty toises wide, and running swiftly, there 
is no such thing on it as a vessel with sails. 
I thank you for the volume of the Philadelphia 
transactions, which came safely to hand, and 
is, in my opinion, a very valuable volume, 
and contains many precious papers. The 
paccan-nut is, as you conjecture, the Illinois 
nut. The former is the vulgar name south 
of the Potomac, as also with the Indians and 
Spaniards, and enters also into the botanical 
name which is Juglano Paccan. I have 
many volumes of the “Encyclopedie” for 
yourself and Dr. Franklin; but, as a winter 
passage is bad for books, and before the 
spring the packets will begin to sail from 
Havre to New York, I shall detain them till 
then. You must not presume too strongly 
that your comb-footed bird is known to M. 
de Buffon. He did not know our panther. 
I gave him the stripped skin of one I bought 
in Philadelphia, and it presents him a new 
species, which will appear in his next vol- 


umes. I have convinced him that our deer 
is not a chevreuil, and would you believe that 
many letters to different acquaintances in 
Virginia, where this animal is so common, 
S have never enabled me to present him with 
a large pair of their horns, a blue and red 
skin stuffed, to show' him their colors, at dif- 
ferent seasons. He has nc\ er seen tlie horns 
of what we call the elk. This would decide 
10 whether it be an elk or a deer. I am very 
much pleased with your project on the 
harmonica, and the prospect of your suc- 
ceeding in the application of keys to it. It 
w'iil be the greatest present which has been 
15 made to the musical w'orJd this century, not 
excepting the piano-forte. If its tone ap- 
proaches that given by the finger as nearly 
only as the harpsichord does that of the harp, 
it will be very valuable. I have lately ex- 
20 amined a foot-bass newly invent cd here, by 
the celebrated Krumfoltz. It is precisely a 
piano-forte, about ten feet long, eighteen 
inches broad, and nine inches deep. It is of 
one octave only, from fa to fa. The part 
25 where the keys are projects at the side in 
order to lengthen the levers of the keys. It is 
placed on the floor, and the harpsichord or 
other piano-forte is set over it, the foot acting 
in concert on that, while the fingers play on 
30 this. There are three unison chords to every 
note, of strong brass wire, and the lowest 
have wire wrapped on them as the lowest 
in the piano-forte. The chords give a fine, 
clear, deep tone, almost like the pipe of an 
35 organ. Have they connected you with our 
mint? My friend Monroe promised me he 
would take care for you in that, or perhaps 
the establishment of that at New York may 
have been incompatible with your residence 
40 in Philadelphia. A person here has invented 
a method of coining the French ecu of six 
livres, so as to strike both faces and the edge 
at one stroke, and makes a coin as beautiful 
as a medal. No country has ever yet pro- 
45 duced such a coin. They are made cheaper, 
too. As yet, he has only made a few to show 
the perfection of his manner. I am endeav- 
oring to procure one to send to Congress as 
a model for their coinage. They will con- 
50 sider whether, on establishing a new mint, 
it will be worth while to buy his machines, if 
he will furnish them. A dislocation of my 
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right wrist, which happened to me about a 
month after the date of my last letter to you, 
has disabled me from writing three months. 

I do it now in pain, and only in cases of 
necessity, or of strong inclination, having as 5 
yet no other use of my hand. I put under 
your cover a letter from my daughter to her 
friend. She joins me in respect to your good 
mother, to Mrs. Hopkinson and yourself, to 
whom I proffer assurances of the esteem with ic 
which I am, dear Sir, your sincere friend and 
servant. 

[To Francis Hopkinson] 

[Schools of Agriculture] 

Washington, November 14 , 1803 

Sir: 

The greatest evils of populous society have 
ever appeared to me to spring from the vicious 
distribution of its members among the occu- 2( 
pations called for. I have no doubt that those 
nations are essentially right which leave this 
to individual choice, as a better guide to an 
advantageous distribution than any other 
which could be devised. But when, by a 2 
blind concourse, particular occupations are 
ruinously overcharged, and others left in 
want of hands, the national authorities can do 
much toward restoring the equilibrium. On 
the revival of letters, learning became the 3 
universal favorite. And with reason, because 
there was not enough of it existing to manage 
the affairs of a nation to the best advantage, 
nor to advance its individuals to the happi- 
ness of which they were susceptible, by im- 3 
provements in their minds, their morals, their 
health, and in those conveniences which con- 
tribute to the comfort and embellishment of 
life. All the efforts of the society, therefore, 
were directed to the increase of learning, and / 
the inducements of respect, ease, and profit 
were held up for its encouragement. Even 
the charities of the nation forgot that misery 
was their object, and spent themselves in 
founding schools to transfer to science the . 
hardy sons of the plough. To these incite- 
ments were added the powerful fascinations 
of great cities. These circumstances have 
long since produced an overcharge in the 
class of competitors for learned occupation : 
and great distress among the supernumerary 
candidates; and the more, as their habits of 


life have disqualified them for re-entering 
into the laborious class. The evil cannot be 
suddenly, nor perhaps ever, entirely cured; 
nor should I presume to say by what means 
it may be cured. Doubtless there are many 
engines which the nation might bring to 
bear on this object. Public opinion and pub- 
lic encouragement are among these. The 
class principally defective is that of agricul- 
I ture. It is the first in utility, and ought to be 
the first in respect. The same artificial means 
which have been used to produce a competi- 
tion in learning may be equally successful 
in restoring agriculture to its primary dignit) 
i in the eyes of men. It is a science of the very 
first order. It counts among its handmaids 
the most respectable sciences, such as Chem- 
istry, Natural Philosophy, Mechanics, Math- 
ematics generally, Natural History, Botany. 

) In every college and university, a professor- 
ship of agriculture, and the class of its stu- 
dents, might be honored as the first. Young 
men closing their academical education -with 
this, as the crown of all other sciences, fas- 
5 cinated with its solid charms, and at a time 
when they are to choose an occupation, in- 
stead of crowding the other classes, would 
return to the farms of their fathers, their 
own, or those of others, and replenish and in- 
o vigorate a calling now languishing under 
contempt and oppression. The charitable 
schools, instead of storming their pupils with 
a lore which the present state of society does 
not call for, converted into schools of agri- 
5 culture, might restore them to that branch 
qualified to enrich and honor themselves, 
and to increase the productions of the nation 
instead of consuming them. A gradual 
abolition of the useless offices so much ac- 
[o cumulated in all governments might close 
this drain also from the labors of the field and 
lessen the burdens imposed on them. By 
these and the better means which will occur 
to others the surcharge of the learned might 
15 in time be drawn off to recruit the laboring 
class of citizens, the sum of industry be in- 
creased, and that of misery’ diminished. 

Among the ancients, the redundance of 
population w’as sometimes checked by ex- 
;o posing infants. To the modems, America 
has offered a more humane resource. Many 
who cannot find employment in Europe ac- 
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cordingly come here. Those who can labor 
do well, for the most part. Of the learned 
class of emigrants, a small portion find em- 
ployments analogous to their talents. But 
many fail and return to complete their course 
of misery in the scenes where it began. Even 
here we find too strong a current from the 
country to the towns, and instances beginning 
to appear of that species of misery which you 
are so humanely endeavoring to relieve with 
\ ou. Although we have in the old countries 
of Europe the lesson of their experience to 
warn us, yet I am not satisfied we shall have 
the firmness and wisdom to profit by it. The 
general desire of men to live by their heads 
rather than their hands, and the strong al- 
lurements of great cities to those who have 
any turn for dissipation, threaten to make 
them here, as in Europe, the sinks of volun- 
tary misery. I perceive, ho\vever, that I have 
suffered my pen to run into a disquisition, 
^\ hen I had taken it up only to thank you for 
the volume you had been so kind as to send 
me, and to express my approbation of it. 
After apologizing, therefore, for having 
touched on a subject so much more familiar 
to you, and better understood, I beg leave to 
assure you of my high consideration and 
respect. 

[To David Williams] 

[Xatural Austocracy] 
Moxticello, October 28 , 1813 . 

***I agree with you that there is a nat- 
ural aristocracy among men. The grounds 
of this are virtue and talents. Formerly, 
bodily powers gave place among the aristoi. 
But since the invention of gunpowder has 
armed the weak as well as the strong with 
missile death, bodily strength, like beauty, 
good humor, politeness and other accom- 
plishments, has become but an auxiliary 
ground for distinction. There is also an 
artificial aristocracy, founded on wealth and 
birth, without either virtue or talents; for 
W’ith these ir would belong to the first class. 
The natural aristocracy I consider as the 
most precious gift of nature, for the instruc- 
tion, the trusts, and government of society. 
And indeed, it would have been inconsistent 
in creation to have formed man for the social 
state, and not to have provided virtue and 


wisdom enough to manage the concerns of 
the society. May we not even say, that that 
form of government is the best, which pro- 
vides the most effectually for a pure selection 
5 of these natural aristoi into the offices of 
government? The artificial aristocracy is a 
mischievous ingredient in government, and 
provision should be made to prevent its 
ascendency. On the question, what is the 
JO best provision, you and 1 differ; but we differ 
as rational friends, using the free exercise of 
our own reason, and mutually indulging its 
errors. You think it best to put the pseudo- 
aristoi into a separate chamber of legislation, 
15 wheie they may be hindered from doing 
mischiei by their co-ordinate branches, and 
where, also, they may be a protection to 
wealth against the Agrarian and plundering 
enterprises of the majority of the people. I 
20 think that to give them power in order to 
prevent them from doing mischief, is arming 
them for it, and increasing instead of remedy- 
ing the evil. For if the co-ordinate branches 
can arrest their action, so may they that of 
25 tlie co-ordinates. Mischief may be done 
negatively as well as positively. Of this, a 
cabal in the Senate of the United States has 
furnished many proofs. Nor do 1 believe 
them necessary to protect the wealthy; be- 
30 cause enough of these will find their way 
into every branch of the legislation, to pro- 
tect themselves. From fifteen to twenty 
legislatures of our own, in action for thirty 
years past, have proved that no fears of an 
35 equalization of property are to be appre- 
hended from them. I think the best remedy 
is exactly that provided by all our constitu- 
tions, to leave to the citizens the free election 
and separation of the aristoi from the pseudo- 
40 aristoi, of the wheat from the chaff. In gen- 
eral they will elect the really good and wise. 
In some instances, wealth may corrupt, and 
birth blind them; but not in sufficient degree 
to endanger the society. 

45 It is probable that our difference of opinion 
may, in some measure, be produced by a 
difference of character in those among 
whom we live. From what I have seen of 
Massachusetts and Connecticut myself, and 
50 still more from what I have heard, and the 
character given of the former by yourself, 
who know them so much better, there seems 
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to be in those two States a traditionary was a bill for the more general diffusion ol 
reverence for certain families, which has learning. This proposed to divide every 

rendered the offices of the government coimty into wards of five or six miles square, 

nearly hereditary in those families. I pre- like your townships; to establish in each 
sume that from an early period of your his- 5 ward a free school for reading, writing and 
tory, members of those families happening common arithmetic; to provide for the an- 
te possess virtue and talents, have honestly nual selection of the best subjects from these 
exercised them for the good of the people, schools, who might receive, at the public 
and by their services have endeared their expense, a higher degree of education at a 
names to them. In coupling Connecticut 10 district school; and from these district schools 
with you, I mean it politically only, not to select a certain number of the most prom- 

morally. For having made the Bible the ising subjects, to be completed at an Uni- 

common law of their land, they seemed to versity, where all the useful sciences should 
have modeled their morality on the story of be taught. Worth and genius would thus 
Jacob and Laban. But although this heredi- 15 have been sought out from every condition 
tary succession to office with you, may, in of life, and completely prepared by education 
some degree, be founded in real family merit, for defeating the competition of wealth and 
yet in a much higher degree, it has proceeded birth for public trusts. My proposition 
from your strict alliance of Church and had, for a further object, to impart to these 
State. These families are canonised in the 20 wards those portions of self-government for 
eyes of the people on common principles, which they are best qualified, by confiding 

“you tickle me, and I will tickle you.’’ In to them the care of their poor, their roads, 

Virginia we have nothing of this. Our police, elections, the nomination of jurors, 

clergy, before the revolution, having been administration of justice in small cases, ele- 

secured against rivalship by fixed salaries, 25 mentary exercises of militia; in short, to 
did not give themselves the trouble of ac- have made them little republics, with a 

quiring influence over the people. Of warden at the head of each, for all those con- 

wealth, there were great accumulations in cerns which, being under their eye, they 

particular families, handed down from gen- would better manage than the larger re- 

eration to generation, under the English law 30 publics of the county or State. A general 
of entails. But the only object of ambition call of ward meetings by their wardens on 
for the wealthy was a seat in the King’s the same day through the State, would at 
Council. All their court then was paid to any time produce the genuine sense of the 
the crown and its creatures; and they people on any required point, and would 
Philipised in all collisions between the King 35 enable the State to act in mass, as your 
and the people. Hence they were unpopu- people have so often done, and with so much 

lar; and that unpopularity continues at- effect by their town meetings. The law for 

tached to their names. A Randolph, a Car- religious freedom, which made a part of this 

ter, or a Burwell must have great personal system, having put down the aristocracy of 

superiority over a common competitor to be 40 the clergy, and restored to the citizen the 
elected by the people even at this day. At freedom of the mind, and those of entails 

the first session of our legislature after the and descents nurturing an equality of con- 

Declaration of Independence, we passed a dition among them, this on education would 

law abolishing entails. And this was fol- have raised the mass of the people to the 

lowed by one abolishing the privilege of 45 high ground of moral respectability neces- 
primogeniture, and dividing the lands of sary to their own safety, and to orderly gov- 

intestates equally among all their children, or emment; and would have completed the 

other representatives. These laws, drawn great object of qualifying them to select the 

by myself, laid the ax to the foot of pseudo- veritable aristoi, for the trusts of government, 

aristocracy. And had another which I 50 to the exclusion of the pseudalists; and the 
prepared been adopted by the legislature, same Theognis who has furnished the epi- 

Qur work would have been complete. It graphs of your nvo letters, assures us that 
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^‘Meficap Tw, Kvpi^, ayadoi voXiP oikea-av 
av5p&.'' [Not any state, Curnus, have good 
men yet destroyed.] 

,\lthough this law has not yet been acted 5 
on but in a small and inefficient degree, it 
IS still considered as before the legislature, 
with other bills of the revised code, not yet 
taken up, and I have great hope that some 
patriotic spirit will, at a favorable moment, 10 
call it up, and make it the key-stone of the 
arch of our government. 

With respect to aristocracy, we should 
further consider, that before the establish- 
ment of the American States, nothing was 15 
known to history but the man of the old 
world, crowded within limits either small or 
overcharged, and steeped in the vices which 
that situation generates. A government 
adapted to such men would be one thing; 20 
but a very different one, that for the man of 
these States. Here every one may have land 
to labor for himself, if he chooses; or, pre- 
ferring the exercise of any other industry, 
may exact for it such compensation as not 25 
only to afford a comfortable subsistence, 
but wherewith to provide for a cessation from 
labor in old age. Every one, by his prop- 
erty, or by his satisfactory situation, is 
interested in the support of law and order. 30 
And such men may safely and advanta- 
geously reserve to themselves a wholesome 
control over their public affairs, and a degree 
of freedom, which, in the hands of the 
canaille of the cities of Europe, would be in- 35 
stantly perverted to the demolition and de- 
struction of everything public and private. 
The history of the last twenty-five years of 
France, and of the last forty years in Amer- 
ica, nay of its last two hundred years, proves 40 
the truth of both parts of this observadon. 

But even in Europe a change has sensibly 
taken place in the mind of man. Science 
had liberated the ideas of those who read 
and reflect, and the American example had 45 
kindled feelings of right in the people. An 
insurrection has consequently begun, of 
science, talents, and courage, against rank 
and birth, which have fallen into contempt. 

It has failed in its first effort, because the 50 
mobs of the cities, the instrument used for 
its accomplishment, debased by ignorance. 


:fferson 

poverty and vice, could not be restrained 
to rational action. But the world will 
recover from the panic of this first catas- 
trophe. Science is progressive and talents 
and enterprise on the alert. Resort may 
be had to the people of the cormtry a more 
governable pow’er from their principles and 
subordination; and rank and birth and 
tinsel-aristocracy will finally shrink into 
insignificance even there. This, however, 
we have no right to meddle with. It suffices 
for us, if the moral and physical condition 
of our own citizens qualifies them to select 
the able and good for the direction of their 
government, with a recurrence of elections 
at such short periods as will enable them to 
displace an unfaithful servant, before the 
mischief he meditates may be irremediable. 

I have thus stated my opinion on a point 
on which we differ, not with a view to con- 
troversy, for we are both too old to change 
opinions which are the result of a long life 
of inquiry and reflection; but on the sug- 
gestions of a former letter of yours, that we 
ought not to die before we have explained 
ourselves to each other. We acted in per- 
fect harmony, through a long and perilous 
contest for our liberty and independence. 
A constitution has been acquired, which, 
though neither of us thinks perfect, yet both 
consider as competent to render our fellow 
citizens the happiest and the securest on 
whom the sun has ever shone. If we do not 
think exactly alike as to its imperfections, it 
matters little to our country, which, after 
devoting to it long lives of disinterested 
labor, we have delivered over to our suc- 
cessors in life, who will be able to take care 
of it and of themselves. 

Of the pamphlet on aristocracy which has 
been sent to you, or who may be its author, 
I have heard nothing but through your 
letter. If the person you suspect, it may be 
known from the quaint, mystical, and hyper- 
bolical ideas, involved in affected new- 
fangled and pedantic terms which stamp his 
writings. Whatever it be, I hope your quiet 
is not to be affected at this day by the rude- 
ness or intemjDerance of scribblers; but that 
you may continue in tranquillity to live and 
to rejoice in the prosperity of our country, 
until it shall be your own wish to take your 
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seat among the aristoi who have gone before 
you. Ever and affectionately yours. 

[To John Adams] 

[Portrait of Washington^ 

Monticello, January 2 , 1814 . 

* * * I think I knew General Washington 
intimately and thoroughly; and were I 
called on to delineate his character, it should 
be in terms like these. 

His mind was great and powerful, without 
being of the very first order; his penetration 
strong, though not so acute as that of a 
Newton, Bacon, or Locke; and as far as he 
saw, no judgment was ever sounder. It was 
slow in operation, being little aided by in- 
vention or imagination, but sure in con- 
clusion. Hence the common remark of his 
officers, of the advantage he derived from 
councils of war, where hearing all sugges- 
tions, he selected whatever was best; and 
certainly no General ever planned his battles 
more judiciously. But if deranged during 
the course of the action, if any member of 
his plan was dislocated by sudden circum- 
stances, he was slow in re-adjustment. The 
consequence was, that he often failed in the 
held, and rarely against an enemy in station, 
as at Boston and York. He was incapable 
of fear, meeting personal dangers with the 
calmest unconcern. Perhaps the strongest 
feature in his character was prudence, never 
acting until every circumstance, every con- 
sideration, was maturely weighed; refrain- 
ing if he saw a doubt, but, when once decided, 
going through with his purpose, whatever 
obstacles opposed. His integrity was most 
pure, his justice the most inflexible I have 
ever known, no motives of interest or con- 
sanguinity, of friendship or hatred, being 
able to bias his decision. He was, indeed, 
in every sense of the words, a wise, a good, 
and a great man. His temper was naturally 
high toned; but reflection and resolution 
had obtained a firm and habitual ascendency 
over it. If ever, however, it broke its bonds, 
he was most tremendous in his wrath. In 
his expenses he was honorable, but exact; 
liberal in contributions to whatever promised 
utility; but frowming and unyielding on all 
visionary projects and all unworthy calls on 
his charity. His heart was not warm in its 


affections; but he exactly calculated every' 
man’s value, and gave him a solid esteem 
proportioned to it. His person, you know, 
was fine, his stature exaedy what one would 
5 wish, his deportment easy, erect and noble; 
the best horseman of his age, and the most 
graceful figure that could be seen on horse- 
back. Although in the circle of his friends, 
where he might be unreserved with safety, he 
10 took a free share in conversation, his collo- 
quial talents were not above mediocrity, pos- 
sessing neither copiousness of ideas, nor flu- 
ency of words. In public, when called on for 
a sudden opinion, he was unready, short and 
15 embarrassed. Yet he wrote readily, rather 
diffusely, in an easy and correct style. This 
he had acquired by conversation with the 
world, for his education was merely read- 
ing, writing, and common arithmetic, to 
20 which he added surveying at a later day. 
His time was employed in action chiefly, 
reading little, and that only in agriculture 
and English history. His correspondence 
became necessarily extensive, and, with 
25 journalizing his agricultural proceedings, 
occupied most of his leisure hours within 
doors. On the whole, his character was, 
in its mass, perfect, in nothing bad, in few 
points indifferent; and it may truly be said. 
30 that never did nature and fortune combine 
more perfectly to make a man great, and to 
place him in the same constellation with 
whatever worthies have merited from man 
an everlasting remembrance. For his was 
35 the singular destiny and merit, of leading 
the armies of his country successfully through 
an arduous war, for the establishment of its 
independence; of conducting its councils 
through the birth of a government, new in its 
40 forms and principles, until it had settled 
down into a quiet and orderly train; and of 
scrupulously obeying the laws through the 
whole of his career, ci\'il and military, of 
which the historv" of the \vorld furnishes no 
45 other example. * * * 

[To Dr. Walter Jones] 

[The Sage of Monticello as Deist] 

The deism of Jefferson seems to have been 
largely inspired by Newtonian science. “Placed 
alongside Newton,” he said, “every human char- 
acter must appear diminutive.” A moderate 
deist, especially in his later years, Jefferson was 
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much concerned to “save” Christianity, that is, 
to rescue the simple gospel of Jesus, as he con- 
cerned, from “the religion of the priests,” as the 
t\N 0 following letters indicate. 

Monticello, June 25, 1819. 

Your favor, Sir, of the 14th, has been duly 
received, and with it the book you were so 
kind as to forward to me. For this mark of 
attention, be pleased to accept my thanks. 
The science of the human mind is curious, 
but is one on which I have not indulged 
myself in much speculation. The times in 
which I have lived, and the scenes in which 
I have been engaged, have required me to 
keep the mind too much in action to have j 
leisure to study minutely its laws of action. 

I am therefore little qualified to give an 
opinion on the comparative worth of books 
on that subject, and little disposed to do it 
on any book. Yours has brought the science 2 
within a small compass, and that is a merit 
of the first order; and especially with one to 
whom the drudgery of letter-writing often 
denies the leisure of reading a single page in a 
week. On looking over the summary of the 2 
contents of your book, it does not seem likely 
to bring into collision any of those sectarian 
differences which you suppose may exist 
between us. In that branch of religion which 
regards the moralities of life, and the duties 3 
of a social being, which teaches us to love 
our neighbors as ourselves, and to do good 
to all men, I am sure that you and I do not 
differ. We probably differ on the dogmas of 
theology, the foundation of all sectarianism, 3 
and on which no two sects dream alike; for 
if they did they would then be of the same. 
You say you are a Calvinist. I am not. I 
am of a sect by myself, as far as I know. I 
am not a Jew, and therefore do not adopt 4 
their theology, which supposes the God of 
infinite justice to punish the sins of the fathers 
upon their children, unto the third and fourth 


No doctrines of His lead to schism. It is the 
speculations of crazy theologists which have 
made a Babel of a religion the most moral 
and sublime ever preached to man, and cal- 
5 culated to heal, and not to create differences. 
These religious animosities I impute to those 
who call themselves His ministers, and who 
engraft their casuistries on the stock of His 
simple precepts. I am sometimes more 
angry with them than is authorized by the 
blessed charities which He preaches. To 
yourself I pray the acceptance of my great 
respect. 

[To Ezra Stiles] 

Monticello, June 26, 1822. 

Dear Sir, — 

I have received and read with thankfulness 
and pleasure your denunciation of the abuses 
of tobacco and wine. Yet, however sound in 
its principles, I expect it will be but a sermon 
to the wind. You will find it is as difficult to 
inculcate these sanative precepts on the sen- 
sualities of the present day, as to convince 
5 an Athanasian that there is but one God. I 
wish success to both attempts, and am happy 
to learn from you that the latter, at least, is 
making progress, and the more rapidly in 
proportion as our Platonizing Christians 
o make more stir and noise about it. The 
doctrines of Jesus are simple, and tend all 
to the happiness of man. 

1. That there is one only God, and He all 
perfect. 

5 2 . That there is a future state of rewards 

and punishments. 

3. That to love God with all thy heart and 
thy neighbor as thyself is the sum of religion. 
These are the great points on which He en- 
0 deavored to reform the religion of the Jews. 
But compare with these the demoralizing 
dogmas of Calvin. 

1. That there are three Gods. 


generation; and the benevolent and sublime 
Reformer of that religion has told us only 
that God is good and perfect, but has not 
defined Him. I am, therefore, of His the- 
ology, believing that we have neither words 
nor ideas adequate to that definition. And 
if we could all, after this example, leave the 
subject as undefinable, we should ztll be of 
one sect, doers of good, and eschewers of evil. 


2 . That good works, or the love of our 
neighbor, are nothing. 

3. That faith is everything, and the more 
incomprehensible the proposition, the more 
merit in its faith. 

4. That reason in religion is of unlawful 
use. 

5. That God, from the beginning, elected 
certain individuals to be saved, and certain 
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others to be damned; and that no crimes 
of the former can damn them; no virtues of 
the latter save. 

Now, which of these is the true and chari- 
table Christian? He who believes and acts on 
the simple doctrines of Jesus? Or the im- 
pious dogmatists, as Athanasius and Calvin? 
Verily I say these are the false shepherds fore- 
told as to enter not by the door into the sheep- 
fold, but to climb up some other way. 
They are mere usurpers of the Christian 
name, teaching a counter-religion made up 
of the deliria of crazy imaginations, as foreign 
from Christianity as is that of Mahomet. 
Their blasphemies have driven thinking men 
into infidelity, who have too hastily rejected 
the supposed Author himself, with the hor- 
rors so falsely imputed to Him. Had the 
doctrines of Jesus been preached always as 
pure as they came from his lips, the whole 
civilized world would now have been Chris- 
tian. I rejoice that in this blessed country 
of free inquiry and belief, which has sur- 
rendered its creed and conscience to neither 
kings nor priests, the genuine doctrine of one 


only God is reviving, and I trust that there 
is not 2 l young man now living in the United 
States who will not die an Unitarian. 

But much I fear, that when this great truth 
5 shall be re-established, its votaries will fall 
into the fatal error of fabricating formulas of 
creed and confessions of faith, the engines 
which so soon destroyed the religion of Jesus, 
and made of Christendom a mere Aceldama; 
lo that they will give up morals for mysteries, 
and Jesus for Plato. How much wiser are the 
Quakers, who, agreeing in the fundamental 
doctrines of the gospel, schismatize about no 
mysteries, and, keeping within the pale of 
15 common sense, suffer no speculative differ- 
ences of opinion, any more than of feature, 
to impair the love of their brethren. Be 
this the wisdom of Unitarians, this the holy- 
mantle which shall cover within its charitable 
20 circumference all who believe in one God, 
and who love their neighbor ! I conclude my 
sermon with sincere assurances of my friendly 
esteem and respect. 

[To Benjamin Waterhouse] 

25 


Three Connecticut Wits 


John Trumbull (1750-1831) 


One of the most popular American poets before Longfellow was John Trumbull, 
foremost of the Connecticut Wits. He was bom in Waterbury, Connecticut, in the 
very middle of the eighteenth century. He passed the Yaile entrance examinations at 
the age of seven, entering the college six years later. After taking his degree, he served 
Yale as a tutor for two years. In 1772 he published The Progress of DulnesSy a satire in 
Hudibrastic verse on the educational system of the time. Having studied law in the 
Boston office of John Adams, he practised at New Haven and maintained at the same 
time his literary^ interests. In 1776 he published the first two cantos of a political 
poem, in 1782 the complete poem in four cantos: it was called APFingal and estab- 
lished his reputation winning through more than thirty editions. In 1781 TruinbuU 
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removed to Hartford and soon became closely associated with the little group of 
“wits.” But the times were not propitious for a sustained career in professional let- 
ters, nor, apparently, was Trumbull’s love of writing sufficiently ardent. At all events 
his legal and judicial activities more and more consumed his energies. The loss to 
American literature is not great. 

While the substance of his chief work, APFingal, was contemporary and American, 
the manner of writing owes an obvious debt to English writers of the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries. Trumbull himself did not relish the frequently voiced com- 
ment that his poem was merely an imitation of Butler’s Hudibras. “1 have rather 
proposed to myself,” he said, “Swift and Churchill as models in my Hudibrastic 
writings, than the author of Hudibras.” To these three models we may add others, 
especially Prior. 

Trumbull edited the two-volume edition of his Poetical HVAu, 1820 (reprinted by 
the Andiron Club in 1922 and 1927). The best study of the man and the poet is 
John Trumbull, Connecticut Wit, by Alexander Cowic, 1936, in which a full and read- 
able chapter is given to “M’Fingal, Comic Libretto of the Revolution.” 

On the coterie of which Trumbull was a member, see Leon Howard, The Con- 
necticut Wits, 1942, and the introduction in the useful volume of selections from The 
Connecticut Wits edited by V. L. Farrington, 1926. 


From Essay on the Fine Arts 

(1770) 

[ The Future of American Literature] 

For pleasing Arts behold her matchless 
charms 

The first in letters, as the first in arms. 

See bolder genius quit the narrow shore. 

And realms of science, yet untraced, explore. 
Hiding in brightness of superior day, 5 

The fainting gleam of Europe’s setting ray. 

Sublime the Muse shall lift her eagle wing; 
Of heavenly themes the sacred bards sheJl 
sing. 

Tell how the best Redeemer, man to save. 
Thro’ the deep mansions of the gloomy 
grave, lo 

Sought the low shades of night, then rising 
high 

Vanquish’d the powers of hell, and so 2 u:’d 
above the sky; 

Or paint the scenes of that funereal day, 
When earth’s laist fires shall mark their dread- 
ful way. 

In solemn pomp th’ eternal Judge descend. 
Doom the wide world and give to nature, 
end; i6 


Or ope heaven’s glories to th’ astonish’d eye, 
And bid their lays with lofty Milton vie; 

Or wake from nature’s themes the moral song, 
And shine with Pope, with Thomson and 
with Young. 20 

This land her Swift and Addison shall view 
The former honors equall’d by the new; 
Here shall some Shakespeare charm the rising 
age, 

And hold in magic chains the listening stage; 
A second Watts shall string the heavenly 
lyre, 25 

And other muses other bards inspire. * * * 

From The Progress of Dulness 

(1772-1773) 

[ Tom Brainless at College] 

Two years thus spent in gathering knowl- 
edge, 

The lad sets forth t’unlade at college, 

While down his sire and priest attend him, 
To introduce and recommend him; 

Or if detain’d, a letter’s sent 
Of much apocryphal content. 

To set him forth, how dull soever, 

As very leam’d and very clever; 
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A genius of the first emission, 

With burning love for erudition; lo 

So studious he’ll outwatch the moon 
And think the planets set too soon. 

He had but little time to fit in; 

Examination too must frighten. 

Depend upon’t he must do well, 15 

He knows much more than he can tell; 

Admit him, and in little space 
He’ll beat his rivals in the race; 

His father’s incomes are but small. 

He comes now, if he come at all. 20 

So said, so done, at college now 
He enters well, no matter how; 

New scenes awhile his fancy please. 

But all must yield to love of ease. 

In the same round condemn’d each day, 25 
To study, read, recite and pray; 

To make his hours of business double — 

He can’t endure th’ increasing trouble; 

And finds at length, as times grow pressing. 
All plagues are easier than his lesson. 30 
With sleejDy eyes and count’nance heavy. 
With much excuse of non paravi, 

Much absence, tardes and egi esses, 

The college-evil on him seizes. 

Then ev’ry book, which ought lo please, 35 
Stirs up the seeds of dire disease; 

Greek spoils his eyes, the print’s so fine. 
Grown dim with study, or with wine; 

Of Tully’s Latin much afraid. 

Each page, he calls the doctor’s aid; 40 

While geometry, with lines so crooked. 
Sprains all his wits to overlook it. 

His sickness puts on every name 
Its cause and uses still the same; 

’Tis tooth-ache, cholic, gout or stone, 45 
With phases various as the moon; 

But though through all the body spread. 

Still makes its cap’tal seat, the head. 

In all diseases, ’tis expected. 

The weakest parts be most infected. 50 

[Tom Brainless Seeks a ^Vife] 

Tom Brainless, at the close of last year, 
Had been six years a rev’rend Pastor, 

And now^ resolved, to smooth his life, 

To seek the blessing of a wife. 

His brethren saw his amorous temper, S 
And recommended fair Miss Simper, 

Who, fond, they heard, of sacred truth. 


Had left her levities of youth, 

Grown fit for ministerial union. 

And grave, as Christian’s wife in Bunyan. 10 
On this he rigg’d him in his best, 

And got his old grey wig new dress’d. 

Fix’d on his suit of sable stuffs. 

And brush’d the powder from the cuffs, 

With black silk stockings, yet in being, 15 
The same he took his first degree in; 

Procured a horse of breed from Europe, 

And learn’d to mount him by the stirrup, 
And set forth fierce to court the maid; 

His white-hair’d Deacon went for aid; 20 
And on the right, in solemn mode. 

The Reverend Mr. Brainless rode. 

Thus grave, the courtly pair advance, 

Like knight and squire in famed romance. 
The priest then bow’d in sober gesture, 25 
And all in scripture terms address’d her; 

He’d found, for reasons amply knowm, 

It was not good to be alone. 

And thought his duty led to trying 

The great command of multiplying; 30 

So with submission, by her leave. 

He’d come to look him out an Eve, 

And hoped, in pilgrimage of life, 

To find an helpmate in a wife, 

A wife discreet and fair withal 35 

To make amends for Adam’s fall. 

In short, the bargain finish’d soon, 

A reverend Doctor made them one. 

And now the joyful people rouse all 
To celebrate their priest’s espousal; 40 

And first, by kind agreement set. 

In case their priest a wife could get. 

The parish vote him five pounds clear, 
T’increase his salary every year. 

Then swift the tag-rag gentry come 45 

To welcome Madam Brainless home; 

Wish their good Parson joy; with pride 
In order round salute the bride; 

At home, at visits and at meetings, 

To Madam all avow precedence; 50 

Greet her at church with rev’rence due. 

And next the pulpit fix her pew. 

M’Fingal: Canto III 
[The Liberty-Pole\ 

[ 1782 ) 

Now warm wdth ministerial ire. 

Fierce sallied forth our loyal ’Squire, 
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And on his striding steps attends 
His desperate clan of Tory friends; 

When sudden met his wrathful eye • 

A pole ascending through the sky, 

Which numerous throngs of whiggish race 
\\ ere raising in the market-place; 

Not higher school-boys’ kites aspire, 

Or royal mast, or country spire; ic 

Like spears at Brobdingnagian tilting, 

Or Satan’s walking-staff in Milton. 

And on its top, the flag unfurl’d 
Wav’d triumph o’er the prostrate world, 
Inscrib’d wuth inconsistent types 15 

Of Liberty and thirteen stripes. 

Beneath, the crow’d without delay 
The dedication rites essay, 

And gladly pay, in ancient fashion. 

The ceremonies of libation; 20 

While briskly to each patriot lip 
\V alks eager round the inspiring flip: 
Delicious draught, whose powers inherit 
The quintessence of public spirit ! 

W hich whoso tastes, perceives his mind 25 
To nobler politics refin’d, 

Or rous’d for martial controversy. 

As from transforming cups of Circe; 

Or warm’d wath Homer’s nectar’d liquor. 
That fill’d the veins of gods with ichor. 30 
At hand for new supplies in store, 

The tavern opes its friendly door. 

Whence to and fro the waiters run. 

Like bucket-men at fires in town. 

Then with three shouts that tore the sky, 35 
’Tis consecrate to Liberty: 

To guard it from th’ attacks of Tories, 

A grand committee cull’d of four is, 

\Vho foremost on the patriot spot. 

Had bought the flip, and paid the shot. 40 
By this, M’Fingal with his train 
Advanc’d upon th’ adjacent plain, 

And full with loyalty possess’d, 

Pour’d forth the zeal, that fir’d his breast. 
“What madbrain’d rebel gave commission 45 
To raise this Maypole of sedition? 

Like Babel rear’d by bawling throngs, 

^Vith like confusion too of tongues, 

To point at heaven, and summon down 
The thunders of the British crown? 50 

Say, will this paltry pole secure 
Your forfeit heads from Gage’s power? 

Attack’d by heroes brave and crafty, 

Is this to stand your ark of safety? 


Or, driv’n by Scottish laird or laddie, 55 
Think ye to rest beneath its shadow? 

When bombs, like fiery serpents, fly, 

And balls move hissing through the sky. 

Will this vile pole, devote to freedom, 

Sav’c like the Jewish pole in Edom, 60 

Or like the brazen snake of Moses, 

Cure your crackt skulls and batter’d noses? 
Ye dupes to every factious rogue. 

Or tavern-prating demagogue, 

Whose longue but rings, with sound more 
lull, 6s 

On th’ empty drumhead of his skull, 

Behold you not what noisy fools 
Use >011, worse simpletons, for tools? 

For Liberty, in your own by-sense, 

Is but for crimes a patent license; 70 

To break of law th’ Egyptian yoke. 

And throw the world in common stock, 
Reduce all grievances and ills 
To Magna Charia of your wills. 

Establish cheats and frauds and nonsense, 75 
Fram’d by the model of your conscience. 

Cry justice down, as out of fashion. 

And fix its scale of depreciation, 

Defv all creditors to trou})le ye, 

And keep new years of Jewish jubilee; 80 
Drive judges out, like Aaron’s calves. 

By jurisdiction of white staves, 

And make the bar and bench and steeple, 
Submit t’ our Sovereign Lord, The People, 

By plunder rise to power and glory, 85 

And brand all property as Tory; 

Expose all wares to lawful seizures 
By mobbers or monopolizers; 

Break heads, and windows, and the peace. 

For your own interest and increase; 90 

Dispute, and pray, and fight, and groan. 

For public good, and mean your own; 

Prevent the laws, by fierce attacks, 

PVom quitting scores upon your backs; 

Lay your old dread, the gallows, low', 95 
And seize the stocks, your ancient foe; 

And turn them as convenient engines 
To wreak your patriotic vengeance: 

While all, your rights who understand. 

Confess them in their owner’s hand : 100 

And when by clamours and confusions, 

Your freedom’s grown a public nuisance. 

Cry ‘Liberty,’ with powerful yearning. 

As he does, ‘Fire!’ whose house is burning, 
Tho’ he already has much more 105 
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Than he can find occasion for. 

While every clown, that tills the plains, 

Tho’ bankrupt in estate and brains, 

By this new light transform’d to traitor, 
Forsakes his plough to turn dictator, no 
Starts an haranguing chief of Whigs, 

And drags you by the ears, like pigs. 

All bluster, arm’d with factious licence, 
New-born at once to politicians; 

Each Jcather-apron’d dunce, grown wise, 115 
Presents his forward face t’ advise; 

And^ tatter’d legislators meet 

From every workshop through the street; 

Flis goose the tailor finds new use in. 

To patch and turn the Constitution; 120 
The blacksmith comes with sledge and grate. 
To iron-bind the wheels of state; 

The quack forbears his patients’ souse. 

To purge the Council and the House; 

The tinker quits his moulds and doxies, 125 
To cast assembly-men and proxies. 

From dunghills deep of blackest hue. 

Your dirtbred patriots spring to view, 

To wealth, and power, and honors rise. 

Like new-wing’d maggots chang’d to flies; 130 
And Buttering round in high parade. 

Strut in the robe, or gay cockade. 

Sec Arnold quits, lor ways more certain, 

Flis bankrufjt perj’ries for his fortune. 

Brews rum no longer in his store, 135 

Jockey and skipper now no more; 

Forsakes his warehouses and docks, 

And writs of slander for the pox; 

And cleansed by patriotism from shame, 
Grows General of the foremost name. 140 
For in this ferment of the stream, 

The dregs have \Nork’d up to the brim, 

And, by the rule of topsy-turveys. 

The scum stands foaming on the surface. 
You’ve caus’d your pyramid t’ ascend, 14s 
And set it on the little end; 

Like Hudibras, your empire’s made. 

Whose crupper had o’ertopped his head; 
You’ve push'd and turn'd the whole world 
up- 
side down, and got yourselves a-top: 150 

While all the great ones of your state. 

Arc crush’d beneath the popular weight; 

Nor can you boast, this present hour, 

The shadow of the form of power. 

For what’s your Congress, or its end? 15s 
A power t’ advise and r<“rommend: 


To call forth troops adjust your quotas — 
And yet no soul is bound to notice; 

To pawn your faith to th’ utmost limit, 

But cannot bind you to redeem it; 160 

And, when in want, no more in them lies 
Than begging of your State- Assemblies; 

Can utter oracles of dread. 

Like friar Bacon’s brazen head; 

But when a faction dares dispute ’em, 165 
Has ne’er an arm to execute ’em. 

As though you chose supreme dictators. 

And put them under conservators; 

You’ve but pursued the self-same way. 

With Shakespeare’s Trinc’lo in the play, 170 
‘You shall be Viceroys here, ’tis true. 

But we’ll be Viceroys over you.’ 

What wild confusion hence must ensue, 

Tho’ common danger yet cements you ! 

So some wreck’d vessel, all in shatters, 175 
Is held up by surrounding waters; 

But, stranded, when the pressure ceases, 

Falls by its rottenness to pieces: 

And fall it must — if wars were ended, 

You’ll ne’er have sense enough to mend it: 180 
But creeping on by low intrigues, 

Like vermin of a hundred legs, 

’Twill find as short a life assign’d, 

As all things else of reptile kind. 

Your Commonwealth’s a common harlot, 185 
The property of every varlet; 

Which now in taste, and full employ. 

All sorts admire, as all enjoy: 

But soon a batter’d strumpet grown. 

You’ll curse and drum her out of town. 190 
Such is the government you chose; 

For this you bade the world be foes; 

For this, so mark’d for dissolution. 

You scorn the British Constitution, 

That constitution form’d by sages, 195 

The wonder of all modern ages; 

Which owns no failure in reality, 

Except corruption and venality; 

And merely proves the adage just, 

That best things spoil’d corrupt to worst: 200 
So man supreme in earthly station, 

And mighty lord of this creation, 

When once his corse is dead as herring. 
Becomes the most offensive carrion. 

And sooner breeds the plague, ’tis found, 205 
Than all beasts rotting on the ground. 

Yet with republics to dismay us. 

You’ve call’d up Anarchy from chaos, 
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With all the followers of her school, 

Uproar and Rage and wild Misrule I 210 
For whom this rout of Whigs distracted, 

.\rid ravings dire of every crack’d head; 
These new-cast legislative engines 
Of County-meetings and Conventions; 
Committees vile of correspondence, 215 

And mobs, whose tricks have almost un- 
done’s: 

While reason fails to check your course, 

And Loyalty’s kick’d out of doors. 

And Folly, like inviting landlord, 

Hoists on your poles her royal standard; 22c 
While the king’s friends, in doleful dumps. 
Have worn their courage to the stumps, 

And leaving George in sad disaster. 

Most sinfully deny their master. 

What furies raged when you, in sea, 225 
In shape of Indians, drown’d the tea; 

When your gay sparks, fatigued to watch it, 
Assumed the moggison and hatchet, 

With wampum’d blankets hid their laces, 

And like their sweethearts, primed their 
faces: 230 

While not a red-coat dared oppose. 

And scarce a Tory show’d his nose; 

While Hutchinson, for sure retreat, 
Manoeuvred to his country seat. 

And thence affrighted, in the suds, 235 

Stole off bareheaded through the woods. 

“Have you not roused your mobs to join, 
And make Mandamus-men resign, 

Call’d forth each duffil-drest curmudgeon, 
^Vith dirty trousers and white bludgeon, 240 
Forced all our Councils through the land, 

To yield their necks at your command; 
fVhile paleness marks their late disgraces. 
Through 2 l 11 their rueful length of faces? 

“Have you not caused as woeful work 245 
In our good city of New- York, 

When all the rabble, well cockaded. 

In triumph through the streets paraded. 

And mobb’d the Tories, scared their spouses, 
And ransack’d all the custom-houses; 250 
Made such a tumult, bluster, jarring. 

That mid the clash of tempests warring, 
Smith’s weather-cock, in veers forlorn, 

Gould hardly tell which w ay to turn? 

Bum’d effigies of higher powers, 255 

Contrived in planetary hours; 

As witches with clay-images 
Destroy or torture whom they please: 


Till fired with rage, th’ ungrateful club 
Spared not your best friend, Beelzebub, 260 
O'erlook’d his favors, and forgot 
The reverence due his clov^en foot, 

And in the selfsame furnace frying, 

Stew’d him, and North and Bute and Tryon? 
Did you not, in as vile and shallow way, 265 
Fright our poor Philadelphian, Galloway, 
Your Congress, when the loyal ribald 
Belied, berated and bescnbbled? 

What ropes and halters did you send, 

Terrific emblems of his end, 270 

Till, least lie’d hang in more than effigy, 

Fled in a fog the trembling refugee? 

Now 1 ising in progression fatal, 

Have you not ventured to give battle? 

When Treason chaced our heroes trou- 
bled, 375 

With rusty gun, and leathern doublet; 

Turn’d all stone-walls and groves and 
bushes, 

To batteries arm’d with blunderbusses; 

And with deep wounds that fate portend, 
Gaul’d many a Briton’s latter end; 280 

Drove them to Boston, as in jail. 

Confined without mainprize or bail. 

Were not these deeds enough betimes, 

To heap the measure of your crimes: 

But in this loyal town and dwelling, 285 
You raise these ensigns of rebellion? 

’Tis done! fair Mercy shuts her door; 

And Vengeance now shall sleep no more. 
Rise, then, my friends, in terror rise, 

And wipe this scandal from the skies! 290 
You’ll see their Dagon, tho’ well jointed, 

Will sink before the Lord’s anointed, 

And like Old Jericho’s proud wall, 

Before our ram’s horns prostrate fall.” 

This said, our ’Squire, yet undismay’d, 295 
Call’d forth the constable to aid; 

And bade him read, in nearer station. 

The riot-act and proclamation; 

He swift, advancing to the ring. 

Began, “Our Sovereign Lord the King” — 
When thousand clam’rous tongues he hears 
And clubs and stones assail his ears. 302 
To fly was vain, to fight was idle. 

By foes encompass’d in the middle: 

His hope in stratagems he found, 305 

And fell right craftily to ground: 

Then crept to seek an hiding place, 

’Twas all he could, beneath a brace; 
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Where soon the conqu’ring crew espy’d him, 
And where he lurk’d, they caught and ty’d 
him. 310 

At once with resolution fatal, 

Both Whigs and Tories rush’d to battle: 
Instead of weapons, either band 
Seiz’d on such arms, as came to hand. 

And as fam’d Ovid paints th’ adventures 315 
Of wrangling Lapithae and Centaurs, 

Who at their feast, by Bacchus led. 

Threw bottles at each other’s head, 

And these arms failing in their scuffles, 
Attack’d with andirons, tongs, and shovels. 

So clubs and billets, staves and stones 321 
Met fierce, encount’ring every sconce. 

And cover’d o’er with knobs and pains 
Each void receptacle for brains; 

Their clamours rend the skies around, 325 
The hills rebellow to the sound: 

And many a groan increas’d the din 
From batter’d nose and broken shin. 
M’Fingal, rising at the word. 

Drew forth his old militia sword; 330 

Thrice cry’d “King George,” as erst in dis- 
tress, 

Knights of romance invoked a mistress, 

And brandishing the blade in air, 

Struck terror through th’ opposing war. 

The Whigs, unsafe within the wind 335 

Of such commotion, shrunk behind. 

With whirling steel around address’d, 

Fierce thro’ their thickest throng he press’d. 
(Who roll’d on either side in arch. 

Like Red-Sea waves in Israel’s march) 340 
And like a meteor rushing through, 

Struck on their pole a vengeful blow. 
Around, the Whigs, of clubs and stones 
Discharged whole vollies, in platoons. 

That o’er in whistling fur)" fly; 345 

But not a foe dares venture nigh. 

And now perhaps with glory crown’d 
Our ’Sqtiire had fell’d the pole to ground. 
Had not some Pow’r, a whig at heart, 
Descended down and took their part; 350 
(Whether ’twere Pallas, Mars, or Iris, 

’Tis scarce worth while to make inquiries) 
Who at the nick of time alarming, 

Assumed the graven form of chairman. 
Address’d a Whig, in ev’rv' scene 355 

The stoutest wrestler on the green. 

And pointed where the spade was found. 
Late used to set their pole in ground, 


And urg’d, with equal arms and might. 

To dare our ’Squire to single fight. 360 

The Whig thus arm’d, untaught to yield. 
Advanced tremendous to the field, 

Nor did M’Fingal shun the foe, 

But stood to brave the desp’rate blow; 

While all the party gaz’d, suspended 365 
To see the deadly combat ended; 

And Jove in equal balance weigh’d 
The sword against the brandish’d spade. 

He weigh’d; but lighter than a dream, 

The sword flew up, and kick’d the beam. 370 
Our ’Squire on tiptoe rising fair 
Lifts high a noble stroke in air, 

Which hung not, but like dreadful engines, 
Descended on his foe in vengeance. 

But ah ! in danger, with dishonour 3 75 

The sword, perfidious, fails its owner; 

That sword, which oft had stood its ground. 
By huge trainbands encircled round; 

And on the bench, with blade right loyal, 
Had won the day at many a trial, 380 

Of stones and clubs had braved th’ alarms. 
Shrunk from these new Vulcanian arms. 

The spade, so temper’d from the sledge, 

Nor keen nor solid harm’d its edge. 

Now met it from his arm of might, 385 

Descending with steep force to smite; 

The blade snapp’d short — and from his 
hand, 

With rust embrown’d the glittering sand. 
Swift turn’d M’Fingal at the view. 

And call’d to aid th’ attendant crew, 3 qo 
I n vain: The Tories all had run. 

When scarce the fight was well begun; 

Their setting wigs he saw decreas’d 
Far in th’ horizon tow’rd the west. 

Amazed, he view’d the shameful sight, 395 
And saw no refuge, but in flight: 

But age unwieldy check’d his pace, 

Tho’ fear had wing’d his flying race; 

For not a trifling prize at stake; 

No less than great M’Fingal’s back. 400 

With legs and arms he work’d his course, 
Like rider that outgoes his horse, 

And labour’d hard to get away, as 
Old Satan struggling on thro’ chaos; 

’Till looking back, he spy’d in rear 405 

The spade-arm’d chief adv^anc’d too near: 
Then stopp’d and seized a stone that lay 
An ancient landmark near the way; 

Nor shall we, as old bards have done. 



JOHN TRUMBULL 


245 


Affirm it weigh’d an hundred ton; 410 

But such a stone as at a shift 
A modem might suffice to lift, 

Since men, to credit their enigmas. 

Are dwindled down to dwarfs and pigmies. 
And giants exiled with their cronies 41s 
To Brobdingnags and Patagonias. 

But while our Hero turn’d him round, 

And tugg’d to raise it from the ground. 

The deadly spade discharged a blow 
Tremendous on his rear below: 420 

His bent knee fail’d, and void of strength 
Stretch’d on the ground his manly length. 
Like ancient oak o’erturn’d, he lay, 

Or tower to tempests fall’n a prey. 

Or mountain sunk with all his pines, 42^ 
Or flow’r, the plow to dust consigns, 

And more things else — but all men know 
’em, 

If slightly versed in epic poem. 

At once the crew at this dread crisis, 

Fall on and bind him ere he rises; 430 

And with loud shouts and joyful soul 
Conduct him prisoner to the pole. 

When now the mob in lucky hour 
Had got their en’mies in their pow’r. 

They first proceed, by grave command, 435 
To take the constable in hand; 

Then from the pole’s sublimest top 
The active crew let down the rope. 

At once its other end in haste bind. 

And make it fast upon his waistband, 440 
Till like the earth, as stretch’d on tenter. 

He hung self-balanc’d on his center. 

Then upwards, all hands hoisting sail, 

They swung him like a keg of ale. 

Till to the pinnacle in height, 445 

He vaulted, like balloon or kite. 

As Socrates of old at first did. 

To aid philosophy, get hoisted, 

And found his thoughts flow strangely 
clear. 

Swung in a basket in mid air: 450 

Our culprit thus, in purer sky. 

With like advantage rais’d his eye; 

And looking forth in prospect wide, 

His Tory errors clearly spy’d. 

And from his elevated station, 455 

With bawling voice began addressing: 

“Good gentlemen, and friends, and kin, 

For heaven’s sake hear, if not for mine ! 

I here renounce the Pope, the Turks, 


The King, the Devil, and all their works; 460 
And will, set me but once at ease, 

Turn Whig or Christian, what you please; 
And always mind your laws as justly, 

Should I live long as old Methus’lah, 

ril never join in British rage, 465 

Nor help Lord North, nor Gen’ral Gage, 

Nor lift my gun in future fights, 

Nor take away your charter’d rights. 

Nor overcome your new-rais’d levies. 

Destroy your towns, nor bum your navies, 470 
Nor cut your poles down while I’ve breath, 
Tho’ rais’d more thick than hatchcl- teeth; 
But leave King George and all his elves 
To do their conqu’ring work themselves.” 
This said, they lower’d him down in 
state, 475 

Spread at all points, like falling cat; 

But took a vote first on the question. 

That they’d accept this full confession, 

And to their fellowship and favour, 

Restore him on his good behaviour. 480 

Not so, our ’Squire submits to rule. 

But stood heroic as a mule. 

“You’ll find it all in vain,” quoth he. 

“To play your rebel tricks on me. 

All punishments the world can render, 485 
Serve only to provoke th’ offender; 

The will gains strength from treatment hor- 
rid, 

As hides grow harder when they’re curried. 
No man e’er felt the halter draw. 

With good opinion of the law; 490 

Or held in method orthodox 
His love of justice in the stocks; 

Or fail’d to lose by sherifTs shears 
At once his loyalty and ears. 

Have you made Murray look less big, 495 
Or smoked old Williams to a Whig? 

Did our mobb’d Ol’ver quit his station. 

Or heed his vows of resignation? 

Has Rivington, in dread of stripes. 

Ceas’d lying since you stole his types? 500 
And can you think my faith will alter. 

By tarring, whipping, or the halte“? 

I’ll stand the worst; for recompense 
I trust King George and Providence. 

And when with conquest gain’d, I come, 505 
Array’d in law and terror home. 

You’ll rue this inauspicious mom, 

And curse the day, when ye were bom, 

In Job’s high style of imprecations, 



246 


THE AGE 


OF REASON 


With all his plagues, without his patience.” 

Meanwhile beside the pole, the guard 511 
A Bench of Justice had prepar’d, 

Where sitting round in awful sort. 

The grand committee held their court; 

While all the crew, in silent awe, 515 

Wait from their lips the lore of law. 

Few moments with deliberation. 

They hold the solemn consultation, 

When soon in judgment all agree. 

And clerk declares the dread decree: 520 

“That ’Squire M’Fingal having grown 
The vilest Tory in the town. 

And now in full examination, 

Convicted by his own confession. 

Finding no tokens of repentance, 525 

This court proceeds to render sentence: 

That first the mob a slip-knot single 
Tie round the neck of said M’Fingal; 

And in due form do tar him next. 

And feather, as the law directs; 530 

Then thro’ the town attendant ride him. 

In cart with constable beside him. 

And having held him up to shame. 

Bring to the pole from whence he came.” 

Forthwith the crowd proceed to deck 53s 
With halter’d noose M’Fingal’s neck. 

While he, in peril of his soul. 

Stood ty’d half-hanging to the pole; 

Then lifting high the pond’rous jar, 

Pour’d o’er his head the smoking tar: 540 

With less profusion once was spread 
Oil on the Jewish monarch’s head. 

That down his beard and vestments ran. 

And cover’d all his outward man. 

As when (so Claudian sings) the gods 54s 
And earth-born giants fell at odds. 

The stout Enceladus in malice. 

Tore mountains up to throw at Pallas; 

And while he held them o’er his head, 

The river, from their fountains fed, 550 

Pour’d down his back its copious tide. 

And wore its channels in his hide: 

So from the high-rais’d urn, the torrents 
Spread down his side their various currents. 
His flowing wig, as next the brim, 555 

First met and drank the sable stream: 

Adown his visage stem and grave. 

Roll’d and adher’d the viscid wav^e: 

With arms depending as he stood. 

Each cuff capacious holds the flood: 560 

From nose and chin’s remotest end, 


The tarry icicles descend: 

Till all o’erspread with colours gay 
He glitter’d to the western ray, 

Like sleet-bound trees in wintry skies, 565 
Or Lapland idol carv’d in ice. 

And now the feather-bag display’d. 

Is wav’d in triumph o’er his head, 

And clouds him o’er with feathers missive 
And down upon the tar adhesive: 570 

Not Maia’s son, with wings for ears. 

Such plumes around his visage wears; 

Nor Milton’s six-wing’d angel gathers 
Such superfluity of feathers. 

Now all complete appears our ’Squire, 575 
Like Gorgon or Chimera dire; 

No more could boast, on Plato’s plan. 

To rank among the race of man, 

Or prove his claim to human nature, 

As a two-legg’d, unfeather’d creature. 580 
Then on the fatal cart, in state. 

They rais’d our grand Duumvirate; 

And as at Rome a like committee, 

Who found an owl within their city, 

With solemn rites and grave processions, 585 
At ev’ry shrine perform’d lustrations; 

And, lest infection might take place 
From such grim fowl with feather’d face. 

All Rome attends him thro’ the street. 

In triumph to his country seat: 590 

With like devotion, all the choir 
Paraded round our awful ’Squire; 

In front the martial music comes 
Of horns and fiddles, fifes and drums, 

With jingling sound of carriage bells, 595 
And treble creak of rusted wheels; 

Behind, the crowd in lengthen’d row. 

With proud procession clos’d the show; 

And at fit periods ev’ry throat 

Combin’d in universal shout, 600 

And hail’d great Liberty in chorus. 

Or bawl’d “confusion to the Tories.” 

Not louder storm the welkin braves. 

From clamours of conflicting waves; 

Less dire in Lybian wilds the noise, 605 

When rav’ning lions lift their voice; 

Or triumphs at town-meetings made, 

On passing votes to regulate trade. 

Thus having borne him round the town. 
Last at the pole they set him down, 610 
And to the tavern take their way. 

To end in mirth the festal day. 

And now the mob, dispers’d and gone, 
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Left ’Squire and constable alone. 

The constable with rueful face 615 

Lean’d sad and solemn o’er a brace, 

And fast beside him, cheek by jowl, 

Stuck ’Squire M’Fingal ’gainst the pole. 

Glued by the tar t’ his rear apply’d, 

Like barnacle on vesseLs side. 620 

But tho’ his body lack’d physician, 

His spirit was in worse condition. 

He found his fears of whips and ropes 
By many a drachm outweigh’d his hopes. 

As men in jail without mainprize, 625 

\uew everything with other eyes, 

And all goes wrong in church and state, 

Seen thro’ perspective of the grate: 

So now M’FingaPs second sight 

Beheld all things in gloomier light; 630 

His visual nerve, well purg’d with tar, 

Saw all the coming scenes of war. 

As his prophetic soul grew stronger, 

He found he could hold in no longer; 

First from the pole, as fierce he shook, 635 
His wig from pitchy durance broke, 

His mouth unglued, his feathers flutter’d, 

His tarr’d skirts crack’d, and thus he utter’d; 
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“Ah, Mr. Constable, in vain 
We strive ’gainst wind, and tide, and rain! 
Behold my doom! this feathery omen 641 
Portends what dismal times are coming. 

Now future scenes before my eyes. 

And second-sighted forms aiise: 

I hear a voice that calls away, 645 

And cries, ‘the Whigs will win the day.’ 

My beck’ning Genius gives command. 

And bids me fly the fatal land; 

Where, changing name and constitution. 
Rebellion turns to Revolution, 65 c 

While Loyalty oppress’d, in tears, 

Stands trembling for its neck and ears. 

Go. summon all our brethren greeting. 

To muster at our usual meeting. 

There my prophetic voice shall warn ’em; 655 
Of all things future that concern ’em; 

And scenes disclose, on which, my friend. 
Their conduct and their lives depend: 

There I — but first ’tis more of use, 

From this vile pole to set me loose; 660 

Then go with cautious steps and steady. 
While I steer home and make all ready.” 


Timothy Dwight (1751-1817) 


Timothy Dwight, one of Yale’s greatest presidents, was a grandson of Jonathan 
Edwards, and was born in Northampton, Massachusetts, the scene of Edwards’s 
great revivals. Dwight took his degree at Yale in 1769, and, with Trumbull, became 
a tutor there. Between 1 771 and 1774 he wrote a formidable and unreadable epic in 
heroic couplets. The Conquest of Canaan, an allegory based upon the wars of Joshua. 
This was not published until 1785. In 1777-78 he was a chaplain in the army. In 
1783 he became pastor of the church at Greenfield, Connecticut, where he was agree- 
ably associated with the “Wits” of New Haven and Hartford. In later years his pub- 
lications included a satirical poem. The Triumph of Infidelity, in which, as Calvinist and 
Federalist, he opposed deism and democracy, and Greenfield Hill, a descriptive and 
didactic poem, in the eighteenth century manner, amounting to 4300 lines. In 1795 
he was made president of Yale College. 

Dwight’s works are out of print, as perhaps they should be, and there is no recent 
biography. A good discussion may be found in M. C. Tyler’s Three Men of Letters, 
1895. For further selections sec V. L. Farrington’s The Connecticut Wits, 1926. 
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From The Triumph of Infidelity 

( 1788 ) 

[A Minister^ New Style] 

There smiled the smooth Divine, unused to 
wound 

The sinner’s heart with hell’s alarming sound. 
No terrors on his gentle tongue attend; 

No grating truths the nicest ear offend. 

That strange new-birth, that Methodistic 
grace, 5 

Nor in his heart nor sermons found a place. 
Plato’s fine tales he clumsily retold. 

Trite, fireside, moral seesaws, dull as old; 

His Christ and Bible placed at good remove, 
Guilt hell-deserving, and forgiving love. lo 
’Twas best, he said, mankind should cease to 
sin: 

Good fame required it; so did peace within. 
Their honors, well he knew, would ne’er be 
driven; 

But hoped they still would please to go to 
heaven. 

Each week he paid his visitation dues; 15 

Coaxed, jested, laughed; rehearsed the pri- 
vate news; 

Smoked with each goody, thought her cheese 
excelled; 

Her pipe he lighted, and her baby held. 

Or placed in some great town, with lacquered 
shoes. 

Trim wig, and trimmer gown, and glistening 
hose, 20 

He bowed, talked politics, learned manners 
mild. 

Most meekly questioned, and most smoothly 
smiled ; 

At rich men’s jests laughed loud, their stories 
praised ; 

Their wives’ new patterns gazed, and gazed, 
and gazed; 

Most daintily on pampered turkeys dined; 
Nor shrunk with fasting, nor with study 
pined: 26 

Yet from their churches saw his brethren 
driven, 

Who thundered truth, and spoke the voice of 
heaven. 

Chilled trembling guilt in Satan’s headlong 
path. 


Charmed the feet back, and roused the ear of 
death. 30 

“Let fools,” he cried, “starve on, while 
prudent I 

Snug in my nest shall live, and snug shall 
die.” 


From Greenfield Hill 
( 1794 ) 

This poem owes its plan to Denham’s Cooper's 
Hill^ but originated as an attempt to prove that 
America, as well as Europe, afforded poetic set- 
tings. From Greenfield Hill, Dwight gazes far 
over the beautiful country. In part two he de- 
scribes the flourishing village. Part three tells of 
the burning of Fairfield and part four of the de- 
struction of the Pecquods. The poem ends with 
solid advice to the villagers from a clergyman and 
from a farmer, and a “vision, or prospect of the 
Future Happiness of America.” 

In addition to Denham the poem shows the 
influence of such eighteenth century English poets 
as Pope, Thomson, Cowper, and Goldsmith 
(“Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain”). 

[Sweet Simplicity] 

Fair Verna! loveliest village of the west; 

Of every joy, and every charm, possess’d; 
How pleas'd amid thy varied walks I rove. 
Sweet, cheerful walks of innocence, and love, 
And o’er thy smiling prospects cast my 
eyes, 5 

And see the seats of peace, and pleasure, rise, 
And hear the voice of Industry resound. 

And mark the smile of Competence, around ! 
Hail, happy village ! O’er thy cheerful 
lawns. 

With earliest beauty, spring delighted 
dawns; 10 

The northward sun begins his vernal smile; 
The spring-bird carols o’er the cressy rill; 

The shower, that patters in the ruffled 
stream. 

The ploughboy’s voice, that chides the linger- 
ing team. 

The bee, industrious, with his busy song, 15 
The woodman’s axe, the distant groves 
among, 

The waggon, rattling down the rugged steep, 
The light wind, lulling every care to sleep, 

All these, with mingled music, from below, 
Deceive intruding sorrow, as I go. 20 
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How pleas’d, fond Recollection, with a 
smiie, 

Surv^eys the varied round of wintery toil! 
How pleas’d, amid the flowers, that scent 
the plain. 

Recalls the vanish’d frost, and sleeted rain; 
The chilling damp, the ice-endangering 
street, 25 

And treacherous earth that slump’d beneath 
the feet. 

Yet even stern winter’s glooms could joy 
inspire: 

Then social circles grac’d the nutwood fire; 
The axe resounded, at the sunny door; 

The swain, industrious, trirnm’d his flaxen 
store; 30 

Or thresh’d, with vigorous flail, the bounding 

wheat, 

His poultry round him pilfering for their 
meat; 

Or slid his firewood on the creaking snow; 

Or bore his produce to the main below; 

Or o’er his rich returns exulting laugh’d; 35 
Or pledg’d the healthful orchard’s sparkling 
draught: 

^Vhile, on his board, for friends and neigh- 
bours spread, 

The turkey smok’d, his busy housewife fed; 
And Hospitality look’d smiling round, 

And leisure told his tale, with gleeful 
sound. 40 

Then too, the rough road hid beneath the 
sleigh. 

The distant friend despis’d a length of way, 
And join’d the warm embrace, and mingling 
smile, 

And told of all his bliss, and all his toil; 

And, many a month elaps’d, was pleas’d to 
view 45 

How well the household far’d, the children 
grew; 

While tales of sympathy deceiv’d the hour, 
And sleep, amus’d, resign’d his wonted power. 

Yes! let the proud despise, the rich deride. 
These humble joys, to Competence allied: 50 
To me, they bloom, all fragrant to my heart, 
Nor ask the pomp of wealth, nor gloss of art. 
As a bird, in prison long confin’d, 


249 

Springs from his open’d cage, and mounts 
the wind, 

Thro’ fields of flowers, and fragrance, gaily 
flies, 55 

Or rc-assumes his birth-right, in the skies: 
Unprison’d thus from artificial joys, 

Where pomp fatigues, and fussful fasliion 
cloys, 

The soul, reviving, loves to wander free 
Thro’ native scenes of sweet simplicity; 60 
Thro’ Peace’ low vale, where Pleasure lingers 
long. 

And every songster tunes his sweetest song, 
And Zephyr hastes, to breathe his first per- 
fume. 

And Autumn stays, to drop his latest bloom; 
'Till grown mature, and gathering strength 
to roam, 65 

She lifts her lengthen’d wings, and seeks her 
home. 

But now the wintery glooms are vanish’d 
all; 

The lingering drift behind the shady wail; 
The dark-brown sjiots, that patch’d the 
snowy field; 

The surly frost, that every bud conceal’d; 70 
The rus.set veil, the way with slime o’er- 
spread. 

And all the saddening scenes of March are 
fled. 

Sweet-smiling village! loveliest of the hills! 
How green thy groves! How pure thy 
glassy rills! 

With what new joy, I walk thy verdant 
streets ! 75 

How often pause, to breathe thy gale of 
sweets; 

To mark thy well-built walls! thy budding 
fields! 

And every charm, that rural nature yields; 
And every joy, to Competence allied, 

And every good, that Virtue gains from 
Pride ! 80 

No griping landlord here alarms the door, 
To halve, for rent, the poor man’s little store. 
No haughty owner drives the humble swain 
To some far refuge from his dread domain; 
Nor wastes, upon his robe of useless pride, 85 
The wealth, which shivering thousands want 
beside; 

Nor in one palace sinks a hundred cots; 
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Nor in one manor drowns a thousand lots; 
Nor, on one table, spread for death and pain, 
Devours what would a village well sustain. 90 

O Competence, thou bless’d by Heaven’s 
decree, 

How well exchang’d is empty pride for thee! 
Oft to thy cot my feet delighted turn, 

To meet thy cheerful smile, at peep of mom; 
To join thy toils, that bid the earth look 
gay; 95 

To mark thy sports, that hail the eve of May; 
To see thy ruddy children, at thy board, 

And share thy temperate meal, and frugal 
hoard ; 

And every joy, by winning prattlers giv’n, 
And every earnest of a future Heaven. * * * 100 

[Church and School\ 

Beside yon church, that beams a modest 
ray. 

With tidy neatness reputably gay. 

When, mild and fair, as Eden’s seventh-day 
light, 

In silver silence, shines the Sabbath bright. 
In neat attire, the village household come, s 
And learn the path-way to the eternal home. 
Hail solemn ordinance! worthy of the Skies: 
When thousand richest blessings daily rise; 
Peace, order, cleanliness, and manners sweet, 
A sober mind, to rule submission meet, 10 
Enlarging knowledge, life from guilt refin’d, 
And love to God, and friendship to mankind. 
In the clear splendour of thy vernal morn, 
Ncw-quicken’d man to light, and life, is born; 
The desert of the mind with virtue blooms; 15 
Its flowers unfold, its fruits exhale perfumes, 
Proud guilt dissolves, beneath the searching 
ray. 


And low debasement, trembling, creeps 
away; 

Vice bites the dust; foul Error seeks her den: 
And God, descending, dwells anew with 
men. 2 c 

Where yonder humbler spire salutes the eye, 
Its vane slow turning in the liquid sky. 
Where, in light gambols, healthy striplings 
sport, 

Ambitious learning builds her outer court; 

A grave preceptor, there, her usher stands, 25 
And rules, without a rod, her little bands. 
Some half-grown sprigs of learning grac’d his 
brow: 

Little he knew, though much he wish’d to 
know, 

Inchanted hung o’er Virgil’s honey’d lay, 
And smiled, to see desipient Horace play; 30 
Glean’d scraps of Greek; and, curious, trac’d 
afar, 

Through Pope’s clear glass, the bright 
Maeonian star. 

Yet oft his students at his wisdom star’d. 

For many a student to his side repair’d. 
Surpriz’d, they heard him Dilworth’s knots 
untie, 35 

And tell, what lands beyond the Atlantic lie. 

Many his faults; his virtues small, and fev\ ; 
Some little good he did, or strove to do; 
Laborious still, he taught the early mind. 
And urg’d to manners meek, and thoughts 
refin’d; 40 

Truth he impress’d, and every virtue prais’d; 
While infant eyes, in wondering silence, gaz’d ; 
The worth of time would, day by day, unfold, 
And tell them, every hour was made of gold. 
Brown Industry he lov’d; and oft declar’d 45 
How hardly Sloth, in life’s sad evening, far’d. 

* :4c * it: :te ^ 


Joel Barlow (i754-i8il) 


Barlow was born in 1754 at Redding, Connecticut, the son of a farmer. Like 
Trumbull and Dwight, he graduated from Yale (in 1778), and served for a time as 
tutor there. In 1780 he joined the army as chaplain, and subsequently settled in 
Hartford as lawyer, editor, and poet. His pretentious poem. The Vision of Columbus, 
published in 1787, was liighly admired in its day. It is know*n that Washington sub- 
scribed for twenty copies, and when, in 1788, Barlow went to France as agent of the 
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Scioto land company, he bore this glowing letter from Washington to Lafayette: “Mr. 
Barlow is considered by those who are good judges to be a genius of the first magni- 
tude; and to be one of those Bards who hold the key of the gates by which Patriots, 
Sages, and Heroes are admitted to immortality.” 

The judges were WTong. Barlow is not remembered for The Vision of Columbus, nor 
for the Columbiad, an epic of 8350 lines into which he expanded it in 1 807. Such fame 
as he has rests on a mock epic, The Hasty Pudding, 1792, which was inspired by mem- 
ories of New England when he found before him on the table of an inn at Chamb 6 ry 
a bowl oi polenta, boiled Indian meal ^or hasty pudding). 

Barlow had gone to Cham be ry to stand as a delegate from Savoy to the French 
national convention — he had already been made a citizen of France. He was de- 
feated, served as consul to Algiers from 1795 until 1805, and as minister to France 
from 1811 until his death the following year. 

Three Men of Letters, 1895, by M. C. Tyler contains a good study of Barlow. The 
standard biography is Life and Letters of Joel Barlow, 1 886, by C. B. Todd. Portions of 
Barlow’s works are reprinted in Farrington’s The Connecticut Wits. 


The Hasty Pudding 
{1792-93) 

CANTO I 

Ye Alps audacious, through the heavens 
that rise, 

To cramp the day and hide me from the 
skies; 

Ye Gallic flags, that o’er their heights un- 
furled. 

Bear death to kings and freedom to the 
world, 

I sing not you. A softer theme I choose, 5 
A virgin theme, unconscious of the muse, 

But fruitful, rich, well suited to inspire 
The purest frenzy of poetic fire. 

Despise it not, ye bards to terror steeled, 
Who hurl your thunders round the epic 
field; 10 

Nor ye who strain your midnight throats to 
sing 

Joys that the vineyard and the stillhouse 
bring; 

Or on some distant fair your notes employ. 
And speak of raptures that you ne’er enjoy. 

I sing the sweets I know, the charms I feel, 15 
My morning incense, and my evening 
meal, — 

The sweets of Hasty Pudding. Come, dear 
bowl, 

Glide o’er my palate, and inspire my soul. 
The milk beside thee, smoking from the kine, 


Its substance mingled, married in with 
thine, 20 

Shall cool and temper thy superior heat, 

And save the pains of blowing while I eat. 
Oh! could the smooth, the emblematic 
song 

Flow like the genial juices o’er my tongue, 
Could those mild morsels in my numbers 
chime, 25 

And, as they roll in substance, roll in rime, 
No more thy awkward, unpoetic name 
Should shun the muse or prejudice thy fame; 
But rising grateful to the accustomed ear, 

All bards should catch it, and all realms 
revere ! 30 

Assist me first with pious toil to trace 
Through wrecks of time, thy lineage and thy 
race; 

Declare what lovely squaw, in days of yore, 
(Ere great Columbus sought thy native 
shore) 

First gave thee to the world; her works of 
fame 35 

Have lived indeed, but lived without a name. 
Some tawny Ceres, goddess of her days. 
First learned with stones to crack the well- 
dried maize. 

Through the rough sieve to shake the golden 
shower, 

In boiling water stir the yellow flour: 40 

The yellow flour, bestrewed and stirred with 
haste, 

Swells in the flood and thickens to a paste, 
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Then puffs and wallops, rises to the brim, 
Drinks the dry knobs that on the surface 
swim; 

The knobs at last the busy ladle breaks, 45 
And the whole mass its true consistence 
takes. 

Could but her sacred name, unknown so 
long, 

Rise, like her labors, to the son of song. 

To her, to them Td consecrate my lays. 

And blow her pudding with the breath of 
praise. 50 

If ’twas Oella whom I sang before, 

I here ascribe her one great virtue more. 

Not through the rich Peruvian realms alone 
The fame of Sol’s sweet daughter should be 
known. 

But o’er the world’s wide climes should live 
secure, 55 

Far as his rays extend, as long as they endure. 

Dear Hasty Pudding, what unpromised 

joy 

F.xpands my heart, to meet thee in Savoy! 
Doomed o’er the world through devious 
paths to roam. 

Each clime my country, and each house my 
home, 60 

My soul is soothed, my cares have found an 
end; 

I greet my long-lost, unforgotten friend. 

For thee through Paris, that corrupted 
town. 

How long in vain I wandered up and dowm. 
Where shameless Bacchus, w'ith his drench- 
ing hoard, 65 

Cold from his cave usurps the morning 
board . 

London is lost in smoke and steeped in tea; 
No Yankee there can lisp the name of thee; 
The uncouth word, a libel on the town. 
Would call a proclamation from the crowm. 70 
For climes oblique, that fear the sun’s full 
rays, 

Chilled in their fogs, exclude the generous 
maize; 

A grain whose rich, luxuriant growth requires 
Short, gentle show'crs, and bright, ethereal 
fires. 

But here, though distant from our native 
shore, 75 

With mutual glee, we meet and laugh once 
more. 


The same 1 I know thee by that yellow face. 
That strong complexion of true Indian race. 
Which time can never change, nor soil im- 
pair. 

Nor Alpine snows, nor Turkey’s morbid 
air; 80 

For endless years, through every mild do- 
main. 

Where grows the maize, there thou art sure 
to reign. 

But man, more fickle, the bold licence 
claims. 

In different realms to give thee different 
names. 84 

Thee the soft nations round the warm Levant 
Polanta call; the French, of course, Polante. 
E’en in thy native regions, how I blush 
To hear the Pennsylvanians call thee Mush! 
On Hudson’s banks, while men of Belgic 
spawn 

Insult and eat thee by the name Suppawn. 90 
All spurious appellations, void of truth; 

I’ve better known thee from my earliest 
youth: 

Thy name is Hasty Pudding! thus my sire 
Was wont to greet thee fuming from his fire; 
And while he argued in thy just defense 95 
With logic clear he thus explained the sense: 
“In haste the boiling caldron, o’er the blaze. 
Receives and cooks the ready pow^dered 
maize; 

In haste ’tis served, and then in equal haste. 
With cooling milk, we make the sweet re- 
past. 100 

No carving to be done, no knife to grate 
The tender ear and wound the stony plate; 
But the smooth spoon, just fitted to the lip. 
And taught with art the yielding mass to dip, 
By frequent journeys to the bowl well stored. 
Performs the hasty honors of the board.” 106 
Such is thy name, significant and clear, 

A name, a sound to every Yankee dear, 

But most to me, whose heart and palate 
chaste 

Preserve my pure, hereditary taste. no 

There are who strive to stamp with dis- 
repute 

The luscious food, because it feeds the brute; 
In tropes of high-strained wit, while gaudy 
prigs 

Compare thy nursling, man, to pamp>ered 

pigs; 
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With sovereign scorn I treat the vulgar 
jest, 1 15 

Nor fear to share thy bounties with the 
beast. 

What though the generous cow gives me to 
quaff 

The milk nutritious; am I then a calf? 

Or can the genius of the noisy swine, 

Though nursed on pudding, thence lay claim 
to mine? 120 

Sure the sweet song I fashion to thy praise, 
Runs more melodious than the notes they 
raise. 

My song, resounding in its grateful glee, 

No merit claims: I praise myself in thee. 

My father loved thee through his length of 
days! 125 

For thee his fields were shaded o’er with 
maize; 

From thee what health, what vigor he pos- 
sessed, 

Ten sturdy freemen from his loins attest; 

Thy constellation ruled my natal morn, 

And all my bones were made of Indian 
corn. 130 

Delicious grain, whatever form it take. 

To roast or boil, to smother or to bake, 

In every dish ’tis welcome still to me. 

But most, my Hasty Pudding, most in thee. 

Let the green succotash with thee con- 
tend; 13s 

Let beans and corn their sweetest juices 
blend; 

Let butter drench them in its yellow tide. 

And a long slice of bacon grace their side; 
Not all the plate, how famed soe’er it be. 

Can please my palate like a bowl of thee. 140 
Some talk of hoe-cake, fair Virginia’s pride I 
Rich johnny-cake this mouth has often tried; 
Both please me well, their virtues much the 
same. 

Alike their fabric, as allied their fame, 

Except in dear New England, where the 
last 145 

Receives a dash of pumpkin in the paste. 

To give it sw'eetness and improve the taste. 
But place them all before me, smoking hot, 
The big, round dumpling, rolling from the 
pot; 

The pudding of the bag, whose quivering 
breast, 150 

With suet lined, leads on the Yankee feast; 
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The charlotte brown, within whose crusty 
sides 

A belly soft the pulpy apple hides; 

The yellow bread whose face like amber 
glows, 

And all of Indian that the bakepan knows, — 
You tempt me not; my favorite greets my 
eyes, 156 

To that loved bowl my spoon by instinct flies. 

CANTO II 

To mix the food by vicious rules of art, 

To kill the stomach and to sink the heart, 

To make mankind to social virtue sour, 

Cram o’er each dish, and be what they de- 
vour; 

For this the kitchen muse first framed her 
book, 5 

Commanding sweats to stream from every 
cook; 

Children no more their antic gambols tried, 
And friends to physic wondered why they 
died. 

Not so the Yankee; his abundant feast, 
With simples furnished and with plainness 
dressed, lo 

A numerous offspring gathers round the 
board, 

And cheers alike the servant and the lord; 
Whose well-bought hunger prompts the joy- 
ous taste. 

And health attends them from the short 
repast. 

While the full pail rewards the milkmaid’s 
toil, 15 

The mother sees the morning caldron br 1!, 

To stir the pudding next demands their care; 
To spread the table and the bowls prepare; 
To feed the household as their portions cool 
And send them ail to labor or to school. 20 

Yet may the simplest dish some rules im- 
part. 

For nature scorns not all the aids of art. 

E’en Hasty Pudding, purest of all food, 

May still be bad, indifferent, or good, 

As sage experience the short process guides, 

Or want of skill, or want of care presides. 26 

Whoe’er would form it on the surest plan. 

To rear the child and long sustain the man; 
To shield the morals while it mends the 
size. 
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And all the powers of every food sup- 
plies, — 30 

Attend the lesson that the muse shall bring, 
Suspend your spoons, and listen while I sing. 

But since, O man ! thy life and health de- 
mand 

Not food alone, but labor from thy hand. 
First, in the field, beneath the sun’s strong 
rays, 35 

Ask of thy mother earth the needful maize; 
She loves the race that courts her yielding 
soil. 

And gives her bounties to the sons of toil. 

When now the ox, obedient to thy call. 
Repays the loan that filled the winter stall, 40 
Pursue his traces o’er the furrowed plain. 

And plant in measured hills the golden grain. 
But when the tender germ begins to shoot, 
And the green spire declares the sprouting 
root. 

Then guard your nursling from each greedy 
foe, 45 

The insidious worm, the all-devouring crow. 
A little ashes sprinkled round the spire. 

Soon stecjied in rain, will bid the worm re- 
tire; 

The feathered robber with his hungry maw 
Swift flies the field before your man of 
straw, 50 

A frightful image, such as schoolboys bring 
When met to burn the Pope or hang the 
King. 

Thrice in the season, through each verdant 
row, 

Wield the strong plowshare and the faithful 
hoe ; 

The faithful hoe, a double task that takes, 55 
To till the summer corn and roast the winter 
cakes. 

Slow springs the blade, while checked by 
chilling rains, 

Ere yet the sun the scat of Cancer gains; 

But when his fiercest fires emblaze the land. 
Then start the juices, then the roots ex- 
pand; 60 

Then, like a column of Corinthian mold. 

The stalk struts upward and the leaves un- 
fold; 

The bushy branches all the ridges fill. 
Entwine their arms, and kiss from hill to 
hill. 


Here cease to vex them; all your cares are 
done: 65 

Leave the last labors to the parent sun; 
Beneath his genial smiles, the well-dressed 
field. 

When autumn calls, a plenteous crop shall 
yield. 

Now the strong foliage bears the standards 
high. 

And shoots the tall top-gallants to the sky; 70 
The suckling ears their silky fringes bend, 
And pregnant grown, their swelling coats dis- 
tend; 

The loaded stalk, while still the burden 
grows, 

O’erhangs the space that runs between the 
rows; 

High as a hop-field waves the silent grove, 75 
A safe retreat for little thefts of love, 

When the pledged roasting-ears invite the 
maid 

To meet her swain beneath the new-formed 
shade; 

His generous hand unloads the cumbrous 
hill. 

And the green spoils her ready basket fill; 80 
Small compensation for the twofold bliss. 

The promised wedding, and the present kiss. 

Slight depredations these; but now the 
moon 

Calls from his hollow tree the sly raccoon; 
And while by night he bears his prize away, 85 
The bolder squirrel labors through the day. 
Both thieves alike, but provident of time, 

A virtue rare, that almost hides their crime. 
Then let them steal the little stores they can. 
And fill their granaries from the toils of 
man; 90 

We’ve one advantage where they take no 
part — 

With all their wiles, they ne’er have found 
the art 

To boil the Hasty Pudding; here we shine 
Superior far to tenants of the pine; 

This envied boon to man shall still belong, 95 
Unshared by them in substance or in song. 

At last the closing season browns the plain. 
And ripe October gathers in the grain; 
Deep-loaded carts the spacious corn-house 
fill; 

The sack distended marches to the mill; 100 
The laboring mill beneath the burden erroans. 
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,\nd showers the future pudding from the 
stones; 

Till the glad housewife greets the powdered 
gold, 

And the new crop exterminates the old. 

Ah who can sing what every wight must feel, 
The joy that enters with the bag of meal, io6 
A general jubilee perv’ades the house, 

Wakes every child and gladdens every 
mouse. 

CANTO III 

The days grow short; but though the fall- 
ing sun 

To the glad swain proclaims his day’s work 
done, 

Night’s pleasing shades his various tasks pro- 
long, 

And yield new subjects to my various song. 
For now, the corn-house filled, the harvest 
home, 5 

The invited neighbors to the husking come: 

A frolic scene, where work, and mirth, and 
play. 

Unite their charms to chase the hours away. 
Where the huge heap lies centered in the 
hall. 

The lamp suspended from the cheerful 
wall, lo 

Brown, corn-fed nymphs, and strong, hard- 
handed beaux. 

Alternate ranged, extend in circling rows. 
Assume their seats, the solid mass attack; 

The dry husks rustle, and the corncobs 
crack; 

The song, the laugh, alternate notes resound, 
And the sweet cider trips in silence round. i6 
The laws of husking every wight can tell; 
And sure no laws he ever keeps so well: 

For each red ear a general kiss he gains. 

With each smut ear she smuts the luckless 
swains; 20 

But when to some sweet maid a prize is cast. 
Red as her lips and taper as her waist, 

She walks the round and culls one favored 
beau, 

WTio leaps the luscious triVjute to bestow. 
Various the sport, as are the wdts and brains 
Of well-pleased lasses and contending swains; 
Till the vast mound of com is swept away, 27 
And he that gets the last ear wins the day. 
Meanwhile, the housewife urges all her care. 
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The well-earned feast to hasten and pre- 
pare. 30 

The sifted meal already waits her hand, 

The milk is strained, the bowls in order 
stand, 

The fire flames high; and as a pool — that 
takes 

The headlong stream that o’er the milldam 
breaks — 34 

Foams, roars, and rages with incessant toils, 
So the vexed caldron rages, roars, and boils. 

First with clean salt she seasons well the 
food. 

Then strews the flour, and thickens all the 
flood. 

Long o’er the simmering fire she lets it stand; 
To stir it well demands a stronger hand; 40 
The husband takes his turn; and round and 
round 

The ladle flics; at last the toil is crowned; 
When to the board the thronging buskers 
pour, 

And take their seats as at the corn before. 

I leave them to their feast. There still 
belong 45 

More useful matters to my faithful song. 

For rules there are, though ne’er unfolded 
yet, 

Nice rules and wise, how pudding should be 
ate. 

Some with molasses line the luscious treat. 
And mix, like bards, the useful with the 
sweet. 50 

A wholesome dish, and well deserving praise, 
A great resource in those bleak wintry days, 
When the chilled earth lies buried deep in 
snow. 

And raging Boreas dries the shivering cow. 

Blest cow! thy praise shall still my notes 
employ, 55 

Great source of health, the only source of joy; 
Mother of Egypt’s god, — but sure, for me. 
Were I to leave my God, I’d worship thee. 
How oft thy teats these pious hands have 
pressed 1 

How oft thy bounties proved my only 
feast 1 60 

How oft I’ve fed thee with my favorite grain 1 
And roared, like thee, to see thy children 
slain! 

Ye swains who know her various worth to 
prize, 
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Ah ! house her well from winter’s angry skies. 
Potatoes, pumpkins, should her sadness 
cheer, 65 

Com from your crib, and mashes from your 
beer; 

When spring returns, she’ll well acquit the 
loan, 

And nurse at once your infants and her own. 
Milk then with pudding I should always 
choose; 

To this in future I confine my muse, 70 

Till she in haste some further hints unfold, 
Well for the young, nor useless to the old. 
First in your bowl the milk abundant take. 
Then drop with care along the silver lake 
Your flakes of pudding; these at first will 
hide 75 

Their little bulk beneath the swelling tide; 
But when their growing mass no more can 
sink, 

When the soft island looms above the brink. 
Then check your hand; you’ve got the portion 
due; 

So taught our sires, and what they taught is 
true. 80 

There is a choice in spoons. Though small 
appear 

The nice distinction, yet to me ’tis clear. 

The deep-bowled Gallic spoon, contrived to 
scoop 

In ample draughts the thin, diluted soup. 
Performs not w^cll in those substantial things. 


Whose mass adhesive to the metal clings; 86 
Where the strong labial muscles must em- 
brace 

The gentle curve, and sweep the hollow space 
With ease to enter and discharge the freight, 
A bowl less concave, but still more dilate, 90 
Becomes the pudding best. The shape, the 
size, 

A secret rests, unknown to vulgar eyes. 
Experienced feeders can alone impart 
A rule so much above the lore of art. 

These tuneful lips that thousand spoons have 
tried, 95 

With just precision could the point decide, 
Though not in song; the muse but poorly 
shines 

In cones, and cubes, and geometric lines; 

Yet the true form, as near as she can tell, 

Is that small section of a goose-egg shell, 100 
Which in two equal portions shall divide 
The distance from the center to the side. 

Fear not to slaver; ’tis no deadly sin. 

Like the free Frenchman, from your joyous 
chin 

Suspend the ready napkin; or, like me, 105 
Poise with one hand your bowl upon your 
knee; 

Just in the zenith your wise head project, 
Your full spoon, rising in a line direct. 

Bold as a bucket, heeds no drops that fall; 
The wide-mouthed bowd will surely catch 
them all! no 


Philip Freneau (175 l- 183 2.) 


Freneau, says his latest editor, is “commonly recognised as our first important 
American poet — as the first man in America to love beauty for beauty’s sake.” Ed- 
itor, sea-captain, fanner, school-teacher, Freneau devoted his life to the service of 
three things: poetry, liberty, and the sea. 

Born of Huguenot stock in New' York in 1752, he was w^ell prepared for college by 
a tutor, graduated from the College of New' Jersey (now Princeton) in 1771, and for a 
time decided to combine school teaching and w'riting. In 1775 he attained sudden 
fame as a political satirist. The next year he sailed for the West Indies to discover 
new poetical materials. During the voyage the mate died and Freneau took over the 
job. At once he discovered a great love for the sea. Most of his remaining years he 
div'ided between writing and roving. He was in the West Indies until 1778, and 
made a v'oyage to the Azores in 1779. Between 1781 and 1784 he was editor of The 
Freeman's Journal; for the next hzdf-dozen years he w^cis maiinly on the sea in the At- 
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lantic coast trade, and then for seven years more was active in journalism. He spent 
his later life, between long sea voyages, as a farmer in New Jersey. In 1832 he be- 
came lost in a blizzard and was frozen to death. 

Bom in the same year as Chatierton and dying in the same year W'ith Walter Scott, 
Freneau not only lived through the American and French revolutions, but was coeval 
with the “Romantic Movement'’ in literature. In America he bridges the gap be- 
tween the eighteenth-century writing of the colonial mind and that of the real ro- 
mantic movement. He was famous in his own da^ for his satiric verse, evoked by 
political events of the time and written in Popean l v>uplcts. In many quarters he was 
infamous for the same verse: the barbs of his same stung. His editorial career only 
got him the name “that rascal Freneau.” Freneau was, as tLsiial, at odds with his 
readers in that he deprecated his satirical verse: when he brought together his writ- 
ings he suliordinated the political verses. Toda\ we are inclined to agn'C with 
Freneau. His best work belongs to the ri.^ng romantic nuneinent; the great bulk of 
his satirical verse is slipshod and feeble beside such poems as “The Wild Honey- 
suckle” and “The Indian Burving Clround ” 

Freneau departed from con\eniionalized (‘iiihteenth-century diction, and illus- 
trated for American poets the possibilities of nature and native subjects. “The Wild 
Honey-Suckle” is the first memorable poem ol nature in American literature. 

The standard edition is Poems of Philip Freneau, edited by F. L. Pattee, 1902-07, in 
three volumes and including a biography. The most scholarly liiography has been 
written by Lewis Lcar\, That Raual Freneau, 1941. “'Fhe Modernness of Philip 
Freneau” in Pattee’s Side-Li^hts on Ameruan Literature, 1922, and P. E. More’s essay 
on Freneau in Shelburne Essays. Fifth Snies, 1908, are discerning studies. See also 
the finely scholarly “Introduction” in Poems oj Freneau, edited b> H. H. (dark, 1929. 


The Power of Fancy 

{1770) 

“ ‘The Power of Fancy,’ in rhvmcd tetrameters 
— alert, elastic, full of music and mouon — wholly 
discards the sing-song, the artificial phraseology, 
and the stilted movement then so common m 
English poetry, and breathes out a lively and sweet 
note, at once reminiscent of the minor verse of 
Milton in the century before, and prophetic, also, 
of some strains of the Lake Poets in the century 
after” (Tyler). H. H. Clark has pointed out par- 
allels between Freneau's poem and an “Ode to 
Fancy” (1746) by Joseph Warton, an English 
precursor of the romantic poets {Studies in Philology, 
XXII, 8-10). Compare also Keats’s poem, writ- 
ten in 1818, beginning “Ever let the Fancy roam.” 

Wakeful, vagrant, restless thing. 

Ever wandering on the wing, 

Who thy wondrous source can find. 

Fancy, regent of the mind; 

A spark from Jove’s resplendent throne, 5 
But thy nature all unknown. 

This spark of bright, celestial flame. 

From Jove’s seraphic altar came. 


And hence alone in man we trace, 
Resemblance to the immortal race. 10 

Ah! what is all this mighty whole, 

Thc.se suns and stars that round us roll! 
What are they all, where’er they shine, 

But Fancies of the Power Divine! 

What is this globe, these lands, and seas, 15 
And heat, and cold, and flowers, and trees, 
And life, and death, and beast, and man. 
And time — that with the sun began — 

But thoughts on reason’s scale combin’d. 
Ideas of the Almighty mind! 20 

On the surface of the brain 
Night after night she walks unseen, 

Noble fabrics doth she raise 
In the woods or on the seas, 

On some high, steep, pointed roc*., 25 

Where the billows loudly knock 
And the dreary tempests sweep 
Clouds along the uncivil deep. 

Lo! she walks upon the moon, 

Listens to the chimy tune 30 

Of the bright, harmonious spheres. 
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And the song of angels hears; 

Secs this earth a distant star, 

Pendant, floating in the air; 

Leads me to some lonely dome, 35 

Where Religion loves to come. 

Where the bride of Jesus dwells. 

And the deep ton’d organ swells 
In notes with lofty anthems join’d. 

Notes that half distract the mind. 40 

Now like lightning she descends 
To the prison of the fiends, 

Hears the rattling of their chains. 

Feels their never ceasing pains — 

But, O never may' she tell 45 

Half the frightfulness of hell. 

Now she views Arcadian rocks, 

Where the shepherds guard their flocks, 

And, while yet her wings she spreads, 

Sees chrystal streams and coral beds, 50 
Wanders to some desert deep, 

Or some dark, enchanted steep. 

By the full moonlight doth shew 
Forests of a dusky blue. 

Where, upon some mossy bed, 55 

Innocence reclines her head. 

Swift, she stretches o’er the seas 
To the far off Hebrides, 

Canvas on the lofty mast 

Could not travel half so fast — 60 

Swifter than the eagle’s flight 

Or instantaneous rays of light ! 

Lo! contemplative she stands 
On Norwegia’s rocky lands — 

Fickle Goddess, set me down 65 

Where the rugged winters frown 
Upon Orca’s howling steep. 

Nodding o’er the northern deep. 

Where the winds tumultuous roar, 

Vext that Ossian sings no more. 70 

Fancy, to that land repair, 

Sweetest Ossian slumbers there; 

^Vaft me far to southern isles 
^Vhcre the soften’d winter smiles, 

To Bermuda’s orange shades, 75 

Or Demarara's lovely glades; 

Bear me o'er the sounding cape. 

Painting death in ever>' shape, 

Where daring Anson spread the sail 
Shatter'd by the stormy gale — 80 

Lo! she leads me wide and far. 

Sense can never follow her — 

Shape thy course o’er land and sea, 


Help me to keep pace with thee, 

Lead me to yon’ chalky cliff, 85 

Over rock and over reef. 

Into Britain’s fertile land. 

Stretching far her proud command. 

Look back and view, thro’ many a year, 
Caesar, Julius Caesar, there. 90 

Now to Tempe’s verdant wood, 

Over the mid-ocean flood 
Lo ! the islands of the sea — 

Sappho, Lesbos mourns for thee: 

Greece, arouse thy humbled head, 95 

Where are all thy mighty dead, 

Who states to endless ruin hurl’d 

And carried vengeance through the world? 

Troy, thy vanish’d pomp resume, 

Or, weeping at thy Hector’s tomb, 100 

Yet those faded scenes renew. 

Whose memory is to Homer due. 

Fancy, lead me wandering still 
Up to Ida’s cloud-topt hill; 

Not a laurel there doth grow 105 

But in vision thou shalt show, — 

Every sprig on Virgil’s tomb 
Shall in livelier colours bloom. 

And every triumph Rome has seen 
Flourish on the years between. no 

Now she bears me far away 
In the east to meet the day. 

Leads me over Ganges’ streams. 

Mother of the morning beams — 

O’er the ocean hath she ran, 115 

Places me on Tinian; 

Farther, farther in the east. 

Till it almost meets the west. 

Let us wandering both be lost 

On Taitis sea-beat coast, 120 

Bear me from that distant strand. 

Over ocean, over land, 

To California’s golden shore — 

Fancy, stop, and rove no more. 

Now, tho’ late, returning home, 125 

Lead me to Belinda’s tomb; 

Let me glide as well as you 
Through the shroud and coffin too 
And behold, a moment, there. 

All that once was good and fair — 130 

Who doth here so soundly sleep? 

Shall we break this prison deep? — 

Thunders cannot wake the maid. 

Lightnings cannot pierce the shade, 

And tho’ ^vintry tempests roar, i3fi 
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Tempests shall disturb no more. 

Yet must those eyes in darkness stay, 

That once were rivals to the day? — 

Like heaven’s bright lamp beneath the main 
They are but set to rise again. 140 

Fancy, thou the muses’ pride, 

In thy painted realms reside 
Endless images of things. 

Fluttering each on golden wings, 

Ideal objects, such a store, 145 

The universe could hold no more: 

Fancy, to thy power I owe 
Half my happiness below; 

By thee Elysian groves were made. 

Thine were the notes that Orpheus play'd; 
By thee was Pluto charm’d so well 151 

While rapture seiz’d the sons of hell — 
Come, O come — perceiv’d by none, 

You and I will walk alone. 

The Northern Soldier 
0775) 

Ours not to sleep in shady bowers, 

When frosts are chilling all the plain, 

And nights are cold and long the hours 
To check the ardor of the swain, 

Who parting from his cheerful fire 5 

All comforts doth forego, 

And here and there 
And everywhere 
Pursues the prowling foe. 

But we must sleep in frost and snows, 10 
No season shuts up our campaign; 

Hard as the oaks, we dare oppose 
The autumn’s or the winter’s reign. 

Alike to us the winds that blow 

In summer’s season gay, 15 

Or those that rave 
On Hudson’s wave 
And drift his ice away. 

For Liberty, celestial maid. 

With joy all hardships we endure. 20 

In her blest smiles we are repaid. 

In her protection are secure. 

Then rise superior to the foe. 

Ye freeborn souls of fire; 

Respect these arms, 25 

’Tis freedom warms. 

To noble deeds aspire. 


Winter and death may change the scene, 

The cold may freeze, the ball may kill, 
And dire misfortunes intervene; 30 

But freedom shall be potent still 
To dri\'e these Britons from our shore. 
Who, cruel and unkind. 

With slavish chain 

Attempt in vain 3S 

Our freeborn limbs to bind. 


The House of Night 
( 7779 ) 

This is the first important American poem on 
death and the grave. It was preceded, in England, 
by the poems of the “Graveyard School.” It was 
followed, in America, by the mortuary verse of 
Bryant, Poe, Whitman, and others. 

“ ‘The House of Night,’ which combines de- 
scription and narrative, is the most remarkable 
poem written in America up to its time. In the 
use of ‘romantic’ scenery and of death as a theme, 
Freneau was not a pioneer; but in his super- 
naturalism and in the strange and haunting mu- 
sic of his lines, he stood alone, and, as has often 
been remarked, anticipated Coleridge and Poe. 
Although Freneau was known in England, it may 
be doubted whether he influenced the English 
romantic poets. More probably, both he and they 
were influenced by the same general tendencies; 
for the romantic movement was already well under 
way when he wrote ‘The House of Night.’ The 
poem is overlong, lacks unity of tone and matter, 
and altogether is disappointingly crude; but it 
contains . . . lines . . . w hich are a source of aston- 
ishment to one who has followed the course of 
American poetry up to this point. But unfortu- 
nately the romantic strain which promised so 
richly was soon lost” (S. M. Tucker in CHAV). 

In an “Advertisement” Freneau explained his 
purpose as follows; “This Poem is founded upon 
the authority of Scripture, inasmuch as these sa- 
cred books assert that ‘the last enemy that shall be 
conquered is Death.’ For the purposes of poetry 
he is here personified, and represented as on his 
dying bed. The scene is laid at a solitary palace 
(the time midnight), which, tho’ before beautiful 
and joyous, is now become sad and gloomy, as 
being the abode and receptacle of Death. Its 
owner, an amiable, majestic youth, who had lately 
lost a beloved consort, nevertheless with a noble 
philosophical fortitude and humanity, entertains 
him in a friendly manner, and by employing Physi- 
cians, endeavors to restore him to health, altho’ 
an enemy; convinced of the excellence and propri- 
ety of that divine precept, ‘If thine enemy hunger, 
feed him; if he thirst, give him drink.’ He never- 
theless, as if by a spirit of prophecy, informs this 
(fictitiously) wicked being of the certainty of his 
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doom, and represents to him, in a pathetic man- 
ner, the vanity of his expectations, either of a re- 
ception into the abodes of the just, or continuing 
longer to make havock of mankind upon earth. 
The patient, finding his end approaching, com- 
poses his epitaph, and orders it to be engraved on 
his tombstone, hinting to us thereby that even 
Death and Distress have vanity; and would be re- 
membered with honour after he is no more, altho’ 
his whole life has been spent in deeds of devasta- 
tion and murder. He dies at last in the utmost 
agonies of despair, after agreeing with an avari- 
cious Undertaker to intomb his bones. This re- 
flects upon the inhumanity of those men, who, not 
to mention an enemy, would scarcely cover a de- 
parted friend with a little dust, without certainty 
of reward for so doing. The circumstances of his 
funeral arc then recited, and the visionary and 
fabulous part of the poem disappears. It con- 
cludes with a few reflexions on the impropriety of 
a too great attachment to the present life, and in- 
centives to such moral virtue as may assist in con- 
ducting us to a better.” 

As first published, in The United States Magazine^ 
Aug., 1779, the poem consisted of 73 stanzas. In 
the text of 1786 there are 136 stanzas. 

*♦*♦♦** 

6 

By some sad means, when Reason holds no 
sway, 

Lonely I rov’d at midnight o’er a plain 
Where murmuring streams and mingling 
rivers flow 

Far to their springs, or seek the sea again. 

7 

Sweet vernal May! tho’ then thy woods in 
bloom 5 

Flourish’d, yet nought of this could Fancy 
sec, 

No wild pinks bless’d the meads, no green 
the fields, 

And naked seem’d to stand each lifeless tree: 

8 

Dark was the sky, and not one friendly star 
Shone from the zenith or horizon, clear, lo 
Mist sate upon the woods, and darkness rode 
In her black chariot, with a wild career. 

9 

And from the woods the late resounding note 
Issued of the loquacious Whip-poor-will, 
Hoarse, howling dogs, and nightly roving 
wolves 15 

Clamour’d from far oflf cliffs invisible. 


10 

Rude, from the wide extended Chesapeke 
I heard the winds the dashing waves assail, 
And saw from far, by picturing fancy form’d, 
The black ship travelling through the noisy 
gale. 20 

11 

At last, by chance and guardian fancy led, 

I reach’d a noble dome, rais’d fair and high, 
And saw the light from upper windows flame, 
Presage of mirth and hospitality. 

12 

And by that light around the dome appear’d 
A mournful garden of autumnal hue, 26 
Its lately pleasing flowers all drooping stood 
Amidst high weeds that in rank plenty grew . 

13 

The Primrose there, the violet darkly blue, 
Daisies and fair Narcissus ceas'd to rise, 30 

Gay spotted pinks their charming bloom 
withdrew. 

And Polyanthus quench'd its thousand dyes. 

14 

No pleasant fruit or blossom gaily smil’d, 
Nought but unhappy plants or trees were 
seen. 

The yew, the myrtle, and the church-yard 
elm, 35 

The cypress, with its melancholy green. 

15 

There cedars dark, the osier, and the pine. 
Shorn tamarisks, and weeping w illows grew. 
The poplar tall, the lotos, and the lime. 

And pyracantha did her leaves renews 40 

16 

The poppy there, companion to repose, 
Display’d her blossoms that began to fall, 

And here the purple amaranthus rose 
With mint strong-scented, for the funeral. 

17 

And here and there with laurel shrubs be- 
tween 4; 

A tombstone lay, inscrib’d with strains ol 
woe. 
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And stanzas sad, throughout the dismal 
green, 

Lamented for the dead that slept below. 

****** j|t 

23 

Then up three winding stairs my feet were 
brought 

To a high chamber, hung with mourning 
sad. 

The unsnuff’d candles glar’d with visage 

dim, 55 

'Midst grief, in ecstasy of woe run mad. 

24 

A wide leaf’d table stood on either side, 

Well fraught with phials, half their liquids 
spent, 

And from a couch, behind the curtain’s veil, 

I heard a hollow voice of loud lament. 6 o 

25 

Turning to view the object whence it came, 
My frighted eyes a horrid form survey’d; 
Fancy, I own thy power — Death on the 
couch, 

With fleshless limbs, at rueful length, was 
laid. 

26 

And o’er his head flew jealousies and cares, 65 
Ghosts, imps, and half the black Tartarian 
crew, 

Arch-angels damn’d, nor was their Prince 
remote. 

Borne on the vaporous wings of Stygian dew. 

27 

Around his bed, by the full flambeaux’ glare, 

I saw pale phantoms — Rage to madness 
vext, 70 

\Van, wasting grief, and ever musing care, 
Distressful pain, and poverty perplext. 

28 

Sad was his countenance, if we can call 
That countenance, where only bones were 
seen 

And eyes sunk in their sockets, dark and 
low, 75 

And teeth, that only show’d themselves to 
grin. 


29 

Reft was his scull of hair, and no fresh bloom 
Of chearful mirth sate on his visage hoar: 
Sometimes he rais’d his head, while deep- 
drawn groans 

Were mixt with words that did his fate de- 
plore. 80 

30 

Oft did he wish to see the daylight spring, 
And often toward the window lean’d to hear, 
Fore-runner of the scarlet-mantled morn, 

7’hc early note of wakeful Chanticleer. 

31 

Thus he — But at my hand a portly youth 85 
Of comely countenance, began to tell, 

“That this was Death upon his dying bed, 
“Sullen, morose, and peevish to be well; 

32 

“Fixt is his (loom — the miscreant reigns no 
more 

“The tyrant of the dying or the dead; 90 
“This night concludes his all-consuming 
reign, 

“Pour out, ye heav’ns, your vengeance on his 
head. 

33 

“But since, my friend (said he), chance leads 
you here, 

“With me this night upon the sick attend. 
“You on this bed of death must watch, and 
I 95 

“Will not be distant from the fretful fiend.” 

**♦♦*♦♦ 

46 

So said, at Death’s left side I sate me down. 
The mourning youth toward his right re- 
clin’d; 

Death in the middle lay, with all his groans. 
And much he toss’d and tumbled, 'igh’d and 
pin’d. 100 

47 

But now this man of hell toward me turn’d, 
And strait, in hideous tone, began to speak; 
Long held he sage discourse, but I forbore 
To answer him, much less his news to seek. 
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48 

He talk’d of tomb-stones and of monuments, 
Of equinoctial climes and India shores, io6 
He talk’d of stars that shed their influence. 
Fevers and plagues, and all their noxious 
stores. 

49 

He mention’d, too, the guileful calenture^ 
Tempting the sailor on the deep sea main, no 
That paints gay groves upon the ocean floor. 
Beckoning her victim to the faithless scene. 

50 

Much spoke he of the myrtle and the yew, 
Of ghosts that nightly walk the church-yard 
o’er. 

Of storms that through the wint’ry ocean 
blow ns 

And dash the well-mann’d galley to the 
shore. 

♦ i»e ★ ♦ * * * 

103 

Scarce had he spoke, when on the lofty dome 
Rush’d from the clouds a hoarse resounding 
blast — 

Round the four eaves so loud and sad it 
play’d 

As though all music were to breathe its last. 
- 104 

Warm was the gale, and such as travelers say 
Sport with the winds on Zaara's barren 
waste; 122 

Black was the sky, a mourning carpet spread, 
Its azure blotted, and its stars o’ercast! 

105 

Lights in the air like burning stars were 
hurl’d, 125 

Dogs howl'd, heaven mutter’d, and the 
tempest blew, 

The red half-moon peeped from behind a 
cloud 

As if in dread the amazing scene to view. 

106 

The mournful trees that in the garden stood 
Bent to the tempest as it rush’d along, 130 

The elm, the mvrtle, and the cypress sad 
More melancholy tun’d its bellowing song. 


107 

No more that elm its noble branches spread, 
The yew, the cypress, or the myrtle tree, 
Rent from the roots the tempest tore them 
down, ^ ^ ^ 135 

And all the grove in wild confusion lay. 

108 

Yet, mindful of his dread command, I part 
Glad from the magic dome — nor found re- 
lief; 

Damps from the dead hung heavier round 
my heart, 

While sad remembrance rous’d her stores of 
grief. 140 

109 

O’er a dark field I held my dubious way 
Where Jack-a-lan thorn walk’d his lonely 
round. 

Beneath my feet substantial darkness lay, 
And screams were heard from the distem- 
per’d ground. 

no 

Nor look’d I back, till to a far off wood, 145 
Trembling with fear, my weary feet had 
sped — 

Dark was the night, but at the inchanted 
dome 

I saw the infernal windows flaming red. 

111 

And from within the howls of Death I heard. 
Cursing the dismal night that gave him 
birth, 150 

Damning his ancient sire, and mother sin. 
Who at the gates of hell, accursed, brought 
him forth. 

112 

(For fancy gave to my enraptur’d soul 
An eagle’s eye, with keenest glance to see. 
And bade those distant sounds distinctly 

roll, 155 

Which, waking, never had affected me.) 

113 

Oft his pale breast with cruel hand he smote. 
And tearing from his limbs a winding sheet, 
Roar’d to the black skies, while the woods 
around. 

As wicked as himself, his words repeat. 160 
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Thrice tow’rd the skies his meagre arms he 
rear’d, 

Ifivok’d all hell, and thunders on his head, 
Bid light’nings fly, earth yawn, and tempests 
roar, 

And the sea wrap him in its oozy bed. 

115 

“My life for one cool draught! — O, fetch 
your springs, 165 

“Can one unfeeling to my woes be found! 
“No friendly visage comes to my relief, 

“But ghosts impend, and spectres hover 
round. 

116 

“Though humbled now, dishearten’d and 
distrest, 

“Yet, when admitted to the peaceful ground, 
“Whth heroes, kings, and conquerors I shall 
rest, 1 71 

“Shall sleep as safely, and perhaps as sound.” 

117 

Dim burnt the lamp, and now the phantom 
Death 

Gave his last groans in horror and despair — 
“.Ml hell demands me hence,” — he said, 
and threw 1 75 

The red lamp hissing through the midnight 
air. 

118 

Trembling, across the plain my course I held, 
And found the grave-yard, loitering through 
the gloom, 

And, in the midst, a hell-red, wandering lighi, 
^V^alking in fiery circles round the tomb. 180 

119 

Among the graves a spin/ building stood, 
VVhose tolling bell, resounding through the 
shade, 

Sung doleful ditties to the adjacent wood, 

And many a dismal drowsy thing it said. 

120 

This fabrick tall, with towers and chancels 
grac’d, 185 

Was rais’d by sinners’ hands, in ages fled; 
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The roof they painted, and the beams they 
brac’d, 

And texts from scripture o’er the walls they 
spread: 

121 

But wicked were their hearts, for they refus’d 
To aid the helpless oiphan, when distrest, ic;o 
The shivering, naked stranger they misus’d, 
And banish’d from their doors the starving 
guest. 

122 

By laws protected, cruel and profane, 

The poor man’s ox these monsters drove 
away; — 

And left Distress to attend her infant train, 

No friend to comfort, and no bread to 
stay. 196 

123 

But heaven look’d on with keen, resentful 
eye, 

And doom’d them to perdition and the grave, 
That as they felt not for the wretch distrest. 
So heaven no pity on their souls would 
have. 200 

124 

In pride they rais’d this building tall and 
fair, 

Their hearts were on perpetual mischief bent. 
With pride they preach’d, and pride was in 
their prayer. 

With pride they were deceiv’d, and so to hell 
they went. 

125 

At distance far approaching to the tomb, 205 
By lamps and lanthorns guided through the 
shade, 

A coal-black chariot hurried through the 
gloom. 

Spectres attending, in black weeds array’d. 

126 

Whose woeful forms yet chill my soul with 
dread. 

Each wore a vest in Stygian chambers 
wove, 210 

Death’s kindred all — Death’s horses they 
bestrode, 

And gallop’d fiercely, as the chariot drove. 
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Each horrid face a griziy mask conceal’d, 
Their busy eyes shot terror to my soul 
As now and then, by the pale lanthorn’s 
glare, 215 

I saw them for their parted friend condole. 

128 

Before the hearse Death’s chaplain seem’d to 

Who strove to comfort, what he could, the 
dead; 

Talk’d much of Satan, and the land of woe. 
And many a chapter from the scriptures 
read. 220 

129 

At last he rais’d the swelling anthem high, 

In dismal numbers seem’d he to complain; 
The captive tribes that by Euphrates wept, 
Their song was jovial to this dreary strain. 

130 

That done, they plac’d the carcase in the 
tomb, 225 

To dust and dull oblivion now resign’d, 

Then turn’d the chariot tow’rd the House of 
Night, 

Which soon flew off, and left no trace behind. 

131 

But as I stoop’d to write the appointed verse. 
Swifter than thought the airy scene decay’d; 
Blushing the morn arose, and from the 
east 23 1 

With her gay streams of light dispell’d the 
shade. 

132 

What is this Death, ye deep read sophists, 
say? — 

Death is no more than one unceasing change; 
New forms arise, while other forms decay, 235 
Yet all is Life throughout creation’s r^inge. 

133 

The towering Alps, the haughty Apennine, 
The Andes, wrapt in everlasting snow, 

The Apalachian and the Ararat 

Sooner or later must to ruin go. 240 


134 

Hills sink to plains, and man returns to dust, 
That dust supports a reptile or a flower; 
Each changeful atom by some other nurs’d 
Takes some new form, to perish in an hour. 

135 

Too nearly join’d to sickness, toils, and 
pains, 245 

(Perhaps for former crimes imprison’d here) 
True to itself the immortal soul remains. 
And seeks new mansions in the starry sphere. 

136 

When Nature bids thee from the world retire, 
With joy thy lodging leave, a fated guest; 250 
In Paradise, the land of thy desire. 

Existing always, always to be blest. 

To the Memory of the Brave 
Americans 

UNDER GENERAL GREENE, IN SOUTH 
CAROLINA, WHO FELL IN THE ACTION 
OF SEPTEMBER 8 , 1781 . 

{ 1781 ) 

At Eutaw Springs the valiant died; 

Their limbs with dust are covered o’er — 
Weep on, ye springs, your tearful tide; 

How many heroes are no more ! 

If in this wreck of ruin, they 5 

Can yet be thought to claim a tear, 

O smite your gentle breast, and say 
The friends of freedom slumber here ! 

Thou, who shalt trace this bloody plain, 

If goodness rules thy generous breast, 10 
Sigh for the wasted rural reign; 

Sigh for the shepherds, sunk to rest ! 

Stranger, their humble graves adorn; 

You too may fall, and ask a tear; 

’Tis not the beauty of the mom 15 

That proves the evening shall be clear. — 

They saw their injured country’s woe; 

The flaming town, the wasted field; 

Then rushed to meet the insulting foe; 

They took the spear — but left the 
shield. 20 
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Led by thy conquering genius, Greene, 

The Britons they compelled lo fly; 

None distant viewed the fatal plain, 

None grieved, in such a cause to die — 

But, like the Parthian, famed of old, 25 

Who, flying, still their arrows threw, 

These routed Britons, full as bold, 

Retreated, and retreating slew. 

Now rest in peace, our patriot band; 

Though far from nature’s limits thrown, 
We trust they find a happier land, 31 

A brighter sunshine of their own. 

On the Emigration to America 

AND PEOPLING THE WESTERN COUNTRY 

{1784) 

To western woods, and lonely plains, 

Palemon from the crowd departs, 

^Vhere Nature's wildest genius reigns. 

To tame the soil, and plant the arts — 

\Vhat wonders there shall freedom show% 5 
\Vhat mighty States success- ivc grow! 

From Europe’s proud, despotic shores 
Hither the stranger takes his w ay, 

And in our new' found world explores 
A happier soil, a milder sway, 10 

^Vhere no proud despot holds him down, 

No slaves insult him with a crown. 

^Vhat charming scenes attract the eye^ 

On wild Ohio’s savage stream 1 

There Nature reigns, w hose w’orks outvie 15 

The boldest pattern art can frame; 

There ages past have rolled away, 

And forests bloomed but to decay. 

From these fair plains, these rural seats, 

So long concealed, so lately known, 20 

The unsocial Indian far retreats, 

To make some other clime his own, 

^Vhen other streams, less pleasing flow. 

And darker forests round him grow. 

Great Sire of floods ! w'hose varied wave 25 
Through climes and countries takes its way. 
To whom creating Nature gave 
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Ten thousand streams to swell thy sway ! 

No longer shall they useless prove, 

Nor idly through the forests rove; 30 

Nor longer shall your princelv flood 
From distant lakes be swelled in vain. 

Nor longer through a darksome wood 
Advance, unnoticed, to the main, 

Fai other ends, the heavens decree — 35 

And commerce plans new' freights for thee. 

Wlhle virtue warms the generous Ivreast, 
There heaveii-born freedom shall reside, 

Nor 'hall the voice of war molest. 

Nor Europe’s all-as}:>iring pride — 40 

There Reason shall new law's devise. 

And order from confusion rise. 

Forsaking kings and regal state, 

AViih all their pomp and L^ncied bliss, 

The traveller owns, convinced though late, 
No realm so free, so l)lest as this — 46 

d’he e.tst IS half to slaves consigned, 

Where kings and priests enchain the mind. 

O come the time, and haste the day. 

When man shall man no longer crush, 50 
When Reason shall enforce her sway, 

Kor these fair regions raise our blush, 

W'here still the African complains. 

And mourns his yet unbroken chains. 

I’ar brighter .scenes a future age, 55 

"The mu.se predicts, thc.se States will hail, 
W'ho.se genius may the world engage, 

W'hose deeds may over death prevail. 

And happier .systems bring to view, 

Than all the eastern sages knew. 60 

The Wild Honeysuckle 

{1786) 

Fair flower, that dost so comely grow, 

Hid in this silent, dull retreat. 

Untouched thy honied blossoms blow, 

Unseen thy little branches greet; 

No roving foot shall crush thee here, 5 
No busy hand provoke a tear. 

By Nature’s self in white arrayed. 

She bade thee shun the vulgar eye, 

And planted here the guardian shade. 
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And sent soft waters murmuring by; lo 

Thus quietly thy summer goes, 

Thy days declining to repose. 

Smit with those charms, that must decay, 

I grieve to see your future doom; 

They died — nor were those flowers more 

gay, ^ IS 

The flowers that did in Eden bloom: 
Unpitying frosts, and Autumn’s power 
Shall leave no vestige of this flower. 

From morning suns and evening dews 
At first thy little being came: 20 

If nothing once, you nothing lose. 

For when you die you are the same; 

The space between, is but an hour. 

The frail duration of a flower. 

The Indian Burying Ground 

( 1788 ) 

In spite of all the learned have said, 

I still my old opinion keep; 

The posture, that we give the dead, 

Points out the soul’s eternal sleep. 

Not so the ancients of these lands — 5 

The Indian, when from life released, 

Again is seated with his friends. 

And shares again the joyous feast. 

His imaged birds, and painted bowl, 

And venison, for a journey dressed, 10 
Bespeak the nature of the soul, 

Activity, that knows no rest. 

His bow, for action ready bent. 

And arrows, with a head of stone. 

Can only mean that life is spent, 15 

And not the old ideas gone. 

Thou, stranger, that shalt come this way. 

No fraud upon the dead commit — 
Observe the swelling turf, and say 

They do not lie, but here they sit. 20 

Here still a lofty rock remains. 

On which the curious eye may trace 
(Now wasted, half, by wearing rains) 

The fancies of a ruder race. 


Here still an aged elm aspires, 25 

Beneath whose far-projecting shade 
(And which the shepherd still admires) 

The children of the forest played I 

There oft a restless Indian queen 

(Pale Shebah, with her braided hair) 30 
And many a barbarous form is seen 
To chide the man that lingers there. 

By midnight moons, o’er moistening dews; 

In habit for the chase arrayed. 

The hunter still the deer pursues, 35 

The hunter and the deer, a shade ! 

And long shall timorous fancy see 
The painted chief, and pointed spear. 

And Reason’s self shall bow the knee 

To shadows and delusions here. 40 


To an Author 
( 1788 ) 

Your leaves bound up compact and fair. 

In neat array at length prepare. 

To pass their hour on learning’s stage. 

To meet the surly critic’s rage; 

The statesman’s slight, the smatterer’s 
sneer — 5 

Were these, indeed, your only fear, 

You might be tranquil and resigned: 

What most should touch your fluttering mind 

Is that few critics will be found 

To sift your works, and deal the wound. 10 

Thus, when one fleeting year is past 
On some bye-shelf your book is cast — 
Another comes, with something new. 

And drives you fairly out of view: 

With some to praise, but more to blame, 15 
The mind returns to — whence it came; 

And some alive, who scarce could read 
Will publish satires on the dead. 

Thrice happy Dryden, who could meet 
Some rival bard in every street! 20 

When all were bent on writing well 
It was some credit to excel; — 
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Thrice happy Dryden, who could find 
A Milbourne for his sport designed — 

And Pope, who saw the harmless rage 25 
Of Dennis bursting o’er his page 
Might justly spurn the critic’s aim, 

Who only helped to swell his fame. 

On these bleak climes by Fortune thrown, 
Where rigid Reason reigns alone, 30 

Where lovely Fancy has no sway, 

Nor magic forms about us play — 

Nor nature takes her summer hue 
Tell me, what has the muse to do? — 

An age employed in edging steel 35 

Gan no poetic raptures feel; 

No solitude’s attracting power. 

No leisure of the noon day hour. 

No shaded stream, no quiet grove 

Can this fantastic century move, 40 

The muse of love in no request — 

Go — try your fortune with the rest. 

One of the nine you should engage. 

To meet the follies of the age: — 

On one, we fear, your choice must fall — 45 

The least engaging of them all — 

Her visage stern — an angry style — 

A clouded brow — malicious smile — 

A mind on murdered victims placed — 

She, only she, can please the taste! 50 


Ode 

{ 1791 - 1793 ) 

This poem was sung at the “Civic Feast” in honor 
of Citizen Genet in Philadelphia, June 1, 1793. 

God save the Rights of Man 1 
Give us a heart to scan 
Blessings so dear; 

Let them be spread around 

Wherever man is found, S 

And with the welcome sound 

Ravish his ear. 

Let us with France agree, 

And bid the world be free. 

While tyrants fall! 10 


Let the rude savage host 
Of their vast numbers boast — 
Freedom’s almighty trust 
Laughs at them all! 

Though hosts of slaves conspire 
To quench fair Gallia’s fire. 
Still shall they fail: 

Though traitors round her rise, 
Leagu’d with her enemies. 

To war each patriot flies. 

And will prevail. 

No more is valour’s flame 
Devoted to a name. 

Taught to adore — 

Soldiers of Liberty 
Disdain to bow the knee, 

But teach Equality 
To every shore. 

The world at last will join 
To aid thy grand design. 

Dear Liberty! 

To Russia’s frozen lands 
The generous flame expands: 
On Afric’s burning sands 
Shall man be free ! 

In this our western world 
Be Freedom’s flag unfurl’d 
Through all its shores! 

May no destructive blast 
Our heaven of joy o’ercast. 
May Freedom’s fabric last 
While time endures. 

If e’er her cause require ! — 
Should tyrants e’er aspire 
To aim their stroke. 

May no proud despot daunt — 
Should he his standard plant. 
Freedom will never want 
Her heart of oak ! 
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On the Anniversary 

OF THE STORMING OF THE BASTILLE, 

AT PARIS, JULY 14tH, 1789 

{1793) 

The chiefs that bow to Capet’s reign, 

In mourning, now, their weeds display; 

But we, that scorn a monarch’s chain, 
Combine to celebrate the day 

To Freedom’s birth that put the seal, 5 
And laid in dust the proud Bastille. 

To Gallia’s rich and splendid crown, 

This mighty Day gave such a blow 
As Time’s recording hand shall own 
No former age had power to do: 10 

No single gem some Brutus stole. 

But instant ruin seiz’d the whole. 

Now Tyrant’s rise, once more to bind 
In royal chains a nation freed — 

Vain hope ! for tliev, to death consign’d, 15 
Shall soon, like perjur’d Louis, bleed: 

O'ei every king, o’er every queen 
Fate hangs the sword, and guillotine. 

“Plung’d in a gulf of deep distress 
France turns her back — (so traitors say) 20 
Kings, priests, and nobles, round her press, 
Resolv’d to seize their destin’d jDrey: 

Thus Europe swears (in arms combin’d) 

To Poland’s doom is France consign’d.” 

Yet those, who now are thought so low 25 
From conquests that were basely gain’d. 

Shall rise tremendous from the blow 
And free Two Worlds, that still are chain’d, 
Restrict the Briton to liis isle. 

And Freedom plant in everv soil xo 

Ye sons of this degenerate clime. 

Haste, arm the barque, expand the sail; 
Assist to speed that golden time 
When Freedom rules, and inonarchs fail; 34 
All lelt to France — new poweis may join, 
And help to crush the cause divine. 

Ah! while I write, dear France Allied, 

My ardent wish I scarce restrain. 

To throw these Sybil leaves aside, 

And fly to join you on the main: 40 

Unfurl the topsail for the chace 
And help to crush the tyrant race! 


The Republican Genius of Europe 
{1795) 

Emperors and kings ! in vain you strive 
Your torments to conceal — 

The age is come that shakes your thrones. 
Tramples in dust despotic crowns, 

And bids the sceptre fail. 5 

In western worlds the flame began: 

From thence to France it flew — 

Through Europe, now, it takes its way. 
Beams an insufferable day. 

And lays all tyrants low. 10 

Genius of France! pursue the chace 
Till Reason’s laws restore 
Man to be Man, in every clime; — 

That Being, active, great, sublime 

Debas’d in dust no more. 15 

In dreadful pomp he takes his way 

O’er ruin’d crowns, demolish’d thrones — ■ 
Pale tyrants shrink before his blaze — 
Round him terrific lightnings play — 

With eyes of fire, he looks them through, 20 
Crushes the vile despotic crew. 

And Pride in ruin lays. 

On a Honey Bee 

DRINKING FROM A GLASS OF WINE 
AND DROWNED THEREIN 

(1809) 

Thou, born to sip the lake or spring. 

Or quaff the waters of the stream, 

\\ hy hither come on vagrant wing? — 

Does Bacchus tempting seem — 

Did he, for you, this glass prepare? — 5 

Will I admit you to a share? 

Did storms harass or foes perplex, 

Did wasps or king-birds bring dismay — 

Did wars distress, or labours vex, 

Or did you miss your way? — ir 

A better seat you could not take 
Than on the margin of this lake. 

Welcome! — I hail you to my glass: 

All welcome, here, you find; 
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lere let the cloud of trouble pass, 15 

lere, be all care resigned. — 

"his fluid never fails to please, 

^nd drown the griefs of men or bees. 

Vhat forced you here, we cannot know; 

^nd you will scarcely tell — 20 

Jut cheery we would have you go 
^nd bid a glad farewell: 

)n lighter wings we bid you fly, 

[:"our dart will now all foes defy. 

Tet take not, oh ! too deep a drink, 25 

'^nd in this ocean die; 
dere bigger bees than you might sink, 
wen bees full six feet high. 

^ike Pharaoh, then, you would be said 
To perish in a sea of red. 30 

Do as you please, your will is mine; 

^njoy it without fear — 

\nd your grave will be this glass of wine, 
four epitaph — a tear — 

Do, take your seat in Charon’s boat, 35 

^Ve’ll tell the hive, you died afloat. 

To a Caty-Did 

(1815) 

In a branch of willow hid 
Sings the evening Caty-did: 

From the lofty locust bough 
Feeding on a drop of dew. 

In her suit of green arrayed 5 

Hear her singing in the shade 
Caty-did, Caty-did, Caty-did! 

While upon a leaf you tread. 

Or repose your little head. 

On your sheet of shadows laid, 10 

All the day you nothing said: 

Half the night your cheery tongue 
Reveled out its little song. 

Nothing else but Caty-did. 

From your lodgings on the leaf 15 

Did you utter joy or grief? — 

Did you only mean to say, 

I have had my summer’s day. 

And am passing, soon, away 
To the grave of Caty-did: — 20 

Poor, unhappy Caty-did! 


But you would have uttered more 
Had you known of nature’s power — 

From the world when you retreat, 

And a leaf’s your winding sheet, 25 

Long before your spirit fled. 

Who can tell but nature said, 

Live again, my Caty-did! 

Live and chatter, Caty-did. 

Tell me, what did Caty do? 30 

Did she mean to trouble you? 

Why was Caty not forbid 
To trouble little Caty-did? 

Wrong indeed at you to fling. 

Hurting no one while you sing 35 

Caty-did! Caty-did! Caty-did! 

Why continue to complain? 

Caty tells me, she again 

Will not give you plague or pain: — 

Caty says you may be hid 4® 

Caty will not go to bed 
While you sing us Caty-did. 

Caty-did! Caty-did! Caty-did! 

But while singing, you forgot 
To tell us what did Caty not: 45 

Caty did not think of cold. 

Flocks retiring to the fold. 

Winter, with his wrinkles old. 

Winter, that yourself foretold 

When you gave us Caty-did. 5® 

Stay securely in your nest; 

Caty now will do her best. 

All she can to make you blest; 

But, you want no human aid — 

Nature, when she formed you, said, 55 

“Independent you are made. 

My dear little Caty-did: 

Soon yourself must disappear 
With the verdure of the year, — ” 

And to go, we know not where, 60 

With your song of Caty-did. 

On the Uniformity and Perfection 
of Nature 
(1815) 

This poem and the following are a direct ex- 
pression of Freneau’s deism. 

On one fix’d point all nature moves. 

Nor deviates from the track she loves; 
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Her system, drawn from reason’s source, 

She scorns to change her wonted course. 

Could she descend from that great plan 5 
To work unusual things for man, 

To suit the insect of an hour — 

This would betray a want of power, 

Unsettled in its first design 

And erring, when it did combine 10 

The parts that form the vast machine, 

The figures sketch’d on nature’s scene. 

Perfections of the great first cause 
Submit to no contracted laws. 

But all-sufficient, all-supreme, 15 

Include no trivial views in them. 

Who looks through nature with an eye 
That would the scheme of heaven descry, 
Observes her constant, still the same. 

In all her laws, through all her frame. 20 

No imperfection can be found 
In all that is, above, around, — 

All, nature made, in reason’s sight 
Is order all and all is right. 

On the Religion of Nature 
(1815) 

The power that gives with liberal hand 
The blessings man enjoys, while here, 


And scatters through a smiling land 
The abundant products of the year; 

That power of nature, ever bless’d, 5 
Bestow’d religion with the rest. 

Bom with ourselves, her early sway 
Inclines the tender mind to take 

The path of right, fair virtue’s way 

Its own felicity to make. 10 

This universally extends 
And leads to no mysterious ends. 

Religion, such as nature taught, 

With all divine perfection suits; 

Had all mankind this system sought 15 

Sophists would cease their vain disputes. 
And from this source would nations know 
All that can make their heaven below. 

This deals not curses on mankind. 

Or dooms them to perpetual grief, 20 

If from its aid no joys they find. 

It damns them not for unbelief; 

Upon a more exalted plan 
Creatress nature dealt with man — 

Joy to the day, when all agree 25 

On such grand systems to proceed. 

From fraud, design, and error free. 

And which to truth and goodness lead: 
Then persecution will retreat 
And man’s religion be complete. 30 
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WHAT WAS ROMANTICISM? 

The age of romanticism arrived when the 
older generation, the rear guard of the re- 
treating age of reason, was answered by the 
younger generation. Man, the younger 
generation affirmed, is something more than 
a thinking machine in a machine universe. 
He cannot be satisfied with ideas clear and 
consistent at the expense of truth; something 
is always left out. Reason, far from being 
completely trustworthy, may even lead us to 
conclusions that violate our sense of reality. 
Nor is common sense to be relied on for 
everything; it may be the way to wealth but 
it is not the way to the more abundant life. 
The world we live in is not a dead machine, 
but a living being. God is not outside the 
world, forgetting and forgotten, but in it and 
in us, an immanent presence. Man does 
not come into the world as a blank page, but 
trailing clouds of glory. A poet is not a deft 
tailor who dresses nature and human nature 
to advantage, but a man inspired with beauty 
or high truth, a prophet of the soul, a creative 
force; not a wit writing for town and court, 
but a man speaking to all men from the depth 
of his heart. 

In this way did romanticism in Europe and 
later in America revolt against the com- 
placency of the age of reason. The break was 
not, of course, complete. A new age, while 
throwing out what it does not like in the age 
before, keeps whatever it can use. So the 
romantic age took over and developed the 


deistic appreciation of the marvels of nature, 
the idea of progress, the belief in democracy, 
sentimental sympathy based on the notion of 
man’s natural goodness, the zeal for humani- 
tarian reforms, the insistence upon freedom 
as opposed to authority of whatever sort. 

To know what romanticism reacted against 
and what it retained from the eighteenth 
century is still not enough to define it. There 
have been many definitions, and they are 
all unsatisfactory. Indeed it was in the very 
nature of the movement — an anti-intellec- 
tual movement — to elude close logical 
definition. This was true even of its thinkers, 
who were characteristically intangible, fluid 
in theory, untroubled by inconsistency (is not 
consistency “the hobgoblin of little minds”?). 
A later American philosopher, Josiah Royce, 
spoke of the German philosopher Schelling as 
“the prince of the romanticists” and described 
his attitude as follows: 

His kaleidoscopic philosophy, which changed 
form with each new essay that he published, was 
like their whole scheme of life and of art. Trust 
your genius; follow your noble heart; change your 
doctrine whenever your heart changes, and change 
your heart often. Such is the practical creed of 
the romanticists. The world, you see, is after all 
the world of the inner life. . . . The world is essen- 
tially what men of genius make it. Let us be men 
of genius, and make what we choose. 

It would be idle to look to Schelling or any 
other romantic theorist for an acceptable 
definition. But we are not entirely helpless. 
Even in the passage just quoted we can find a 
clue. The secret of life seems to lie not in 
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the head but in the ‘"heart.” We are to seek 
reality not through conscious thought but 
through immediate unconscious perception. 
Somehow, the kingdom of God is within. 
Perhaps the true man is the will, his will as 
an ethical force presiding like a king over his 
appetites. But this is not the usual romantic 
view. The “heart” seems, rather, feeling, 
desire, aspiration, an expansive yearning for 
fulfillment, the Faustian spirit, the quest of 
the Blue Flower, and this, if one holds a dif- 
ferent philosophy, may appear to be little 
more than castle-building, wishful thinking, 
escapism. But let us not hastily prejudge it. 
Man is complex, motives are mixed. How- 
ever the romanticists may at times have de- 
luded themselves, we shall not understand 
them till we have tried to grasp sympatheti- 
cally what they conceived themselves to be. 
They conceived themselves to be emancipa- 
tors of the human spirit, freeing it from the 
tyranny of everything exterior to itself, 
whether this was a Calvinistic dogma of 
depravity, or a cramping rationalism, or a 
common sense obsession with the pots and 
pans of practical life. Freed from these, the 
human spirit might regain the sense of won- 
der, the bloom of the world; might dwell 
upon the strange, the mysterious, the miracu- 
lous, might hope for a revelation here and 
now. Hence the romanticists thirsted for 
the freshness of inspiration, the directness of 
mysticism. 

The inner life and its needs, they held, 
are not quite the same in all men. If men 
are born free and equal in worth as human 
beings, they are also born different, no two of 
them alike. Each should therefore be true to 
himself, express his very self, which is uniquely 
valuable. The romanticists accepted gladly 
the relativity of their subjectivism. It is per- 
haps not mere accident that the new words 
compounded with self m the nineteenth 
century were not often like the old self- 
conceit^ self-esteem, self-denial, which now 
seemed unpleasant, but rather self-expression, 
self-realization, self-culture, self-help, self-reliance, 
which seemed attractive. 


ROMANTICISM IN THE UNITED STATES 

America was ready to receive the new 
impulse from abroad. Two political revolu- 
tions — the American and the French — 
had occurred; an industrial revolution was 
on the way. The age of reason seemed to 
be fading into the dead past. A new nation 
looked to the future. “The older America of 
colonial days,” as Farrington put it, “had 
been static, rationalistic, inclined to pessi- 
mism, fearful of innovation, tenacious of the 
customary. . . . The America that succeeded 
was a shifting, restless world, youthfully 
optimistic, eager to better itself, bent on 
finding easier roads to wealth than the 
plodding path of natural increase. It con- 
ceived of human nature as acquisitive, and 
accounting acquisitiveness a cardinal virtue, 
it set out to inquire what opportunities 
awaited it in the unexploited resources of the 
continent.” A land of opportunity invited 
“economic romance,” a romanticism of 
action. Indeed, Professor Turner’s catalogue 
of frontier traits reads almost like a list of 
romantic traits: individualism, buoyancy, 
optimism, energy, etc. Men went to the 
West for adventure and material acquisition. 
They lived close to nature and were inclined 
to value the attributes of the natural man 
more highly than those of the civilized 
man. 

The country as we know it today was be- 
ginning to take shape. By 1800 New York, 
not Philadelphia, was the largest town. By 
1820 the United States contained about ten 
millions of people; by 1850, twenty-three 
millions. After 1845 immigration grew 
apace, especially from Germany and Ireland. 
From Virginia and the Carolinas pioneers 
moved into the valley of the Ohio and Mis- 
sissippi; from New England, to the Middle 
West. Chicago, in 1833, had a population 
of only 350; by 1870 about 300,000. When 
California was annexed from Mexico in 
1 848, wide open spaces beckoned aU the way 
to the Pacific, and with the purchase of 
Alaska in 1867 the domain of the United 
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Slates became the fourth largest in the world. 
The Erie Canal linked East and Middle West, 
and then came the age of railroads, which, 
by 1860, had a mileage of 30,000. By 1860, 
also, the value of the country’s manufactures 
equalled that of its agricultural production, 
even though the cotton crop in that year 
reached the enormous total of five million 
bales. Sectional differences were so great 
that, as one historian has said, the civiliza- 
tions of North and South were as wide apart 
a? those of Canada and Mexico today. It 
was the West — the land of the advancing 
frontier — that seemed the America of the 
future. As Emerson put it, “Europe stretches 
to the Alleghanies; America lies beyond.” 

If frontier optimism was favorable to 
romanticism, so was the sentiment of na- 
tionalism. The age of reason in Europe had 
been cosmopolitan. Under the leadership 
of France, European culture possessed a re- 
markable unity, with a common background 
in the ancient classics. In the nineteenth 
century the nations became aware of their 
diversity. Each sought to develop organi- 
cally its own “genius,” that which was native 
and therefore natural to it. A new, romantic 
dispensation made for both political and 
cultural patriotism. Now, for this aspect 
of romanticism America offered an obvious 
opportunity. We have already noted how 
the successful War of Independence roused a 
sentiment of nationalism that sought ex- 
pression in literature. In the war of 1812 
Andrew Jackson hurled a veteran British 
army back from the redoubts of New Orleans. 
The young nation flexed its muscles and 
laughed like a boy who finds he can chin him- 
self. By 1830 nationalism was militant, 
eager for a cultural outlet. One thing that 
America might celebrate was her physical 
self — her vast space, her scenery, her own 
birds and trees and flowers. In painting, the 
human portraiture of the age of reason was 
succeeded by the landscapes of the Hudson 
River School. Irving saw, if he did not fully 
use, the opportunity which America offered 
her writers: 


Her mighty lakes, like oceans of liquid silver; her 
mountains, with their bright aerial tints; her val- 
leys, teeming with wild fertility; her tremendous 
cataracts, thundering in their solitudes; her bound- 
less plains, waving with spontaneous verdure; her 
broad deep rivers, rolling in solemn silence to the 
ocean; her trackless forests, where vegetation puts 
forth all its magnificence; her skies, kindling with 
the magic of summer clouds and glorious sunshine; 
— no, never need an American look beyond his 
own country for the sublime and beautiful of 
natural scenery. 

America now had, also, a history of her own, 
accumulated through two hundred years: 
history, legend, tradition from the Puritan 
and Dutch colonial days, the struggles with 
the Indians, the contest with the French, the 
Revolution as a civil war and a war of free- 
dom, the war with England in 1812, ad- 
ventures in the forest and on the seas. 

As a means to her own self-realization 
America also used the cultures of Europe. 
At this time the European countries, in re- 
sponse to the romantic impulse, were trying 
to be themselves, not by isolation but by 
turning to each other for fertilization. If the 
movement was scarcely cosmopolitan, it was 
at least international. While these countries 
looked to each other for usable ideas, ex- 
amples, inspiration, the United States looked 
more or less to all of them. With its new na- 
tional self-consciousness, it sought fructifying 
influences in contemporary foreign thought 
and literature, in Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
Carlyle, in Goethe, German romanticists, 
German philosophy. And its imagination 
was attracted by many past cultures whose 
very remoteness enhanced their romantic 
charm. England, “our old home,” was ex- 
plored; so were the old Germany and old 
Spain, the Middle Ages from northern Europe 
to Italy, ancient Greece seen with fresh eyes, 
and even the mystic Orient. Sensitive 
American minds turned wherever they could 
find the picturesque, the strange, the noble, 
wherever they could find sheer delight or 
suggestions for richer living. Not content 
with literary records and pictures, they went 
abroad to see with their own eyes or to study 
at the source. Ticknor, Everett, Bancroft, 
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Motley, Hedge studied at German universi- 
ties. Irving, Cooper, Emerson, Hawthorne, 
Longfellow, Lowell made long sojourns in 
various lands. 

Another prominent feature of the American 
romantic movement was its humanitarianism. 
As a sentiment, a feeling of sympathy or 
essential identity with the common man, 
humanitarianism rose to an impressive climax 
in Walt Whitman. But characteristically it 
expressed itself in action, in support of practi- 
cal reforms. Innumerable reforms were un- 
dertaken. In many states imprisonment for 
debt was abolished; in most states whipping 
was outlawed; there was better care for the 
insane; there was education for the blind; 
there was an energetic campaign for “tem- 
perance,” for the rights of women, for world 
peace. But the energies of the humani- 
tarian spirit went primarily into the abolition 
of Negro slavery. This reform, led by Wil- 
liam Lloyd Garrison, whose first number of 
the Liberator appeared in 1831, became a 
burning issue that few writers could refuse to 
face. When the abolitionists had closed 
every approach to emancipation except 
civil war, a political issue loomed even 
larger: the issue of union or disintegration. 
The desperate conflict of arms that preserved 
the union was also destined, as it turned out, 
to mark the end of the romantic movement. 

One more feature of our romantic move- 
ment must be mentioned, one that sets it off 
from the European movement. On the 
Continent especially, romantic self-expression 
involved a great deal of loose living and a 
tendency to morbid and licentious literature. 
But not in America. When the romantic 
impulse reached our Puritan soil, “land of the 
pilgrims’ pride,” it was held in restraint by 
habits of living and thinking derived from a 
long discipline. Particularly in New Eng- 
land, where the movement centered, self- 
indulgence was alien to social traditions and 
personal values. Even Poe, whose life was 
irregular enough, managed to celebrate the 
beauty of woman as if he were sexless. But 
there is another explanation as well. As a 


new nation, a middle-class nation, the United 
States of this period was in its awkward age, 
self-conscious, sensitive to criticism, and its 
society was bent on demonstrating its ele- 
gance and refinement. Beginning with the 
sentimental novel of the age of reason, our 
society cherished an ideal of “female deli- 
cacy.” According to E. Douglas Branch in 
The Sentimental Tears, 1836-1860, we had in 
the period of romanticism “the most numer- 
ous reading public the world had yet known, 
the Sentimental generation in the United 
States.” Women were a large part of this 
reading public, and their supposed delicacy 
of taste was sedulously respected by lesser 
and even by better authors. Thus Harriet 
Beecher Stowe, describing a slave trader, 
wrote: “His conversation was garnished at 
intervals with sundry profane expressions, 
which not even the desire to be graphic shall 
induce us to transcribe for our readers.” 
From the point of view of many novelists 
today, she evidently missed her chance ! 
Only Whitman, the last of our great roman- 
tics, made a complete break with what he 
called a “parlor and drawing-room literature 
for ladies” and introduced the frankness of 
realism. Of the movement as a whole it 
must be said that it produced perhaps the 
“cleanest” literature which the world has 
ever known. To what extent this is praise or 
dispraise the present reader will decide for 
himself. 

HOW THE MOVEMENT DEVELOPED 

The romantic spirit asserted itself first in 
England and Germany, where it flourished 
from the late eighteenth century till about 
1830, then in France during the 1820’s, and 
in Italy, and Spain, and Russia, coming to 
something like a close about 1850. In 
America this wave of idealism (“mania” 
William Dean Howells preferred to call it) 
arrived in strength in the 1820’s and 30’s. 

Just at the time of a famous British jibe, 
Sydney Smith’s question “Who reads an 
American book?” American literature was 
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definitely launched by the publication of 
three significant works. They were The 
Sketch Book, 1819-20, by Washington Irving; 
The Spy, 1821, by James Fenimore Cooper; 
and the Poems, 1821, of William Cullen 
Bryant. 

Irving, in his Knickerbocker'^ s History, had 
previously romanticized old New York in a 
humorous way; now his imagination was 
charmed with England, not the England of 
the industrial revolution but that of a sur- 
viving older civilization and the memories 
associated with historic buildings and shrines. 
Later he gave his heart even more to the 
romantic past of Spain, and wrote romantic 
biographies of Columbus, Goldsmith, and 
Washington. Yet in his measured, urbane 
prose, reminiscent of the eighteenth century 
essayists, he still belonged to the age of neo- 
classicism. Cooper, in The Spy, wrote an 
historical novel of the American Revolution, 
and went on to build a series of novels, the 
Leatherstocking Tales, of the American forest, 
the noble savage, and an unforgettable fron- 
tiersman — novels fertile in invention, thrill- 
ing in action, poetic in their natural setting. 
Bryant, in a number of volumes of poetry, 
continued the English “graveyard school” 
with fresh power and elevation, and wrote 
poems of nature under the influence of 
Wordsworth. Irving and Cooper lived in 
or near New York, and Bryant, though bred 
in western Massachusetts, resided in New 
York most of his life. Along with such minor 
authors as Drake, Halleck, and Willis, they 
came to be thought of as the “Knickerbocker” 
writers. Great newspapers were founded 
(Bryant edited the New York Evening Post 
for half a century), publishing houses were 
established, and New York seemed to have a 
clear field as the literary capital of the nation. 

After 1830, however, and for something 
like fifty years, the ascendency passed to 
New England and centered in Boston. The 
renascence of New England was sudden. 
Emerson remarks drily in his journal that 
“from 1790 to 1820, there was not a book, a 
speech, a conversation, or a thought, in the 


State [of Massachusetts].” Yet, as the new 
major authors of the romantic movement 
one by one took their places, it happened 
that all of them, except only Poe and Whit- 
man, belonged to Massachusetts: Emerson, 
Thoreau, Hawthorne, Melville, Whittier, 
Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes, Parkman. The 
flowering of New England was also the 
flowering of American literature. 

The most fruitful movement within Amer- 
ican romanticism, a circle within a circle, 
was that known as Transcendentalism. It 
was perhaps poetic justice that Puritanism, 
superseded by deism, by Unitarianism, by a 
general drift to rationalism, should rise again 
with its old moral and spiritual ardor in the 
new outlook on life called transcendental. 
A group of fine minds, responsive to the 
romantic impulse from Europe, reacted 
against the climate of opinion left by the age 
of reason: 

The spirit of the eighteenth century [says H. C. 
Goddard] had survived in the neighborhood of 
Boston long after the eighteenth century was dead. 
And suddenly — so at least it seemed — this group 
of young men and women became intensely aware 
of that fact. The new ideas and ideals found their 
way to them through a score of channels and af- 
fected as many phases of New England life. But 
because of the predominant part which religion 
still played in that life and its traditions, it was 
within the religious world that the influence of the 
new spirit was immediate and marked. Tran- 
scendentalism was the religious conversion of early 
nineteenth-century New England. And because 
of the relative cultural eminence of New England, 
it became indirectly, in some measure, the religious 
conversion of America. 

A religious movement. Transcendentalism 
was also a philosophic movement, a social 
movement, a literary movement. Idealistic, 
mystical, individualistic, it was a general 
renovating force. It was “plain living and 
high thinking” rather than a systematic 
philosophy or creed. So far as it had a cen- 
tral belief, this belief was that there are “cer- 
tain fundamental truths not derived from 
experience, not susceptible of proof, which 
transcend human life, and are perceived 
direcdy and intuitively by the human mind.” 
What does this mean? In the pungent Ian- 
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guage of Emerson, it means: “God is, not 
was; He speaketh, not spake.” It means: 
“Nothing can bring you peace but yourself. 
Nothing can bring you peace but the triumph 
of principles.” It means: “Trust thyself: 
every heart vibrates to that iron string.” It 
means: “If the single man plant himself in- 
domitably on his instincts, and there abide, 
the huge world will come round to him.” 
It means: “Give me health and a day, and I 
will make the pomp of emperors ridiculous.” 

A very small book published in September, 
1836, proved to be the first important literary 
event of the new movement. It was called 
Nature and its author was later discovered 
to be Ralph Waldo Emerson. Emerson’s 
place in Transcendentalism is rather hard 
to define. He was its Paul, but not its Peter; 
its spokesman and roving missionary yet never 
its militant captain. At times he seemed to 
be in the movement, but not of it. He helped 
found the Transcendental Club, but was 
skeptical of the numerous schemes for reform, 
the ideal communities such as Brook Farm 
which were so popular among others of the 
group. “The sun and the evening sky do not 
look calmer than Alcott and his family at 
Fruitlands,” he wrote in his journal. “I will 
not prejudge them successful. They look 
well in July. We will see them in December.” 
Perhaps it was Emerson the Yankee whose 
good sense told him it might be better 
economics to live in Concord than on Brook 
Farm, while Emerson the poet sang with 
some abandon the doctrines of his time. This 
double aspect of Emerson’s thought has long 
been recognized. His Yankee background 
included an impressive line of practical and 
sober New England ancestors. He drew his 
philosophy from 

“One in a Judean msinger. 

And one by Avon’s stream, 

One over against the mouths of Nile, 

And one in the Academe.” 

The four names represent four of the main 
sources of his thinking: Jesus, the Christian; 
Shakespeare, the Renaissance man; Plotinus, 


the Neo-Platonist and Oriental; and Plato 
himself, the Greek. He might also have 
mentioned the romantic thought of the 
times, mostly British, partly German, which 
came to him through Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
and Carlyle. 

Close to Emerson was Henry Thoreau, 
“transcendental economist,” who lived a 
year in his hut by Walden Pond at a cost of 
eight dollars; Bronson Alcott, who sought to 
learn the truths of life from the lips of chil- 
dren and himself talked endlessly and bril- 
liantly; and Margaret Fuller, intellectual 
and passionate, who admired Goethe and 
claimed a fuller recognition for women. 
Others connected with the movement were 
Theodore Parker, a practical reformer, 
George Ripley, leader of the Brook Farm 
community, the poets Cranch and Very, and 
Orestes Brownson, who was successively a 
Unitarian, a Transcendentalist, and Roman 
Catholic. 

Associated with the Transcendentalists at 
Brook Farm but in general aloof from the 
movement in its doctrinal aspects was Na- 
thaniel Hawthorne. The shadows of the 
Puritan past fell upon him darkly, but were 
transformed to shining forms in his fiction. 
His solitary and brooding temperament made 
it hard for him to communicate even with 
such gifted neighbors as he had in Concord. 
He lived spiritually alone, whether in his 
birthplace — Salem of witchcraft memories 
— or in the Berkshire Hills, or in Liverpool 
or Concord. 

Longfellow and Lowell lived in Cambridge. 
While the roots of the thought of transcen- 
dental Concord were deep in the idealism of 
the Greeks, the culture of literary Cambridge 
was grounded in medieval and modern 
Europe. The mood which often fitted Long- 
fellow best was the Sehnsucht of the German 
poets, a romantic melancholy. LoweU, 
after a romantic start, became a sort of 
humanist of the New England Renaissance. 
Scholar, famous teacher of Dante at Har- 
vard, poet, lecturer, essayist, he brought a 
wide and rich background to the task of 
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criticism, was our best informed, and in 
many ways best, critic. 

Holmes lived in Boston. His play of wit 
links him with the English and French 
eighteenth century, not with medieval Cam- 
bridge or transcendental Concord, though 
he too had his romantic side. There were 
also three historians of distinction: Motley 
who romanticized the Dutch, Prescott who 
romanticized the Spanish, and Parkman, 
ablest of the trio, who recorded memorably 
the struggle of France and England for 
America. Parkman combined the German 
scientific method with a literary approach 
that owed not a little to Scott and Byron. 
Not far from Boston, Whittier lived in Ames- 
bury. His voice was mellow as he sang of 
the Quaker home of his boyhood, sometimes 
harsh and stern as he denounced slavery. 
The novelist Melville for many years was on 
a Massachusetts farm, but like many New 
Englanders, he knew the sea better, and in his 
story of the pursuit of Moby Dick, the white 
whale, brooded like his friend Hawthorne on 
the problem of evil in the universe. Falling 
into obscurity, he emerged, after his centen- 
ary in 1919, one of the foremost writers in 
our literature. 

It was a man born in Boston (although his 
life was spent in the South and in New York) 
who became the American Coleridge. Poe 
had Coleridge’s interest in criticism and in 
the revival of wonder, but not Coleridge’s 
interest in Transcendental metaphysics. Poe 
had no like in America. Compare his 
“Eldorado” with Longfellow’s “Excelsior,” 
The poems have the same theme, but Poe’s 
has an eery, exotic atmosphere which is not 
Concord, nor Cambridge, nor Salem, nor 
anything but Poe. This startling individual- 
ity produced striking verse, short stories 
written in a highly developed technique, and 
an important body of critical theory. 

While New England was in the midst of its 
literary renaissance, the South passed from 
Jefferson’s romantic theory of an agrarian 
democracy to the more curious dream of a 
“Greek democracy” (the phrase is Pairing- 


ton’s) in which there was to be a paternal 
rule of slaves. The literary center of the 
South was Charleston, South Carolina. It 
was natural that this city, whose cultural re- 
lations were less with the North than with 
England, should show in her literary pro- 
duction the distinguishing marks of the 
English romantic movement. Round Wil- 
liam G. Simms gathered, in the years preced- 
ing the war, a coterie of writers whose ro- 
mantic outlook on life and art was tempered 
with classical tastes and traditions. How far 
this romantic school might have gone — 
whether a writer of original power might 
have emerged from it — can never be known, 
for the clamor of war soon ended all hope of 
artistic achievement, and the prostration of 
the reconstruction age followed. 

In 1855, nineteen years after the appear- 
ance of Emerson’s Nature, Whitman pub- 
lished Leaves of Grass — 92 pages, twelve 
poems, and a sale probably not much in 
excess of twelve copies. Yet in literary his- 
tory this little collection is comparable with 
the small volume published by Wordsworth 
and Coleridge in 1798. Each dates an 
epoch in national literary history; both have 
far-reaching international influences. Whit- 
man’s slight volume sums up American 
romanticism: it is the climax of the spirit 
which led men to attempt “the great Amer- 
ican epic”; it is the summation of romantic 
natural goodness, the divinity of nature, 
individualism, freedom, humanitarianism. 
Whitman was the most expansive of demo- 
crats. No poet ever embraced the whole 
scheme of things with such universal en- 
thusiasm. But while he sums up and tran- 
scends previous romanticism, he also marks 
the way for the age of realism that is to come. 
His universal enthusiasm and his catalogues 
will appear in a thousand realistic transcripts 
of life. His free verse will reappear in a 
thousand poems written in revolt against the 
manner of romantic verse. His concern for 
common life will reappear in the revolt of 
the 90’s and in the later regional novel and 
story. Leaves of Grass is a literary turning- 
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point. The last great romanticist, Whitman 
looks backward to his teacher Emerson, and 
forward to his countless pupils in our own age. 

Then came the war. 

In 1861, says Lewis Mumford, “the Civil 
War cut a white gash through the history of 
the country. On one side lay the Golden 
Day, the period of an Elizabethan daring on 
the sea, of a well-balanced adjustment of 
farm and factory in the East, of a thriving 
regional culture operating through the lec- 
ture-lyceum and the provincial college. . . . 
When the curtain rose on this post-bellum 
scene, this old America was for all practical 
purposes demolished.” The war crushed 
the South, dimmed the brightness of New 
England’s renaissance, and pointed to the 
West as the land of material opportunity. 
Romanticism lives on stubbornly; it is not 
dead today. But the decade after Appomat- 
tox brought stirrings of change. By 1870 
American thought had taken on a new tem- 
per. Out of the wreckage of the war, out of 
declining romantic faith and the bursting 
bubble of romantic economics, arose realism. 

TOPICAL OUTLINE 

The complexity of romanticism and of the 
period in which it flourished seems to forbid 
a strict logical outline. The following outline 
may be regarded rather as a list of important 
topics to be modified and rearranged to suit 
the purposes of the reader; or, if the plan of 
study follows the sequence of authors as 
given in the text, it may prove suggestive for 
review. 

I. The world we live in: wonder, strange- 
ness, mystery; the love of nature; sci- 
ence and Christian revelation; revela- 
tion in the here and now. Bryant, 
Poe, Emerson, Thoreau, Hawthorne; 


Melville, Whittier, Lowell, Whitman. 

11. The self: the unity of man and the 
uniqueness of men; self-reliance, self- 
fulfillment. Emerson, Thoreau, Whit- 
man. 

HI. Democracy: freedom and equality; nat- 
ural goodness; the common man; 
humanitarian sympathy and reforms 
(anti-slavery, etc.). Cooper, Emer- 
son, Thoreau, Whittier, Lowell, Lin- 
coln, Whitman. 

IV. Economic romance: rugged individual- 
ism; the frontier; technological prog- 
ress. Bryant, Thoreau, Parkman, 
Longstreet, Whitman. 

V. Nationalism: national self-consciousness 
or self-reliance; the national past; the 
war of the secession and union. Irv- 
ing, Cooper, Bryant, Emerson, Long- 
fellow, Lowell, Holmes, Lincoln, 
Timrod, Whitman. 

VI. The debt to Europe and Asia: contem- 
porary Europe; past cultures. Irv- 
ing, Emerson, Thoreau, Longfellow, 
Lowell. 

VI I . The Transcendental movement: aims, in- 
terests, activities. Emerson, Thoreau, 
Whitman. 

VIII. The saving grace of humor: Irving, Long- 
street, Thoreau, Lowell, Holmes. 

IX. Literary theories: Bryant, Poe, Whitman. 

X. Literary forms: Poetry: Bryant, Poe, 
Emerson, Thoreau, Melville, Whittier, 
Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes, Timrod, 
Hayne, Whitman. 

XL Literary forms: Prose: essay and sketch: 
Irving, Hawthorne, Holmes. Tale 
and short story: Irving, Poe, Haw- 
thorne, Melville. Novel: Cooper, 
Hawthorne, Melville. History: 
Irving, Parkman. Criticism: Poe, 
Melville, Lowell, Whitman. 
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Washington Irving (1783-1859) 


America’s first literary ambassador to Europe was born in New York City, on April 
3, 1783, to a Scotch father and an English mother, and was named for the man who had 
just driven the British from the city. The boy was presented to General Washington 
(so the story goes), and Washington patted him on the head and told him to be a good 
boy. The advice was not too much heeded. He was a lively child. When he felt 
stuffy in the Presbyterian atmosphere of his home, he joined the Church of England. 
All his brothers were sent to Columbia College, but Washington was despaired of, 
and had no schooling after he was 16. He began to study law without much enthusi- 
asm. In society he fared better. By 1804, when he attained his majority, he was a 
welcome guest in the best social circles, a mediocre law student, and something of a 
man about town. 

In that year he went to Europe for his health, and traveled in France, Italy, and 
England. He returned to America in 1806, and, to the great surprise of everyone, 
was admitted to the New York bar. He practised little. During the next two years 
he and some friends wrote twenty humorous Salmagundi papers. Irving tried politics, 
lost interest quickly, then joined with his brother to write a parody of a pedantic 
guide-book to New York. Soon left to do the writing alone, Irving found his inten- 
tion changing (see his own story below), and produced, instead of a parody, a hu- 
morous history. While at work on this, he suffered a tragedy in the death of his 
fiancee. He pulled himself together and finished the book, which was published in 
1 809 as A History of New Tork^ by Dietrich Knickerbocker. Its success was enormous, but 
Irving was not yet ready to try literature as a profession. He joined his brothers’ firm 
in 1810, and went abroad in 1815 to conduct the firm’s business. He was to remain 
in Europe seventeen years. 

The firm failed in 1818, and Irving found a literary career thrust upon him. The 
immediate result was the publication of The Sketch Book in 1819 and 1820. These 
stories and essays made him famous. He became a social lion in Britain as in New 
York, and was an intimate friend of Scott and other writers. Bracebridge Hall ap- 
peared in 1822 and Tales of a Traveler two years later. In 1826 he was in Spain as a 
member of the American Legation, and three years later established himself in a 
romantic home, the Alhambra, the subject of one of his most delightful books (1832). 
Other works growing out of his attachment to Spain were The Life and Voyages of 
Columbus and The Conquest of Granada. After spending the decade 1 832-42 in Amer- 
ica and publishing three works concerning the frontier, he was in Spain again for 
three years as American minister at the Court of Isabella II. 

Irving’s last works were biographical studies of Goldsmith, Mahomet, and Wash- 
ington — the Life of Washington he considered his greatest book. For thirteen year i 
he lived at Sunnyside, his home on the Hudson, and there he died. 

The standard edition of his writings appeared in 21 vols. in 1860-61 (the same in 
12 vols., 1881). The standard life is Washington Irving, 2 vols., by Stanley Williams, 
1935. Stanley Williams also wrote the article in DAB. Van Wyck Brooks has 
described entertainingly the temper and attitudes of The World of Washington Irving, 

1 944. There is a useful volume of selections, Washington Irving, in the A WS, with an 
excellent introduction by H. A. Pochmann, 1934. 
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The Golden Rei^ of 
Wouter Van Twiller 

{Knickerbocker's History oj New Tork^ 1809: 

Book III) 

The purpose of K nicker bocker'^s History is suffi- ^ 
ciently indicated by Irving himself in “The Au- 
thor’s Apology” prefixed to the edition of 1848: 
“The following work, in which, at the outset, 
nothing more was contemplated than a temporary 
jeu d’eiprit, was commenced in company with my 
brother, the late Peter Irving, Esq. Our idea was, 
to parody a small handbook which had recently 
appeared, entitled A Picture of New York. Like 
that, our work was to begin with an historical 
sketch; to be followed by notices of the customs, 
manners, and institutions of the city; written in a 
serio-comic vein, and treating local errors, follies, ^5 
and abuses with good-humored satire. . . . 

“I now altered the plan of the work. Discarding 
all idea of a parody on the Picture of New Tork^ I de- 
termined that what had been originally intended 
as an introductory sketch, should comprise the 
whole work, and form a comic history of the city. 20 
I accordingly moulded the mass of citations and 
disquisitions into introductory chapters, forming 
the first book; but it soon became evident to me, 
that, like Robinson Crusoe with his boat, I had 
begun on too large a scale, and that, to launch my 
history successfully, I must reduce its proportions. 25 
I accordingly resolved to confine it to the period 
of the Dutch domination, which, in its rise, prog- 
ress,. and decline, presented that unity of subject 
required by classic rule. It was a period, also, at 
that time almost a terra incognita in history. In fact, 

I was surprised to find how few of my fellow-citi- 30 
zens were aware that New York had ever been 
called New Amsterdam, or had heard of the names 
of its early Dutch governors, or cared a straw about 
their ancient Dutch progenitors. . . . 

“The main object of ray work, in fact, had a 
bearing wide from the sober aim of history; but 35 
one which, I trust, will meet with some indulgence 
from poetic minds. It was to embody the tradi- 
tions of the city in an amusing form; to illustrate 
its local humors, customs, and peculiarities; to 
clothe home scenes and places and familiar names 
with those imaginative and whimsical associations 
so seldom met with in our new country, but which 
live like charms and spells about the cities of the 
old world, binding the heart of the native inhabi- 
tant to his home. . . .” 

On one side, Irving’s kinship, in this book, is 
with the English humorists of the eighteenth cen- 
tury — as Walter Scott, among others, recognized, ^ 
when he said he had “never read anything so 
closely resembling the style of Dean Swift. ... I 
think, too, there are passages, which indicate that 
the author possesses powers of a different kind, and 
has some touches which remind me of Sterne.” 

He unites the eighteenth-century addiction to 
satire and the eighteenth-century tenderness of 
sympathy. The latter element is related with that 


conception of “natural goodness” that flourished 
in the time of Rousseau, in reaction to “natural 
depravity.” “I do not think poor human nature,” 
says Irving (Book II, chapter 9), “so sorry a piece 
of workmanship as they would make it out to be; 
and so far as I have observed, I am fully satisfied 
that man, if left to himself, would about as readily 
go right as wrong. It is only this eternally sound- 
ing in his ears that it is his duty to go right, which 
makes him go the very reverse. The noble inde- 
pendence of his nature revolts. . . At the same 
time Irving’s work has some kinship with the work 
of the romantic writers of Europe; like them, he 
loves to travel in the obscure past, especially the 
local past, with its “peculiar and racy customs.” 
In this respect he may be compared, for example, 
with his friend Walter Scott. 

CHAPTER I 

Of the Renowned Wouter Van Twiller, His Un- 
paralleled Virtues — as Likewise His Unut- 
terable Wisdom in the Law-Case of Wandle 
Schoonhoven and Barent Blee£ker — and the 
Great Admiration of the Public Thereat 

Grievous and very much to be commiser- 
ated is the task of the feeling historian, who 
writes the history of his native land. If it 
fall to his lot to be the recorder of calamity or 
crime, the mournful page is watered with his 
tears; nor can he recall the most prosperous 
and blissful era, without a melancholy sigh at 
the reflection that it has passed away forever ! 
I know not whether it be owing to an im- 
moderate love for the simplicity of former 
times, or to that certain tenderness of heart 
incident to all sentimental historians; but I 
candidly confess that I cannot look back on 
the happier days of our city, which I now 
describe, without great dejection of spirit. 
With faltering hand do I withdraw the cur- 
tain of oblivion, that veils the modest merit 
of our venerable ancestors, and as their 
figures rise to my mental vision, humble my- 
self before their mighty shades. 

Such are my feelings when I revisit the 
family mansion of the Knickerbockers, and 
spend a lonely hour in the chamber where 
hang the portraits of my forefathers, shrouded 
in dust, like the forms they represent. With 
pious reverence do I gaze on the counte- 
nances of those renowned burghers, who 
have preceded me in the steady march of 
existence, — whose sober and temperate 
blood now meanders through my veins, flow- 
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ing slower and slower in its feeble conduits, son; having virtually forfeited all right to his 

until its current shall soon be stopped for- ancient appellation of Kortlandt or Lack- 

ever ! land. 

These, I say to myself, are but frail me- It was in the year of our Lord 1629 that 
morials of the mighty men who flourished in s Mynheer Wouter Van Twiller was appointed 

the days of the patriarchs; but who, alas, governor of the province of Nieuw Neder- 

have long since mouldered in that tomb landts, under the commission and control of 

towards which my steps are insensibly and their High Mightinesses the Lords States 

irresistibly hastening! As I pace the dark- General of the United Netherlands, and the 

ened chamber and lose myself in melancholy lo privileged West India Company, 
musings, the shadowy images around me This renowned old gentleman arrived at 
almost seem to steal once more into existence. New Amsterdam in the merry month of June, 

— their countenances to assume the anima- the sweetest month in all the year; when dan 

tion of life, — their eyes to pursue me in Apollo seems to dance up the transparent 

every movement ! Carried away by the de- 15 firmament, — when the robin, the thrush, 

lusions of fancy, I almost imagine myself and a thousand other wanton songsters, 

surrounded by the shades of the departed, make the woods to resound with amorous 

and holding sweet converse with the worthies ditties, and the luxurious little boblincon 

of antiquity! Ah, hapless Diedrich! born in revels among the clover-blossoms of the 

a degenerate age, abandoned to the buffet- 20 meadows, — all which happy coincidence 

ings of fortune, — a stranger and a weary persuaded the old dames of New Amsterdam, 

pilgrim in thy native land, — blest with no who were skilled in the art of foretelling 

weeping wife, nor family of helpless children, events, that this was to be a happy and pros- 

but doomed to wander neglected through perous administration. 

those crowded streets, and elbowed by foreign 25 The renowned Wouter (or Walter) Van 
upstarts from those fair abodes where once Twiller was descended from a long line of 
thine ancestors held sovereign empire! Dutch burgomasters, who had successively 

Let me not, however, lose the historian in dozed away their lives, and grown fat upon 
the man, nor suffer the doting recollections of the bench of magistracy in Rotterdam; and 
age to overcome me, while dwelling with fond 30 who had comported themselves with such 
garrulity on the virtuous days of the patri- singular wisdom and propriety, that they 
archs, — on those sweet days of simplicity were never either heard or talked of — which, 
and ease, which never more will dawn on the next to being universally applauded, should 
lovely island of Manna-hata. be the object of ambition of all magistrates 

These melancholy reflections have been 35 and rulers. There are two opposite ways by 

forced from me by the growing wealth and which some men make a figure in the world: 

importance of New Amsterdam, which, I one, by talking faster than they think, and 

plainly perceive, are to involve it in all kinds the other, by holding their tongues and not 

of perils and disasters. Already, as I ob- thinking at all. By the first, many a smat- 
ser\"ed at the close of my last book, they had 40 terer acquires the reputation of a man of 
awakened the attentions of the mother- quick parts; by the other, many a dunder- 
country. The usual mark of protection pate, like the owl, the stupidest of birds, 
shown by mother-countries to wealthy col- comes to be considered the very type of 
onies was forthwith manifested; a governor wisdom. This, by the way, is a casual re- 
being sent out to rule over the province, and 45 mark, which I would not, for the ud ‘verse, 
squeeze out of it as much revenue as possible. have it thought I apply to Governor Van 
The arrival of a governor of course put 2 m Twiller. It is true he was a man shut up 
end to the protectorate of Oloffe the Dreamer. within himself, like an oyster, and rarely 
He appears, however, to have dreamt to spoke, except in monosyllables; but then it 
some purpose during his sway, as we find 50 was allowed he seldom said a foolish thing, 
him afterwards living as a patroon on a So invincible was his gravity that he was 
great landed estate on the banks of the Hud- never known to laugh or even to smile 
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through the whole course of a long and 
prosperous life. Nay, if a joke were uttered 
in his presence, that set light-minded hearers 
in a roar, it was observed to throw him into 
a state of perplexity. Sometimes he would c 
deign to inquire into the matter, and when, 
after much explanation, the joke was made 
as plain as a pike-staff, he would continue to 
smoke his pipe in silence, and at length, 
knocking out the ashes, would exclaim, i 
“Well ! I see nothing in all that to laugh 
about.” 

With all his reflective habits, he never 
made up his mind on a subject. His ad- 
herents accounted for this by the astonishing i 
magnitude of his ideas. He conceived every 
subject on so grand a scale that he had not 
room in his head to turn it over and examine 
both sides of it. Certain it is, that, if any 
matter were propounded to him on which 2 
ordinary mortals would rashly determine at 
first glance, he would put on a vague, mys- 
terious look, shake his capacious head, smoke 
some time in profound silence, and at length 
observe, that “he had his doubts about the 2 
matter”; which gained him the reputation of 
a man slow of belief and not easily imposed 
upon. What is more, it gained him a lasting 
name; for to this habit of the mind has been 
attributed his surname of Twiller; which is 3 
said to be a corruption of the original Twijfler, 
or, in plain English, Doubter. 

The person of this illustrious old gentleman 
was formed and proportioned, as though it 
had been moulded by the hands of some cun- 3 
ning Dutch statuary, as a model of majesty 
and lordly grandeur. He was exactly five 
feet six inches in height, and six feet five 
inches in circumference. His head was a 
perfect sphere, and of such stupendous di- 4 
mensions, that dame Nature, with all her 
sex’s ingenuity, would have been puzzled to 
construct a neck capable of supporting it; 
wherefore she wisely declined the attempt, 
and settled it firmly on the top of his back- a 
bone, just between the shoulders. His body 
was oblong and particularly capacious at 
bottom; which was wisely ordered by Provi- 
dence, seeing that he was a man of sedentary 
habits, and very averse to the idle labor of « 
walking. His legs were short, but sturdy in 
proportion to the w^eight they had to sus- 


tain; so that when erect he had not a little 
the appearance of a beer-barrel on skids. 
His face, that infallible index of the mind, 
presented a vast expanse, unfurrow^ed by any 
; of those lines and angles which disfigure the 
human countenance with what is termed ex- 
pression. Two small gray eyes twinkled 
feebly in the midst, like two stars of lesser 
magnitude in a hazy firmament, and his full- 
0 fed cheeks, which seemed to have taken toll 
of everything that went into his mouth, were 
curiously mottled and streaked with dusky 
red, like a spitzenberg apple. 

His habits were as regular as his person. 
5 He daily took his four stated meals, appro- 
priating exactly an hour to each; he smoked 
and doubted eight hours, and he slept the 
remaining twelve of the four-and-twenty. 
Such was the renowned Wouter Van Twiller, 
— a true philosopher, for his mind was either 
elevated above, or tranquilly settled below, 
the cares and perplexities of this world. He 
had lived in it for years, without feeling the 
least curiosity to know whether the sun re- 
volved round it, or it round the sun; and he 
had watched, for at least half a century, the 
smoke curling from his pipe to the ceiling, 
without once troubling his head with any of 
those numerous theories by which a philoso- 
pher would have perplexed his brain, in 
accounting for its rising above the surround- 
ing atmosphere. 

In his council he presided with great state 
and solemnity. He sat in a huge chair of 
solid oak, hewn in the celebrated forest of the 
Hague, fabricated by an experienced timimer- 
man of Amsterdam, and curiously carved 
about the arms and feet, into exact imita- 
tions of gigantic eagle’s claws. Instead of 
a sceptre, he swayed a long Turkish pipe, 
wrought with jasmin and amber, which had 
been presented to a stadtholder of Holland 
at the conclusion of a treaty with one of the 
petty Barbary powers. In this stately chair 
w'ould he sit, and this magnificent pipe would 
he smoke, shaking his right knee with a con- 
stant motion, and fixing his eye for hours 
together upon a little print of Amsterdam, 
which hung in a black frame against the 
opposite wall of the council-chamber. Nay, 
it has even been said, that when any delibera- 
tion of extraordinary length and intricacy 
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was on the carpet, the renowned Wouter 
would shut his eyes for full two hours at a 
time, that he might not be disturbed by 
external objects; and at such times the in- 
ternal commotion of his mind was evinced 
by certain regular guttural sounds, which his 
admirers declared were merely the noise of 
conflict, made by his contending doubts and 
opinions. 

It is with infinite difficulty I have been 
enabled to collect these biographical anec- 
dotes of the great man under consideration. 
The facts respecting him were so scattered 
and vague, and divers of them so question- 
able in point of authenticity, that I have had 
to give up the search after many, and decline 
the admission of still more, which would have 
tended to heighten the coloring of his por- 
trait. 

I have been the more anxious to delineate 
fully the person and habits of Wouter Van 
Twiller, from the consideration that he w'as 
not only the first, but also the best governor 
that ever presided over this ancient and re- 
spectable province, and so tranquil and 
benevolent was his reign, that I do not find 
throughout the whole of it a single instance of 
any offender being brought to punishment, 

— a most indubitable sign of a merciful 
governor, and a case unparalleled, excepting 
in the reign of the illustrious King Log, from 
whom, it is hinted, the renowned Van Twiller 
was a lineal descendant. 

The very outset of the career of this ex- 
cellent magistrate was distinguished by an 
example of legal acumen, that gave flattering 
presage of a wise and equitable administra- 
tion. The morning after he had been in- 
stalled in office, and at the moment that he 
was making his breakfast from a prodigious 
earthen dish, filled with milk and Indian 
pudding, he was interrupted by the appear- 
ance of Wandle Schoonhoven, a very im- 
portant old burgher of New Amsterdam, who 
complained bitterly of one Barent Bleecker, 45 
inasmuch as he refused to come to a settle- 
ment of accounts, seeing that there was a 
heavy balance in favor of the said Wandle. 
Governor Van Twiller, as I have already ob- 
served, was a man of few words; he was like- 50 
wise a mortal enemy to multiplying writings 

- or being disturbed at his breakfast. Hav- 


ing listened attentively to the statement of 
Wandle Schoonhoven, giving an occasional 
grunt, as he shovelled a spoonful of Indian 
pudding into his mouth, — either as a sign 
5 that he relished the dish, or comprehended 
the story, — he called unto him his con- 
stable, and pulling out of his breeches-pocket 
a huge jack-knife, dispatched it after the 
defendant as a summons, accompanied by 
lo his tobacco-box as a warrant. 

This summary process was as effectual in 
those simple days as was the seal-ring of the 
great Haroun Alraschid among the true be- 
lievers. The two parties being confronted 
15 before him, each produced a book of ac- 
counts, written in a language and character 
that would have puzzled any but a High- 
Dutch commentator, or a learned decipherer 
of Egyptian obelisks. The sage Wouter took 
20 them one after the other, and having poised 
them in his hands, and attentively counted 
over the number of leaves, fell straightway 
into a very great doubt, and smoked for half 
an hour without saying a word; at length, 
25 laying his finger beside his nose, and shutting 
his eyes for a moment, with the air of a man 
who has just caught a subtle idea by the tail, 
he slowly took his pipe from his mouth, 
puffed forth a column of tobacco-smoke, and 
30 with marvellous gravity and solemnity pro- 
nounced, that, having carefully counted over 
the leaves and weighed the books, it was 
found, that one was just as thick and as 
heavy as the other: therefore, it was the final 
35 opinion of the court, that the accounts were 
equally balanced: therefore, Wandle should 
give Barent a receipt, and Barent should give 
Wandle a receipt, and the constable should 
pay the costs. 

40 This decision, being straightw'ay made 
known, diffused general joy throughout New 
Amsterdam, for the people immediately per- 
ceived that they had a very wise and equi- 
table magistrate to rule over them. But its 
happiest effect was, that not another law'suit 
took place throughout the whole of his ad- 
ministration; and the office of constable fell 
into such decay, that there was not one of 
those losel scouts known in the province for 
many years. I am the more particular in 
dwelling on this transaction, not only because 
I deem it one of the most sage and righteous 
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judgments on record, and well worthy the 
attention of modem magistrates, but because 
it was a miraculous event in the history of the 
renowned Wouter — being the only time he 
was ever known to come to a decision in the 5 
whole course of his life. 

CHAPTER II 

Containing Some Account of the Grand Council 
of New Amsterdam^ as also Divers Especial 
Good Philosophical Reasons Why an Aider- 
man Should Be Fat — with Other Particulars 
Touching the State of the Province 

In treating of the early governors of the 
province, I must caution my readers against 
confounding them, in point of dignity and 
power, with those worthy gentlemen who are 
whimsically denominated governors in this 20 
enlightened republic, — a set of unhappy 
victims of popularity, who are, in fact, the 
most dependent, hen-pecked beings in the 
community; doomed to bear the secret goad- 
ings and corrections of their own party, and 25 
the sneers and revilings of the whole world 
beside; set up, like geese at Christmas holi- 
days, to be pelted and shot at by every whip- 
ster and vagabond in the land. On the 
contrary, the Dutch governors enjoyed that 30 
uncontrolled authority vested in all com- 
manders of distant colonies or territories. 
They were, in a manner, absolute despots in 
their little domains, lording it, if so disposed, 
over both law and gospel, and accountable to 35 
none but the mother-country; which it is 
well known is astonishingly deaf to all com- 
plaints against its governors, provided they 
discharge the main duty of their station — 
squeezing out a good revenue. This hint 40 
will be of importance, to prevent my readers 
from being seized with doubt and incredulity, 
whenever, in the course of this authentic 
history, they encounter the uncommon cir- 
cumstance of a governor acting with inde- 45 
pendence, and in opposition to the opinions 
of the multitude. 

To assist the doubtful Wouter in the 
arduous business of legislation, a board of 
magistrates was appointed, which presided 50 
immediately over the police. This potent 
body consisted of a schout or bailiff, with 


powers between those of the present mayor 
and sheriff; five burgermeesters, who were 
equivalent to aldermen; and five schepens, 
who officiated as scrubs, subdevils, or bottle- 
holders to the burgermeesters, in the same 
manner as do assistant aldermen to their 
principals at the present day, — it being 
their duty to fill the pipes of the lordly burger- 
meesters, hunt the markets for delicacies 
for corporation dinners, and to discharge 
such other little offices of kindness as were 
occasionally required. It was, moreover, 
tacitly understood, though not specifically 
enjoined, that they should consider themselves 
as butts for the blunt wits of the burger- 
meesters, and should laugh most heartily 
at all their jokes; but this last was a duty as 
rarely called in action in those days as it is at 
present, and was shortly remitted, in conse- 
quence of the tragical death of a fat little 
schepen, who actually died of suffocation in 
an unsuccessful effort to force a laugh at one 
of burgermeester Van Zandt’s best jokes. 

In return for these humble services, they 
were permitted to say yes and no at the 
council-board, and to have that enviable 
privilege, the run of the public kitchen, — 
being graciously permitted to eat, and drink, 
and smoke, at all those snug junketings and 
public gormandizings for which the ancient 
magistrates were equally famous with their 
modern successors. The post of schepen, 
therefore, like that of assistant alderman, 
was eagerly coveted by all your burghers of a 
certain description, who have a huge relish 
for good feeding, and an humble ambition to 
be great men in a small way, — who thirst 
after a little brief authority, that shall render 
them the terror of the alms-house and the 
bridewell, — that shall enable them to lord 
it over obsequious poverty, vagrant vice, 
outcast prostitution, and hunger-driven dis- 
honesty, — that shall give to their beck a 
houndlike pack of catchpolls and bumbailiffs 
— tenfold greater rogues than the culprits 
they hunt down! Iviy readers will excuse 
this sudden warmth, which I confess is un- 
becoming of a grave historian, — but I have 
a mortal antipathy to catchpolls, bumbailiffs,’ 
and little-great men. 

The ancient magistrates of this city cor- 
respond with those of the present time no 
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less in form, magnitude, and intellect, than 
in prerogative and privilege. The burgo- 
masters, like our aldermen, were generally- 
chosen by weight, — and not only the weight 
of the body, but likewise the weight of the 5 
head. It is a maxim practically observed in 
all honest, plain-thinking, regular cities, that 
an alderman should be fat, — and the wis- 
dom of this can be proved to a certainty. 
That the body is in some measure an image 10 
of the mind, or rather that the mind is 
moulded to the body, like melted lead to the 
clay in which it is cast, has been insisted on 
by many philosophers, who have made 
human nature their peculiar study; for, as a 15 
learned gentleman of our own city observes, 
“there is a constant relation between the 
moral character of all intelligent creatures 
and their physical constitution, between their 
habits and the structure of their bodies.” 20 
Thus we see that a lean, spare, diminutive 
body is generally accompanied by a petulant, 
restless, meddling mind: either the mind 
wears down the body, by its continual mo- 
tion, or else the body, not affording the 25 
mind sufficient house-room, keeps it con- 
tinually in a state of fretfulness, tossing and 
worrying about from the uneasiness of its 
situation. Whereas your round, sleek, fat, 
unwieldy periphery is ever attended by a 30 
mind like itself, tranquil, torpid, and at ease; 
and we may always observe, that your well- 
fed, robustious burghers are in general very 
tenacious of their ease and comfort, being 
great enemies to noise, discord, and disturb- 35 
ance, — and surely none are more likely to 
study the public tranquillity than those who 
are so careful of their own. Who ever hears 
of fat men heading a riot, or herding together 
in turbulent mobs? — no — no. It is your 40 
lean, hungry men who are continually worry- 
ing society, and setting the whole community 
by the ears. 

The divine Plato, whose doctrines are not 
sufficiendy attended to by philosophers of 45 
the present age, allows to every man three 
souls: one, immortal and rational, seated in 
the brain, that it may overlook and regulate 
the body; a second, consisting of the surly 
and irascible passions, which, like belligerent 50 
powers, lie encamped around the heart; a 
third, mortal and sensual, destitute of reason, 


gross and brutal in its propensities, and en- 
chained in the belly, that it may not disturb 
the divine soul by its ravenous bowlings. 
Now, according to this excellent theory, what 
can be more clear than that your fat aldei- 
man is most likely to have the most regular 
and well-conditioned mind. His head is like 
a huge spherical chamber, containing a pro- 
digious mass of soft brains, whereon the 
rational soul lies softly and snugly couched, 
as on a feather-bed; and the eyes, which are 
the windows of the bed-chamber, are usually 
half closed, that its slumberings may not 
be disturbed by external objects. A mind 
thus comfortably lodged, and protected 
from disturbance, is manifestly most likely to 
perform its functions with regularity and 
ease. By dint of good feeding, moreover, the 
mortal and malignant soul, which is confined 
in the beUy, and which, by its raging and 
roaring, puts the irritable soul in the neigh- 
borhood of the heart in an intolerable passion 
and thus renders men crusty and quarrelsome 
when hungry, is completely pacified, silenced, 
and put to rest, — whereupon a host of hon- 
est, good-fellow qualities and kind-hearted 
affections, which had lain perdue, slyly peep- 
ing out of the loop-holes of the heart, find- 
ing this Cerberus asleep, do pluck up their 
spirits, turn out one and all in their holiday 
suits, and gambol up and down the dia- 
phragm, — disposing their possessor to laugh- 
ter, good-humor, and a thousand friendly 
offices towards his fellow-mortals. 

As a board of magistrates, formed on this 
principle, think but very little, they are the 
less likely to differ and wrangle about favor- 
ite opinions; and as they generally transact 
business upon a hearty dinner, they are 
naturally disposed to be lenient and indul- 
gent in the administration of their duties. 
Charlemagne was conscious of this, and 
therefore ordered in his cartularies, that no 
judge should hold a court of justice, except in 
the morning, on an empty stomac’ i. — A 
pitiful rule, which I can never forgive, and 
which I warrant bore hard upon all the poor 
culprits in the kingdom. The more en- 
lightened and humane generation of the 
present day have taken an opposite course, 
and have so managed that the aldermen are 
the best-fed men in the community; feasting 
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lustily on the fat things of the land, and gorg- 
ing so heartily on oysters and turtles, that in 
process of time they acquire the activity of 
the one, and the form, the waddle, and the 
green fat of the other. The consequence is, as 
I have just said, these luxurious feastings do 
produce such a dulcet equanimity and repose 
of the soul, rational and irrational, that their 
transactions are proverbial for unvarying 
monotony; and the profound laws which 
they enact in their dozing moments, amid the 
labors of digestion, are quietly suffered to 
remain as dead letters, and never enforced, 
when awake. In a word, your fair, round- 
bellied burgomaster, like a full-fed mastiff, 
dozes quietly at the house-door, always at 
home, and always at hand to watch over its 
safety; but as to electing a lean, meddling 
candidate to the office, as has now and then 
been done, I would as lief put a greyhound 
to watch the house, or a race-horse to draw 
an ox-wagon. 

The burgomasters, then, as I have already 
mentioned, were wisely chosen by weight, 
and the schepens, or assistant aldermen, 
were appointed to attend upon them and 
help them eat; but the latter, in the course of 
time, when they had been fed and fattened 
into sufficient bulk of body and drowsiness 
of brain, became very eligible candidates 
for the burgomasters’ chairs, having fairly 
eaten themselves into office, as a mouse eats 
his way into a comfortable lodgment in a 
goodly, blue-nosed, skimmed-milk, New- 
England cheese. 

Nothing could equal the profound delibera- 
tions that took place between the renowned 
VVouter and these his worthy compeers, 
unless it be the sage divans of some of our 
modern corporations. They would sit for 
hours, smoking and dozing over public 
affairs, without speaking a word to interrupt 
that perfect stillness so necessary to deep 
reflection. Under the sober sway of Wouter 
Van Twiller and these his worthy coadjutors, 
the infant settlement waxed vigorous apace, 
gradually emerging from the swamps and 
forests, and exhibiting that mingled appear- 
ance of town and country, customary in new 
cities, and which at this day may be wit- 
nessed in the city of Washington, — that 
immense metropolis, which makes so glorious 
an appearance on paper. 


It was a pleasing sight, in those times, to 
behold the honest burgher, like a patriarch of 
yore, seated on the bench at the door of his 
whitewashed house, under the shade of some 
5 gigantic sycamore or overhanging willow. 
Here would he smoke his pipe of a sultry 
afternoon, enjoying the soft southern breeze, 
and listening with silent gratulation to the 
clucking of his hens, the cackling of his geese, 
lo and the sonorous grunting of his swine, — 
that combination of farm-yard melody which 
may truly be said to have a silver sound, 
inasmuch as it conveys a certain assurance 
of profitable marketing. 

15 The modern spectator, who wanders 
through the streets of this populous city, can 
scarcely form an idea of the different appear- 
ance they presented in the primitive days of 
the Doubter. The busy hum of multitudes, 
20 the shouts of revelry, the rumbling equipages 
of fashion, the rattling of accursed carts, and 
all the spirit-grieving sounds of brawling 
commerce, were unknown in the settlement 
of New Amsterdam. The grass grew quietly 
25 in the highways; the bleating sheep and 
frolicsome calves sported about the verdant 
ridge, where now the Broadway loungers take 
their morning stroll; the cunning fox or 
ravenous wolf skulked in the woods, where 
30 now are to be seen the dens of Gomez and his 
righteous fraternity of money-brokers; and 
flocks of vociferous geese cackled about the 
fields where now the great Tammany wig- 
wam and the patriotic tavern of Martling 
35 echo with the wranglings of the mob. 

In these good times did a true and enviable 
equality of rank and property prevail, equally 
removed from the arrogance of wealth, and 
the servility and heart-burnings of repining 
40 poverty; and, what in my mind is still more 
conducive to tranquillity and harmony 
among friends, a happy equality of intellect 
was likewise to be seen. The minds of the 
good burghers of New Amsterdam seemed all 
45 to have been cast in one mould, and to be 
those honest, blunt minds, which, like certain 
manufactures, are made by the gross, and 
considered as exceedingly good for common 
use. 

50 Thus it happens that your true dull minds 
are generally preferred for public employ, 
and especially promoted to city honors; 
vmir Ween inf#»llo/'+^ci ^ — 
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sidered too sharp for common service. I 
know that it is common to rail at the unequal 
distribution of riches, as the great source 
of jealousies, broils, and heart-breakings; 
whereas, for my part, I verily believe it is 
the sad inequality of intellect that prevails, 
that embroils communities more than any- 
thing else; and I have remarked that your 
knowing people, who are so much wiser than 
anybody else, are eternally keeping society 
in a ferment. Happily for New Amsterdam, 
nothing of the kind was known within its 
walls; the very words of learning, education, 
taste, and talents were unheard of; a bright 
genius was an animal unknown, and a blue- 
stocking lady would have been regarded with 
as much wonder as a horned frog or a fiery 
dragon. No man, in fact, seemed to know 
more than his neighbor, nor any man to know 
more than an honest man ought to know, 
who has nobody’s business to mind but his 
own; the parson and the council clerk were 
the only men that could read in the commu- 
nity, and the sage Van Twiller always signed 
his name with a cross. 

Thrice happy and ever to be envied little 
Burgh ! existing in all the security of harmless 
insignificance, — unnoticed and unenvied by 
the world, without ambition, without vain- 
glory, without riches, without learning, and 
all their train of carking cares; — and as of 
yore, in the better days of man, the deities 
were wont to visit him on earth and bless his 
rural habitations, so, we are told, in the 
sylvan days of New Amsterdam, the good 
St. Nicholas would often make his appear- 
ance in his beloved city, of a holiday after- 
noon, riding jollily among the tree- tops, or 
over the roofs of the houses, now and then 
drawing forth magnificent presents from his 
breeches-pockets, and dropping them down 
the chimneys of his favorites. Whereas, in 
these degenerate days of iron and brass, he 
never shows us the light of his countenance, 
nor ever visits us, save one night in the year, 
when he rattles down the chimneys of the 
descendants of patriarchs, confining his pres- 
ents merely to the children, in token of the 
degeneracy of the parents. 

Such are the comfortable and thriving 
effects of a fat government. The province of 
the New Netherlands, destitute of wealth. 


possessed a sweet tranquillity that wealth 
could never purchase. There were neither 
public commotions, nor private quarrels; 
neither parties, nor sects, nor schisms; 
neither persecutions, nor trials, nor punish- 
ments; nor were there counsellors, attorneys, 
catchpolls, or hangmen. Every man at- 
tended to what little business he was lucky 
enough to have, or neglected it if he pleased, 
without asking the opinion of his neighbor. 
In those days nobody meddled with concerns 
above his comprehension; nor thrust his 
nose into other people’s affairs; nor neglected 
to correct his own conduct, and reform his 
own character, in his zeal to pull to pieces the 
characters of others; — but, in a word, every 
respectable citizen ate when he was not 
hungry, drank when he was not thirsty, and 
went regularly to bed when the sun set and 
the fowls went to roost, whether he was 
sleepy or not; all which tended so remarkably 
to the population of the settlement, that I 
am told every dutiful wife throughout New 
Amsterdam made a point of enriching her 
husband with at least one child a year, and 
very often a brace, — this superabundance 
of good things clearly constituting the true 
luxury of life, according to the favorite Dutch 
maxim, that “more than enough constitutes 
a feast.” Everything, therefore, went on 
exactly as it should do, and in the usual 
words employed by historians to express the 
welfare of a country, “the profoundest iran- 
quillity and repose reigned throughout the 
province.” 

CHAPTER III 

How the Town of New Amsterdam Arose out of 
Mud, and Came to Be Marvellously Polished 
and Polite — Together with a Pictuie of the 
Manners of Our Great-Great-Grandfathers 

Manifold are the tastes and dispositions of 
the enlightened literati, who turn over the 
pages of history. Some there be whose 
hearts are brimful of the yeast of courage, 
and whose bosoms do work, and swell, and 
foam, with untried valor, like a barrel of new 
cider, or a train-band captain, fresh from 
under the hands of his tailor. This doughty 
class of readers can be satisfied with nothing 
but bloody battles, and horrible encounters; 
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they must be continually storming forts, 
sacking cities, springing mines, marching up 
to the muzzles of cannon, charging bayonet 
through every page, and revelling in gun- 
powder and carnage. Others, who are of a 
less martial, but equally ardent imagination, 
and who, withal, are a little given to the mar- 
vellous, will dwell with wondrous satisfaction 
on descriptions of prodigies, unheard-of 
events, hair-breadth escapes, hardy adven- 
tures, and all those astonishing narrations 
which just amble along the boundary-line of 
possibility. A third dass, who, not to speak 
slightly of them, are of a lighter turn, and 
skim over the records of past times, as they 
do over the edifying pages of a novel, merely 
for relaxation and innocent amusement, do 
singularly delight in treasons, executions, 
Sabine rapes, Tarquin outrages, conflagra- 
tions, murders, and all the other catalogue of 
hideous crimes, which, like cayenne in cook- 
ery, do give a pungency and flavor to the 
dull detail of history. While a fourth dass, 
of more philosophic habits, do diligently 
pore over the musty chronicles of time, to 
investigate the operations of the human kind, 
and watch the gradual changes in men and 
manners, effected by the progress of knowl- 
edge, the vicissitudes of events, or the in- 
fluence of situation. 

If the three first classes find but little 
wherewithal to solace themselves in the 
tranquil reign of Wouter Van Twiller, I en- 
treat them to exert their patience for a while, 
and bear with the tedious picture of happi- 
ness, prosperity, and peace, which my duty 
as a faithful historian obliges me to draw; 
and I promise them, that, as soon as I can 
possibly alight on anything horrible, un- 
common, or impossible, it shall go hard, but 
I will make it afford them entertainment. 
This being premised, I turn with great com- 
placency to the fourth class of my readers, 
who are men, or, if possible, women after 
my own heart; grave, philosophical, and in- 
vestigating; fond of analyzing characters, of 
taking a start from first causes, and so hunt- 
ing a nation down, through all the mazes of 
innovation and improvement. Such will 
naturally be anxious to witness the first de- 
velopment of the newly-hatched colony, and 
the primitive manners and customs prevalent 


among its inhabitants, during the halcyon 
reign of Van Twiller, or the Doubter. 

I will not grieve their patience, however, 
by describing minutely the increase and im- 
provement of New Amsterdam. Their own 
imaginations will doubtless present to them 
the good burghers, like so many painstaking 
and persevering beavers, slowly and surely 
pursuing their labors: they will behold the 
prosperous transformation from the rude log 
hut to the stately Dutch mansion, with brick 
front, glazed windows, and tiled roof; from 
the tangled thicket to the luxuriant cabbage- 
garden; and from the skulking Indian to the 
ponderous burgomaster. In a word, they 
will picture to themselves the steady, silent 
and undeviating march of prosperity incident 
to a city destitute of pride or ambition, cher- 
ished by a fat government, and whose citizens 
do nothing in a hurry. 

The sage council, as has been mentioned in 
a preceding chapter, not being able to deter- 
mine upon any plan for the building of their 
city, — the cows, in a laudable fit of patriot- 
ism, took it under their peculiar charge, and, 
as they went to and from pasture, established 
paths through the bushes, on each side of 
which the good folks built their houses, — 
which is one cause of the rambling and 
picturesque turns and labyrinths which dis- 
tinguish certain streets of New York at this 
very day. 

The houses of the higher class were gener- 
ally constructed of wood, excepting the gable 
end which was of small, black and yellow 
Dutch bricks, and always faced on the street, 
as our ancestors, like their descendants, were 
very much given to outward show, and were 
noted for putting the best leg foremost. The 
house was always furnished with abundance 
of large doors and small windows on every 
floor, the date of its erection was curiously 
designated by iron figures on the front, and 
on the top of the roof was perched a fierce 
little weathercock, to let the family into the 
important secret which way the wind blew. 

These, like the weathercocks on the tops oi 
our steeples, pointed so many different ways, 
that every man could have a wind to his 
mind; — the most stanch and loyal citizens, 
however, always went according to the 
weathercock on the top of the governor’s 
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house, which was certainly the most correct, 
as he had a trusty servant employed every 
morning to climb up and set it to the right 
quarter. 

In those good days of simplicity and sun- 
shine, a passion for cleanliness was the lead- 
ing principle in domestic economy, and the 
universal test of an able housewife, — a 
character which formed the utmost ambition 
of our unenlightened grandmothers. The 
front-door was never opened, except on 
marriages, funerals, New-Year’s days, the 
festival of St. Nicholas, or some such great 
occasion. It was ornamented with a gor- 
geous brass knocker, curiously wrought, 
sometimes in the device of a dog, and some- 
times of a lion’s head, and was daily bur- 
nished with such religious zeal, that it was 
ofttimes worn out by the very precautions 
taken for its preservation. The whole house 
was constantly in a state of inundation, 
under the discipline of mops and brooms and 
scrubbing-brushes; and the good housewives 
of those days were a kind of amphibious 
animal, delighting exceedingly to be dabbling 
in water, — insomuch that an historian of 
the day gravely tells us, that many of his 
townswomen grew to have webbed fingers 
like unto a duck; and some of them, he had 
little doubt, could the matter be examined 
into, would be found to have the tails of 
mermaids, — but this I look upon to be a 
mere sport of fancy, or, what is worse, a wil- 
ful misrepresentation. 

The grand parlor was the sanctum sanc- 
torum, where the passion for cleaning was 
indulged without control. In this sacred 
apartment no one was permitted to enter, 
excepting the mistress and her confidential 
maid, who visited it once a week, for the pur- 
pose of giving it a thorough cleaning, and 
putting things to rights, — always taking the 
precaution of leaving their shoes at the door, 
and entering devoutly on their stocking-feet. 
After scrubbing the floor, sprinkling it with 
fine white sand, which was curiously stroked 
into angles and curves and rhomboids with a 
broom, — after washing the windows, rub- 
bing and polishing the furniture, and putting 
a new bunch of evergreens in the fireplace, — 
the window-shutters were again closed to 
keep out the flies, and the room carefully 


locked up until the revolution of time 
brought round the weekly cleaning-day. 

As to the family, they always entered in at 
the gate, and most generally lived in the 
5 kitchen. To have seen a numerous house- 
hold assembled round the fire, one would 
have imagined that he was transported back 
to those happy days of primeval simplicity, 
which float before our imaginations like 
lo golden x'isions. The fireplaces were of a 
truly patriarchal magnitude, where the whole 
family, old and young, master and servant, 
black and white, nay, even the very cat and 
dog, enjoyed a community of privilege, and 
IS had each a right to a corner. Here the old 
burgher would sit in perfect silence, puffing 
his pipe, looking in the fire with half-shut 
eyes, and thinking of nothing for hours 
together; the goede vrouw, on the opposite 
20 side, would employ herself diligently in spin- 
ning yam, or knitting stockings. The young 
folks would crowd around the hearth, listen- 
ing with breathless attention to some old 
crone of a negro, who was the oracle of the 
25 family, and who, perched like a raven in a 
corner of the chimney, would croak forth for 
a long winter afternoon a string of incredible 
stories about New-England witches, — grisly 
ghosts, horses without heads, — and hair- 
30 breadth escapes, and bloody encounters 
among the Indians. 

In those happy days a well-regulated fam- 
ily always rose with the dawn, dined at 
eleven, and went to bed at sunset. Dinner 
35 was invariably a private meal, and the fat old 
burghers showed incontestable signs of dis- 
approbation and uneasiness at being sur- 
prised by a visit from a neighbor on such 
occasions. But though our worthy ancestors 
40 were thus singularly averse to giving dinners, 
yet they kept up the social bands of intimacy 
by occasional banquetings, called tea-parties. 

These fashionable parties were generally 
confined to the higher classes, or noblesse, 
45 that is to say, such as kept their own cows, 
and drove their own wagons. The company 
commonly assembled at three o’clock, and 
went away about six, unless it was in winter- 
time, when the fashionable hours were a little 
50 earlier, that the ladies might get home before 
dark. The tea-table was crowned with a 
huge earthen dish, well stored with slices of 
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fat pork, fried brown, cut up into morsels, 
and swimming in gravy. The company 
being seated round the genial board, and 
each furrished w^ith a fork, evinced their 
dexterity in launching at the fattest pieces in 5 
this mighty dish, — in much the same man- 
ner as sailors harpoon porpoises at sea, or our 
Indians spear salmon in the lakes. Some- 
times the table was graced with immense 
apple-pies, or saucers full of preserved 10 
peaches and pears; but it was always sure to 
boast an enormous dish of balls of sweetened 
dough, fried in hog’s fat, and called dough- 
nuts, or olykoeks, — a delicious kind of cake, 
at present scarce known in this city, except in 15 
genuine Dutch families. 

The tea was served out of a majestic Delft 
tea-pot, ornamented with paintings of fat 
little Dutch shepherds and shepherdesses 
tending pigs with boats sailing in the air, and 20 
houses built in the clouds, and sundry other 
ingenious Dutch fantasies. The beaux dis- 
tinguished themselves by their adroitness in 
replenishing this pot from a huge copper tea- 
kettle, which would have made the pigmy 25 
macaronies of these degenerate days sweat 
merely to look at it. To sweeten the bever- 
age, a lump of sugar was laid beside each cup, 
and the company alternately nibbled and 
sipped with great decorum, until an improve- 30 
ment was introduced by a shrewd and eco- 
nomic old lady, which was to suspend a large 
lump directly over the tea-table, by a string 
from the ceiling, so that it could be swung 
from mouth to mouth, — an ingenious ex- 35 
pedient, which is still kept up by some fam- 
ilies in Albany, but which prevails without 
exception in Communipaw, Bergen, Flat- 
bush, and all our uncontaminated Dutch 
villages. 40 

At these primitive tea-parties the utmost 
propriety and dignity of deportment pre- 
vailed. No flirting nor coquetting, — no 
gambling of old ladies, nor hoyden chattering 
and romping of young ones, — no self- 45 
satisfied struttings of wealthy gentlemen, 
with their brains in their pockets, nor amuse- 
ing conceits and monkey divertisements of 
smart young gentlemen, with no brains at all. 

On the contrary, the young ladies seated 50 
themselves demurely in their rush-bottomed 
chairs, and knit their own woollen stockings; 


nor ever opened their lips excepting to say 
jfa/i, Mynheer, or, yah, yah, Vrouw, to any 
question that was asked them; behaving in 
all things like decent, well-educated damsels. 
As to the gentlemen, each of them tranquilly 
smoked his pipe, and seemed lost in con- 
templation of the blue and white tiles with 
which the fireplaces were decorated; wherein 
sundry passages of Scripture were piously 
portrayed: Tobit and his dog figured to great 
advantage; Haman swung conspicuously on 
his gibbet; and Jonah appeared most man- 
fully bouncing out of the whale, like Harle- 
quin through a barrel of fire. 

The parties broke up without noise and 
without confusion. They were carried home 
by their own carriages, that is to say, by the 
vehicles nature had provided them, excepting 
such of the w^ealthy as could afford to keep a 
wagon. The gentlemen gallantly attended 
their fair ones to their respective abodes, and 
took leave of them with a hearty smack at 
the door: which, as it was an established 
piece of etiquette, done in perfect simplicity 
and honesty of heart, occasioned no scandal 
at that time, nor should it at the present; — 
if our great-grandfathers approved of the 
custom, it would argue a great w’ant of 
deference in their descendants to say a W'ord 
against it. 


CHAPTER IV 

Containing Further Particulars of the Golden 
Age, and What Constituted a Fine Lady and 
Gentleman in the Days of Walter the Doubter 

In this dulcet period of my history, wTen 
the beauteous island of Manna-hata pre- 
sented a scene, the very counterpart of those 
glowing pictures drawn of the golden reign of 
Saturn, there w^as, as I have before observed, 
a happy ignorance, a honest simplicity prev- 
alent among its inhabitants, which, were I 
even able to depict, would be but little under- 
stood by the degenerate age for which I am 
doomed to write. Even the female sex, those 
arch innovators upon the tranquillity, the 
honesty, and gray- beard customs of society, 
seemed for a while to conduct themselves 
with incredible sobriety and comeliness. 

Their hair, untortured by the abomina- 
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tions of art, was scrupulously pomatumed order to betray a lurking beauty, or gratify 
back from their foreheads with a candle, and an innocent love of finery, 
covered with a little cap of quilted calico, From the sketch here given, it will be seen 

which fitted exactly to their heads. Their that our good grandmothers differed consid- 
petticoats of linsey-woolsey were striped 5 erably in their ideas of a fine figure from their 
with a variety of gorgeous dyes, — though I scantily dressed descendants of the present 
must confess these gallant garments were day. A fine lady, in those times, waddled 

rather short, scarce reaching below the knee; under more clothes, even on a fair summer’s 

but then they made up in the number, which day, than would have clad the whole bevy of 
generally equalled that of the gentleman’s 10 a modern ball-room. Nor were they the less 
small-clothes; and what is still more praise- admired by the gentlemen in consequence 

worthy, they were all of their own manu- thereof. On the contrary, the greatness of a 

facture, — of which circumstance, as may lover’s passion seemed to increase in propor- 

well be supposed, they were not a little vain. tion to the magnitude of its object, — and a 
These were the honest days in which every 15 voluminous damsel, arrayed in a dozen of 
woman staid at home, read the Bible, and petticoats, was declared by a Low-Dutch 

wore pockets, — ay, and that too of a goodly sonneteer of the province to be radiant as a 

size, fashioned with patchwork into many sunflower, and luxuriant as a full-blown cab- 
curious devices, and ostentatiously worn on bage. Certain it is, that in those days the 
the outside. These, in fact, were convenient 20 heart of a lover could not contain more than 
receptacles, where all good housewives care- one lady at a time; whereas the heart of a 
fully stored away such things as they wished modern gallant has often room enough to 
to have at hand; by which means they often accommodate half a dozen. The reason of 

came to be incredibly crammed; and I re- which I conclude to be, that either the hearts 

member there was a story current, when I 25 of the gentlemen have grown larger, or the 
was a boy, that the lady of Wouter Van persons of the ladies smaller: this, however, 
Twiller once had occasion to empty her right is a question for physiologists to determine, 

pocket in search of a wooden ladle, when the But there was a secret charm in these pet- 
contents filled a couple of corn-baskets, and ticoats, which, no doubt, entered into the 

the utensil was discovered lying among some 30 consideration of the prudent gallants. The 
rubbish in one corner; — but we must not wardrobe of a lady was in those days her only 

give too much faith to all these stories, the fortune; and she who had a good stock of 

anecdotes of those remote periods being very petticoats and stockings was as absolutely an 

subject to exaggeration. heiress as is a Kamtchatka damsel with a 

Besides these notable pockets, they like- 35 store of bear-skins, or a Lapland belle with a 
wise wore scissors and pin-cushions sus- plenty of reindeer. The ladies, therefore, 

pended from their girdles by red ribands, or, were very anxious to display these powerful 

among the more opulent and showy classes, attractions to the greatest advantage; and 

by brass, and even silver chains, — indubita- the best rooms in the house, instead of being 

ble tokens of thrifty housewives, and indus- 40 adorned with caricatures of dame Nature, in 
trious spinsters. I cannot say much in water-colors and needle-work, were always 

vindication of the shortness of the petticoats; hung round with abundance of homespun 

it doubtless was introduced for the purpose garments, the manufacture and the property 

of giving the stockings a chance to be seen, of the females, — a piece of laudable ostenta- 

which were generally of blue worsted, with 45 tion that still prevails among the heiresses of 
magnificent red clocks, — or, perhaps, to dis- our Dutch villages. 

play a well-turned ankle, and a neat, though The gentlemen, in fact, who figured in the 
serviceable foot, set off by a high-heeled circles of the gay world in these ancient times, 
leathern shoe, with a large and splendid silver corresponded, in most particulars, with the 

buckle. Thus we find that the gentle sex in 50 beauteous damsels whose smiles they were 
all ages have shown the same disposition to ambitious to deserve. True it is, in their 

infringe a little upon the laws of decorum, in merits would make but a very inconsiderable 
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impression upon the heart of a modern fair: 
they neither drove their curricles, nor sported 
their tandems, for as yet those gaudy vehicles 
were not even dreamt of; neither did they 
distinguish themselves by their brilliancy at 
the table, and their consequent rencontres 
with watchmen, for our forefathers were of 
too pacific a disposition to need those guard- 
ians of the night, every soul throughout the 
town being sound asleep before nine o’clock. i 
Neither did they establish their claims to 
gentility at the expense of their tailors, for as 
yet those offenders against the pockets of 
society, and the tranquillity of all aspiring 
young gentlemen, were unknown in New i 
Amsterdam; every good housewife made the 
clothes of her husband and family, and even 
the goede vrouw of Van Twiller himself 
thought it no disparagement to cut out her 
husband’s linsey-woolsey galligaskins. 2^ 

Not but what there were some two or three 
youngsters who manifested the first dawning 
of what is called fire and spirit; who held 
all labor in contempt; skulked about docks 
and market-places; loitered in the sunshine; 2, 
squandered what little money they could 
procure at hustle-cap and chuck-farthing; 
swore, boxed, fought cocks, and raced their 
neighbors’ horses; in short, who promised to 
be the wonder, the talk, and abomination of 
the town, had not their stylish career been 
unfortunately cut short by an affair of honor 
with a whipping-post. 

Far other, however, was the truly fashion- 
able gentleman of those days: his dress, 
which served for both morning and evening, 
street and drawing-room, was a linsey- 
woolsey coat, made, perhaps, by the fair 
hands of the mistress of his affections, and 
gallantly bedecked with abundance of large 
brass buttons; half a score of breeches height- 
ened the proportions of his figure; his shoes 
were decorated by enormous copper buckles: 
a low-crowned broad-rimmed hat over- 
shadowed his burly visage; and his hair 
dangled down his back in a prodigious queue 
of eel-skin. 

Thus equipped, he would manfully sally 
forth, with pipe in mouth, to besiege some 
fair damsel’s obdurate heart, — not such a 
pipe, good reader, as that which Acis did 
sweetly tune in praise of his Galatea, but one 


of true Delft manufacture, and furnished 
with a charge of fragrant tobacco. With this 
v/ould he resolutely set himself down before 
the fortress, and rarely failed, in the process 
5 of time, to smoke the fair enemy into a sur- 
render, upon honorable term.s. 

Such was the happy reign of Wouter Van 
Twiller, celebrated in many a long-forgotten 
song as the real golden age, the rest being 
o nothing but counterfeit copper-washed coin. 
In that delightful period, a sweet and holy 
calm reigned over the whole province. The 
burgomaster smoked his pipe in peace; the 
substantial solace of his domestic cares, after 
5 her daily toils were done, sat soberly at the 
door, with her arms crossed over her apron of 
snowy w^hite, without being insulted with 
ribald street-walkers or vagabond boys, — 
those unlucky urchins w^ho do so infest our 
D streets, displaying, under the roses of youth, 
the thorns and briers of iniquity. Then it 
was that the lover with ten breeches, and the 
damsel with petticoats of half a score, in- 
dulged in all the innocent endearments of 
5 virtuous love, without fear and without re- 
proach; for what had that virtue to fear, 
which was defended by a shield of good 
linsey-woolseys, equal at least to the seven 
bull-hides of the invincible Ajax? 

) Ah, blissful and never to be forgotten age! 
when everything was better than it has ever 
been since, or ever will be again, — when 
Buttermilk Channel was quite diy at low 
W’ater, — W'hen the shad in the Hudson were 
; all salmon, — and when the moon shone w IlIi 
a pure and resplendent whiteness, instead of 
that melancholy yello^v light wiiich is the 
consequence of her sickening at the abomina- 
tions she every night witnesses in this de- 
) generate city! 

Happy would it ha^-e been for New’ Am- 
sterdam could it always have existed in this 
state of blissful ignorance and lowly sim- 
plicity; but, alas! the days of childhood are 
; too sweet to last! Cities, like men, grow out 
of them in time, and are doomed alike to 
grow into the bustle, the cares, and miseries 
of the world. Let no man congratulate him- 
self, when he beholds the child of his bosom 
) or the city of his birth increasing in magni- 
tude and importance, — let the history of his 
own life teach him the dangers of the one, and 
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this excellent little history of Mann-hata 
convince him of the calamities of the other. 

Chronicles of the Reign of 
William the Testy 

(From Knickerbocker'^ s Histoiy^ Book IV) 

In this Book, Irving included much political 
satire — a burlesque treatment of President Jef- 
ferson. This is discussed in some detail by S. T. 
Williams and Tremaine McDowell in their re- 
print, 1927, of the first edition of Knickerbocker’’ s 
History, pp. Ixi-lxvi. 

CHAPTER I 

Showing the Nature of History in General; 
Containing Farthermore the Universal Ac- 
quirements of William the Testy, and How 
a Man May Learn so Much as to Render 
Himself Good for Nothing 

When the lofty Thucydides is about to 
enter upon his description of the plague that 
desolated Athens, one of his modern com- 
mentators assures the reader, that the history 
is now going to be exceeding solemn, serious, 
and pathetic; and hints, with that air of 
chuckling gratulation with which a good 
dame draws forth a choice morsel from a 
cupboard to regale a favorite, that this 
plague will give his history a most agreeable 
variety. 

In like manner did my heart leap within 
me, when I came to the dolorous dilemma 
of Fort Goed Hoop, which I at once per- 
ceived to be the forerunner of a series of 
great events and entertaining disasters. 
Such are the true subjects for the historic 
pen. For what is history, in fact, but a kind 
of Newgate calendar, a register of the crimes 
and miseries that man has inflicted on his 
fellow-man? It is a huge libel on human 
nature, to which we industriously add page 
after page, volume after volume, as if we 
were building up a monument to the honor, 
rather than the infamy of our species. If we 
turn over the pages of these chronicles that 
man has written of himself, what are the 
characters dignified by the appellation of 
great, and held up to the admiration of 
posterity? Tyrants, robbers, conquerors, re- 
nowned only for the magnitude of their mis- 


deeds, and the stupendous wrongs and mis- 
eries they have inflicted on mankind — 
warriors, who have hired themselves to the 
trade of blood, not from motives of virtuous 
5 patriotism, or to protect the injured and de- 
fenceless, but merely to gain the vaunted 
glory of being adroit and successful in mas- 
sacring their fellow-beings! What are the 
great events that constitute a glorious era? — 
10 The fall of empires — the desolation of happy 
countries — splendid cities smoking in their 
ruins — the proudest works of art tumbled 
in the dust — the shrieks and groans of whole 
nations ascending unto heaven! 

15 It is thus the historian may be said to 
thrive on the miseries of mankind, like birds 
of prey which hover over the field of battle, 
to fatten on the mighty dead. It was ob- 
served by a great projector of inland lock 
20 navigation, that rivers, lakes, and oceans, 
were only formed to feed canals. — In like 
manner I am tempted to believe, that plots, 
conspiracies, wars, victories, and massacres, 
are ordained by Providence only as food for 
25 the historian. 

It is a source of great delight to the philos- 
opher, in studying the wonderful economy 
of nature, to trace the mutual dependencies 
of things, how they are created reciprocally 
30 for each other, and how the most noxious and 
apparently unnecessary animal has its uses. 
Thus those swarms of flies, which are so often 
execrated as useless vermin, are created for 
the sustenance of spiders — and spiders, on 
35 the other hand, are evidently made to devour 
flies. So those heroes who have been such 
scourges to the world, were bounteously pro- 
vided as themes for the poet and historian, 
while the poet and the historian were des- 
40 tined to record the achievements of heroes ! 

These, and many similar reflections, nat- 
urally arose in my mind, as I took up my pen 
to commence the reign of William Kieft; for 
now the stream of our history, which hitherto 
45 has rolled in a tranquil current, is about to 
depart forever from its peaceful haunts, and 
brawl through many a turbulent and rugged 
scene. 

As some sleek ox, sunk in the rich repose of 
50 a clover-field, dozing and chewing the cud, 
will bear repeated blows before it raises it- 
self; so the province of Nieuw Nederlandts, 
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having waxed fat under the drowsy reign of 
the Doubter, needed cuffs and kicks to rouse 
it into action. The reader will now witness 
the manner in which a peaceful community 
advances towards a state of war; which is s 
apt to be like the approach cjf a horse to a 
drum, with much prancing and little progress, 
and too often with the wrong end foremost. 

Wilhelinus Kieft, who, in 1634, ascended 
the gubernatorial chair (to borrow a favorite i 
though clumsy appellation of modern phra- 
seologists), was of a lofty descent, his father 
being inspector of wind-mills in the ancient 
town of Saardam; and our hero, we are told, 
when a boy, made very curious investiga- i 
tions into the nature and operation of these 
machines, which was one reason why he 
afterwards came to be so ingenious a gov- 
ernor. His name, according to the most 
authentic etymologists, was a corruption of 2 
Kyver; that is to say, a wrangler or scolder \ and 
expressed the characteristic of his family, 
which, for nearly two centuries, had kept the 
windy town of Saardam in hot water, and 
produced more tartars and brimstones than 2 
any ten families in the place; and so truly 
did he inherit this family peculiarity, that he 
had not been a year in the government of 
the province, before he was universally de- 
nominated William the Testy. His appear- 3 
ance answered to his name. He was a brisk, 
wiry, waspish little old gentleman; such a 
one as may now and then be seen stumping 
about our city in a broad-skirted coat with 
huge buttons, a cocked hat stuck on the back 3 
of his head, and a cane as high as his chin. 
His face was broad, but his features were 
sharp; his checks were scorched into a dusky 
red, by two fiery little gray eyes; his nose 
turned up, and the corners of his mouth .:i 
turned down, pretty much like the muzzle of 
an irritable pug-dog. 

I have heard it observed by a profound 
adept in human physiology, that if a woman 
waxes fat with the progress of years, her a 
tenure of life is somewhat precarious, but if 
haply she withers as she grows old, she lives 
forever. Such promised to be the case with 
William the Testy, who grew tough in pro- 
portion as he dried. He had withered, in 3 
fact, not through the process of years, but 
through the tropical ferv'or of his soul, which 


burnt like a vehement rush -light in his 
bosom; inciting him to incessant broils and 
bickerings. Ancient traditions speak much 
of his learning, and of the gallant inroads he 
had made into the dead languages, in which 
he had made captive a host of Greek nouns 
and Latin verbs; and brought off rich booty 
in ancient saws and apothegms; which he 
was wont to parade in his public harangues, 
o as a triumphant general of yore, his spoha 
opima. Of metaphysics he knew enough to 
confound all hearers and himself into the 
bargain. In logic, he knew the whole family 
of syllogisms and dilemmas, and was so 
5 proud of his skill that he never suffered even 
a self-evident fact to pass unargued. It was 
observed, however, that he seldom got into 
an argument without getting into a per- 
plexity, and then into a passion with his ad- 
versary for not being convinced gratis. 

He had, moreover, skirmished smartly on 
the frontiers of several of the sciences, was 
fond of experimental philosophy, and prided 
himself upon inventions of all kinds. His 
abode, which he had fixed at a Bowerie or 
country-seat at a short distance from the city, 
just at what is now called Dutch-street, soon 
abounded with proofs of his ingenuity: patent 
smokejacks that required a horse to work 
them; Dutch ovens that roasted meat without 
fire; carts that went before the horses; 
weathercocks that turned against the wind; 
and other wrong-headed contrivances that 
astonished and confounded all beholders. 
The house, too, was beset with paralytic cats 
and dogs, the subjects of his experimental 
philosophy; and the yelling and yelping of 
the latter unhappy victims of science, while 
aiding in the pursuit of knowledge, soon 
gained for the place the name of ‘‘Dog’s 
Misery,” by which it continues to be known 
even at the present day. 

It is in knowledge as in swimming; he who 
flounders and splashes on the surface, makes 
more noise, and attracts more attention, than 
the pearl-diver who quietly dives in quest of 
treasures to the bottom. The vast acquire- 
ments of the new governor were the them.e of 
marvel among the simple burghers of New 
Amsterdam; he figured about the place as 
learned a man as a Bonze at Pekin, who has 
mastered one half of the Chinese alphabet: 
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and was unanimously pronounced a “uni- 
versal genius!” 

I have known in my time many a genius 
of this stamp; but, to speak my mind freely, 

I never knew one who, for the ordinary pur- s 
poses of life, was worth his weight in straw. 

In this respect, a little sound judgment and 
plain common sense is worth all the sparkling 
genius that ever wrote poetry or invented 
theories. Let us see how the universal ac- lo 
quirements of William the Testy aided him 
In the affairs of government. 


CHAPTER II 

How William the Testy Undertook to Conquer 
by Proclamation — How He Was a Great 
Man Abroad, but a Little Man in His Own 
House 20 

No sooner had this bustling little potentate 
been blown by a whiff of fortune into the seat 
of government than he called his council 
together to make them a speech on the state 25 
of affairs. 

Gaius Gracchus, it is said, when he ha- 
rangued the Roman populace, modulated 
his tone by an oratorical flute or pitchpipe; 
\Vilhelmus Kieft, not having such an instru- 30 
ment at hand, availed himself of that musical 
organ or trump which nature has implanted 
in the midst of a man’s face; in other words, he 
preluded his address by a sonorous blast of 
the nose; a preliminary flourish much in 35 
vogue among public orators. 

He then commenced by expressing his 
humble sense of his utter unworthiness of 
the high post to which he had been ap- 
pointed; which made some of the simple 40 
burghers wonder why he undertook it, not 
knowing that it is a point of etiquette with 
a public orator never to enter upon office 
without declaring himself unworthy to cross 
the threshold. He then proceeded in a man- 45 
ner highly classic and erudite to speak of 
government generally, and of the govern- 
ments of ancient Greece in particular; to- 
gether with the wars of Rome and Carthage; 
and the rise and fall of sundry outlandish 50 
empires which the worthy burghers had 
never read nor heard of. Having thus, after 


the manner of your learned orator, treated 
of things in general, he came by a natural, 
roundabout transition, to the matter in 
hand, namely, the daring aggressions of the 
Yankees. 

As my readers are well aware of the ad- 
vantage a potentate has of handling his en- 
emies as he pleases in his speeches and bul- 
letins, where he has the talk all on his own 
side, they may rest assured that William the 
Testy did not let such an opportunity escape 
of giving the Yankees what is called “a taste 
of his quality.” In speaking of their inroads 
into the territories of their High Mightinesses, 
he compared them to the Gauls who deso- 
lated Rome; the Goths and Vandals who 
overran the fairest plains of Europe; but 
when he came to speak of the unparalleled 
audacity with which they of Weathersfield 
had advanced their patches up to the very 
walls of Fort Goed Hoop, and threatened to 
smother the garrison in onions, tears of rage 
started into his eyes, as though he nosed the 
very offence in question. 

Having thus wrought up his tale to a 
climax, he assumed a most belligerent look, 
and assured the council that he had devised 
an instrument, potent in its effects, and which 
he trusted would soon drive the Yankees 
from the land. So saying, he thrust his hand 
into one of the deep pockets of his broad- 
skirted coat and drew forth, not an infernal 
machine, but an instrument in writing, which 
he laid with great emphasis upon the table. 

The burghers gazed at it for a time in silent 
awe, as a wary housewife does at a gun, fear- 
ful it may go off half-cocked. The document 
in question had a sinister look, it is true; it was 
crabbed in text, and from a broad red ribbon 
dangled the great seal of the province, about 
the size of a buckwheat pancake. Still, after 
all, it was but an instrument in writing. 
Herein, however, existed the wonder of the 
invention. The document in question was a 
Proclamation, ordering the Yankees to 
depart instantly from the territories of their 
Fligh Mightinesses under pain of suffering 
all the forfeitures and punishments in such 
case made and provided. It was on the moral 
effect of this formidable instrument that 
Wilhelmus Kieft calculated; pledging his 
valor as a governor that, once fulminated 
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against the Yankees, it would, in less than 
two months, drive every mother’s son of them 
across the borders. 

The council broke up in perfect wonder, 
and nothing was talked of for some time 5 
among the old men and women of New 
Amsterdam but the vast genius of the gov- 
ernor, and his nev/ and cheap mode of fight- 
ing by proclamation. 

As to Wilhelmus Kieft, having dispatched 10 
his proclamation to the frontiers, he put on 
his cocked hat and corduroy small-clothes, 
and mounting a tall raw-boned charger, 
trotted out to his rural retreat of Dog’s 
Misery. Here, like the good Numa, he re- 15 
posed from the toils of state, taking lessons 
in government, not from the nymph Egeria, 
but from the honored wife of his bosom; who 
was one of that class of females sent upon the 
earth a little alter the flood, as a punishment 20 
for the sins of mankind, and commonly known 
by the appellation of knowing women. In 
fact, my duty as an historian obliges me to 
make known a circumstance which was a 
great secret at the time, and consequently 25 
was not a subject of scandal at more than half 
the tea-tables in New Amsterdam, but which 
like many other great secrets, has leaked out 
in the lapse of years — and this was, that 
Wilhelmus the Testy, though one of the most 30 
potent little men that ever breathed, yet 
submitted at home to a species of govern- 
ment, neither laid down in Aristotle nor 
Plato; in short, it partook of the nature of a 
pure, unmixed tyranny, and is familiarly 35 
denominated petticoat government . — An ab- 
solute sw.iy, which, although exceedingly 
common in these modern days, was very 
rare among the ancients, if we may judge 
from the rout made about the domestic 40 
economy of honest Socrates; which is the 
only ancient case on record. 

The great Kieft, howe\Tr, warded off all 
tliC sneers and sarcasms of his particular 
friends, ^vho are ever ready to joke with a 45 
man on sore points of the kind, by alleging 
that it was a government of his own election, 
to which he submitted through choice; add- 
ing at the same time a profound maxim which 
he had found in an ancient author, that “he 50 
who w'ould aspire to gouan, should first learn 
to obey.'" 


CHAPTER m 

In Which Are Recorded the Sage Projects of a 
Ruler of Universal Genius — The Art of 
Fighting by Proclamation — And How that 
the Valiant Jacobus Van Cur let Came to Be 
Foully Dishonored at Fort Coed Hoop 

Never was a more comprehensive, a more 
expeditious, or, what is still better, a more 
economical measure devised, than this of 
defeating the Yankees by proclamation — 
an expedient, likewise, so gentle and humane, 
there were ten chances to one in favor of its 
succeeding, — but then there was one chance 
to ten that it would not succeed — as the ill- 
natured fates would have it, that single chance 
carried the day ! The proclamation was 
perfect in all its parts, well constructed, well 
written, well sealed, and well published — 
all that was wanting to insure its elTect was, 
that the Yankees should stand in awe of it; 
but, provoking to relate, they treated it with 
the most absolute contempt, applied it to 
an unseemly purpose, and thus did the first 
warlike proclamation come to a shameful 
end — a fate w'hich I am credibly informed 
has befallen but too many of its successors. 

So far from abandoning the country, those 
varlets continued their encroachments, squat- 
ting along the green banks of the Varsche 
river, and founding Hartford, Stamford, New 
Haven, and other border towns. I have al- 
ready shown how the onion patches of Pyquag 
were an eyesore to Jacobus Van Curlet and 
his garrison; but now these moss-troopers 
increased in their atrocities, kidnapping hogs, 
impounding horses, and sometimes griev- 
ously rib-roasting their owners. Our worthy 
forefathers could scarcely stir abroad without 
danger of being outjockeyed in horseflesh, or 
taken in in bargaining; while, in their ab- 
sence, some daring Yankee peddler would 
penetrate to their household, and nearly 
ruin the good housewives with tin-ware and 
wooden bowls. 

I am well aware of the perils which environ 
me in this part of my history. While raking, 
with curious hand but pious heart, among the 
mouldering remains of former days, anxious 
to draw therefrom the honey of wisdom, I 
may fare somewhat like that valiant worthy, 
Samson, who, in meddling with the carcass 
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of a dead lion, drew a swarm of bees about his 
ears. Thus, while narrating the many mis- 
deeds of the Yanokie or Yankee race, it is ten 
chances to one but I offend the morbid 
sensibilities of certain of their unreasonable 5 
descendants, who may fly out and raise such 
a buzzing about this unlucky head of mine, 
that I shall need the tough hide of an Achilles 
or an Orlando Furioso, to protect me from 
their stings. 10 

Should such be the case, I should deeply 
and sincerely lament — not my misfortune 
in giving offence — but the wrong-headed 
perverseness of an ill-natured generation, in 
taking offence at any thing I say. That their 15 
ancestors did use my ancestors ill is true, and 
I am very sorry for it, I would, with ail my 
heart, the fact were otherwise; but as I am 
recording the sacred events of history, I’d not 
bate one nail’s breadth of the honest truth, 20 
though I were sure the whole edition of my 
work would be bought up and burnt by the 
common hangman of Connecticut. And in 
sooth, now that these testy gentlemen have 
drawn me out, I will make bold to go farther, 25 
and observe that this is one of the grand pur- 
poses for which we impartial historians are 
sent into the world — to redress wrongs and 
render justice on the heads of the guilty. 

So that, though a powerful nation may 30 
wrong its neighbors with temporary im- 
punity, yet sooner or later an historian springs 
up, who wreaks ample chastisement on it in 
return. 

Thus these moss-troopers of the east little 35 
thought. I’ll warrant it, while they were har- 
assing the inoffensive province of Nieuw 
Nederlands, and driving its unhappy gov- 
ernor to his wit’s end, that an historian 
would ever arise, and give them their own, 40 
with interest. Since, then, I am but per- 
forming my bounden duty as an historian, 
in avenging the wrongs of our revered an- 
cestors, I shall make no further apology, and, 
indeed, when it is considered that I have all 45 
these ancient borderers of the east in my 
power, and at the mercy of my pen, I trust 
that it will be admitted I conduct myself 
with great humanity and moderation. 

It was long before Willicim the Testy could 50 
be persuaded that his much vaunted war 
measure was ineffectual; on the contrary, he 


flew in a passion whenever it was doubted, 
swearing that though slow in operating, yet 
when it once began to work, it would soon 
purge the land of these invaders. When con- 
vinced, at length, of the truth, like a shrewd 
physician, he attributed the failure to the 
quantity, not the quality of the medicine, 
and resolved to double the dose. He ful- 
minated, therefore, a second proclamation 
more vehement than the first, forbidding all 
intercourse with these Yankee intruders; 
ordering the Dutch burghers on the frontiers 
to buy none of their pacing horses, measly 
pork, apple sweetmeats, Weathersfield onions, 
or wooden bowls, and to furnish them with no 
supplies of gin, gingerbread, or sourkrout. 

Another interval elapsed, during which the 
last proclamation was as little regarded as 
the first, and the non-intercourse was espe- 
cially set at naught by the young folks of both 
sexes, if we may judge by the active bundling 
which took place along the borders. 

At length one day the inhabitants of New 
Amsterdam were aroused by a furious bark- 
ing of dogs, great and small, and beheld, to 
their surprise, the whole garrison of Fort 
Goed Hoop straggling into town all tattered 
and wayworn, with Jacobus Van Curlet at 
their head, bringing the melancholy intel- 
ligence of the capture of Fort Goed Hoop by 
the Yankees. 

The fate of this important fortress is an 
impressive warning to all military com- 
manders. It was neither carried by storm 
nor famine; nor was it undermined; nor 
bombarded; nor set on fire by red-hot shot; 
but was taken by a stratagem no less singular 
than effectual, and w^hich can never fail of 
success, whenever an opportunity occurs of 
putting it in practice. 

It seems that the Yankees had received 
intelligence that the garrison of Jacobus Van 
Curlet had been reduced nearly one eighth 
by the death of two of his most corpulent 
soldiers, who had overeaten themseVes on 
fat salmon caught in the Varsche river. A 
secret expedition was immediately set on foot 
to surprise the fortress. The crafty enemy 
knowing the habits of the garrison to sleep 
soundly after they had eaten their dinners 
and smoked their pipes, stole upon them at 
the noontide of a sultry summer’s day, and 
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surprised them in the midst of their slumbers. 

In an instant the flag of their High Mighti- 
nesses was lowered, and the Yankee standard 
elevated in its stead, being a dried codfish, 
by way of a spread eagle. A strong garrison 5 
was appointed, of long-sided, hard-fisted 
Yankees, with Weathersfield onions for 
cockades and feathers. As to Jacobus Van 
Curlet and his men, they were seized by the 
nape of the neck, conducted to the gate, and 10 
one by one dismissed with a kick in the crup- 
per, as Charles XII. dismissed the heavy- 
bottomed Russians at the battle of Narva; 
Jacobus Van Curlet receiving two kicks in 
consideration of his official dignity. 15 

CHAPTER IV 

Containing the Fearful Wrath of William the 
Testy i and the Alarm of New Amsterdam — 
How the Governor Did Strongly Fortify the 
City — of the Rise of Antony the Trumpeter, 
and the Windy Addition to the Armorial 
Bearings of New Amsterdam 

25 

Language cannot express the awful ire of 
William the Testy on hearing of the catas- 
trophe at Fort Coed Hoop. For three good 
hours his rage was too great for words, or 
rather the words were too great for him, 30 
(being a very small man,) and he was nearly 
choked by the misshapen, nine-cornered 
Dutch oaths and epithets which crowded at 
once into his gullet. At length his words 
found vent, and for three days he kept up a 35 
constant discharge, anathematizing the Yan- 
kees, man, woman, and child, for a set of 
dieven, schobbejacken, deugenieten, twist- 
zoekeren, blaes-kaken, loosen-schalken, kak- 
ken-bedden, and a thousand other names, of 40 
which, unfortunately for posterity, history 
does not make mention. Finally, he swore 
that he would have nothing more to do with 
such a squatting, bundling, guessing, ques- 
tioning, swapping, pumpkin-eating, molasses- 45 
daubing, shingle-splitting, cider-watering, 
horse-jockeying, notion-peddling crew — that 
they might stay at Fort Goed Hoop and rot, 
before he would dirty his hands by attempting 
to drive them away; in proof of which he 50 
ordered the new-raised troops to be marched 
forthwith into winter quarters, although it 


was not as yet quite midsummer. Great 
despondency now fell upon the city of New 
Amsterdam. It was feared that the con- 
querors of Fort Goed Hoop, flushed with 
victory and applebrandy, might march on 
to the capital, take it by storm, and annex 
the whole province to Connecticut. The 
name of Yankee became as terrible among 
the Nieuw Nederlanders as was that of Gaul 
among the ancient Romans; insomuch that 
the good wives of the Manhattoes used it as 
a bugbear wherewith to frighten their unruly 
children. 

Everybody clamored around the governor, 
imploring him to put the city in a complete 
posture of defence, and he listened to their 
clamors. Nobody could accuse William the 
Testy of being idle in time of danger, or at 
any other time. He was never idle, but then 
he was often busy to very little purpose. 
When a youngling he had been impressed 
with the words of Solomon, ‘‘Go to the ant, 
thou sluggard, observe her ways and be wise,” 
in conformity to which he had ever been of a 
restless, ant-like turn; hurrying hither and 
thither, nobody knew why or wherefore, 
busying himself about small matters with an 
air of great importance and anxiety, and toil- 
ing at a grain of mustard-seed in the full con- 
viction that he was moving a mountain. In 
the present instance, he called in all his in- 
ventive powers to his aid, and was continually 
pondering over plans, making diagrams, and 
worrying about with a troop of w orkmen and 
projectors at his heels. At length, after a 
world of consultation and contrivance, his 
plans of defence ended in rearing a great 
flag-staff in the centre of the fort, and perch- 
ing a wind -mill on each bastion. 

These w^arlike preparations in some meas- 
ure allayed the public alarm, especially after 
an additional means of securing the safety 
of the city had been suggested by the gov- 
ernor’s lady. It has already been hinted in 
this most authentic history, that in the do- 
mestic establishment of William the Testy 
“the gray mare was the better horse;” in 
other words, that his wdfe, “ruled the roast,” 
and, in governing the governor, governed 
the province, which might thus be said to be 
under petticoat government. 

Now it came to pass, that about this time 
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there lived in the Manhattoes a jolly, ro- 
bustious trumpeter, named Antony Van 
Corlear, famous for his long wind; and who, 
as the story goes, could twang so potently 
upon his instrument, that the effect upon all 
within hearing was like that ascribed to the 
Scotch bagpipe when it sings right lustily 
i’ the nose. 

This sounder of brass was moreover a lusty 
bachelor, with a pleasant, burly visage, a 
long nose, and huge whiskers. He had his 
little bowerie, or retreat in the country, where 
he led a roystering life, giving dances to the 
wives and daughters of the burghers of the 
Manhattoes, insomuch that he became a 
prodigious favorite with all the women, young 
and old. He is said to have been the first to 
collect that famous toll levied on the fair sex 
at Kissing Bridge, on the highway to Hellgate. 

To this sturdy bachelor the eyes of all the 
women were turned in this time of darkness 
and peril, as the very man to second and 
carryout the plans of defence of the governor. 

A kind of petticoat council was forthwith 
held at the government house, at which the 
governor’s lady presided; and this lady, as 
has been hinted, being all potent with the 
governor, the result of these councils was 
the elevation of Antony the Trumpeter to 
the post of commandant of wind-mills and 
champion of New Amsterdam. 

The city being thus fortified and gar- 
risoned, it would have done one’s heart good 
to see the governor snapping his fingers and 
fidgeting with delight, as the trumpeter 
strutted up and down the ramparts twanging 
defiance to the whole Yankee race, as does a 
modern editor to all the principalities and 
powers on the other side of the Atlantic. 

In the hands of Antony Van Corlear this 
windy instrument appeared to him as potent 
as the horn of the paladin Astolpho, or even 
the more classic horn of Alecto; nay, he had 
almost the temerity to compare it with the 
rams’ horns celebrated in holy writ, at the 45 
very sound of which the walls of Jericho fell 
down. 

Be all this as it may, the apprehensions of 
hostilities from the east gradually died away , 
The Yankees made no further invasion; nay, 50 
they declared they had only taken possession 
of Fort Goed Hoop as being erected within 


their territories. So far from manifesting 
hostility, they continued to throng to New 
Amsterdam with the most innocent coun- 
tenances imaginable, filling the market with 
5 their notions, being as ready to trade with 
the Nederlanders as ever — and not a whit 
more prone to get to the windward of them 
in a bargain. 

The old wives of the Manhattoes who took 
10 tea with the governor’s lady attributed all 
this affected moderation to the awe inspired 
by the military preparations of the governor, 
and the windy prowess of Antony the Trum- 
peter. 

There were not wanting illiberal minds, 
however, who sneered at the governor for 
thinking to defend his city as he governed it, 
by mere wind; but William Kieft was not to 
be jeered out of his wind-mills — he had 
seen them perched upon the ramparts of his 
native city of Saardam, and was persuaded 
they were connected with the great science 
of defence; nay, so much piqued was he by 
having them made a matter of ridicule, that 
he introduced them into the arms of the city, 
where they remain to this day, quartered 
with the ancient beaver of the Manhattoes, 
an emblem and momento of his policy. 

I must not omit to mention that certain 
wise old burghers of the Manhattoes, skilful 
in expounding signs and mysteries, after 
events have come to pass, consider this early 
intrusion of the wind-mill into the escutcheon 
of our city, which before had been wholly oc- 
cupied by the beaver, as portentous of its 
after fortune, when the quiet Dutchman 
would be elbowed aside by the enterprising 
Yankee, and patient industry overtopped by 
windy speculation. 

Rip Van Winkle 

{The Sketch-Book, 1819-20) 

Irving, who before The Sketch-Book had been 
the scion of the eighteenth-century literaiy tradi- 
tion, producing works strongly influenced by Addi- 
son, Steele, Goldsmith, Sterne, and others, came 
by 1819 definitely under the influence of certain 
romantic impulses. . . . He charted a new track for 
himself and produced in The Sketch-Book America’s 
first four short stories, three of which were based 
upon romantic materials drawn from Germany 
.... The first fruits of the German influence can be 
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seen in the large borrowings for ‘Rip Van Winkle,’ 
‘The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,’ and ‘The Spectre 
Bridegroom’ — borrowings which are, however, 
confined largely to subject matter and little to 
manner. He docs not allow his heart to run away 
with his classic good sense, he does not, in the man- 5 
ncr of the German Rornantiker , lose himself in a 
romantic haze and atmosphere, as he does more 
largely later under the influence of Spanish ro- 
manticism” (H. A. Pochmann). 

By Woden, God of Saxons, 10 

From whenne comes Wensday, that is Wodensday. 
Truth is a thing that ever I will keep 
Unto thylke day in which I creep into 
My sepulchre. Cartwright. 

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hud- 15 
son must remember the Kaatskill Mountains. 
They are a dismembered branch of the great 
Appalachian family, and are seen away to the 
west of the river, swelling up to a noble 
height, and lording it over the surrounding 20 
country. Every change of season, every 
change of weather, indeed every hour of the 
day, produces some change in the magical 
hues and shapes of these mountains, and they 
are regarded by all the good wives, far and 25 
near, as perfect barometers. When the 
weather is fair and settled, they are clothed 
in blue and purple, and print their bold out- 
lines on the clear evening sky; but some- 
times when the rest of the landscape is cloud- 30 
less they will gather a hood of gray vapors 
about their summits, which, in the last rays 
of the setting sun, will glow and light up like 
a crown of glory. 

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the 35 
voyager may have described the light smoke 
curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs 
gleam among the trees, just where the blue 
tints of the upland melt away into the fresh 
green of the nearer landscape. It is a little 40 
village of great antiquity, having been 
founded by some of the Dutch colonists in 
the early times of the province, just about 
the beginning of the government of the good 
Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) 45 
and there were some of the houses of the 
original settlers standing within a few years, 
built of small yellow bricks brought from 
Holland, having latticed windows and gable 
fronts, surmounted with weathercocks. 50 

In the same village, and in one of these 
very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, 


was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), 
there lived many years since, while the coun- 
try was yet a province of Great Britain, a 
simple, good-natured fellow, of the name of 
Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of 
the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in 
the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and 
accompanied him to the siege of Fort Chris- 
tina. He inherited, however, but little of the 
martial character of his ancestors. I have 
observed that he was a simple, good-natured 
man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor, and 
an obedient henpecked husband. Indeed, 
to the latter circumstance might be owing 
that meekness of spirit which gained him such 
universal popularity; for those men are most 
apt to be obsequious and conciliating abroad, 
who are under the discipline of shrews at 
home. Their tempers, doubtless, are ren- 
dered pliant and malleable in the fiery 
furnace of domestic tribulation; and a cur- 
tain lecture is worth all the sermons in the 
world for teaching the virtues of patience 
and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, 
therefore, in some respects be considered a 
tolerable blessing, and if so. Rip Van Winkle 
was thrice blessed. 

Certain it is, that he was a great favorite 
among all the good wives of the village, who, 
as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in 
all family squabbles; and never failed, when- 
ever they talked those matters over in their 
evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on 
Dame Van Winkle. The children of the 
village, too, would shout with joy whenever 
he approached. He assisted at their sports, 
made their playthings, taught them to fly 
kites and shoot marbles, and told them long 
stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. 
Whenever he went dodging about the village, 
he was surrounded by a troop of them, hang- 
ing on his skirts, clambering on his back, and 
playing a thousand tricks on him with im- 
punity; and not a dog would bark at him 
throughout the neighborhood. 

The great error in Rip’s composition was 
an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profit- 
able labor. It could not be from the want of 
assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit 
on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as 
a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a 
murmur, even though he should not be en- 



WASHINGTON IRVING 


303 


couraged by a single nibble. He would cany 
a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours to- 
gether, trudging through woods and swamps, 
and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few 
squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never 
refuse to assist a neighbor, even in the rough- 
est toil, and was a foremost man at all coun- 
try frolics for husking Indian corn, or build- 
ing stone-fences; the women of the village, 
too, used to employ him to run their errands, 
and to do such little odd jobs as their less 
obliging husbands would not do for them. 
In a word. Rip was ready to attend to any- 
body’s business but his own; but as to doing 
family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he 
found it impossible. 

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work 
on his farm; it was the most pestilent little 
piece of ground in the whole country; every- 
thing about it went wrong, and would go 
wrong, in spite of him. His fences were con- 
tinually falling to pieces; his cow would 
either go astray or get among the cabbages; 
weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields 
than anywhere else; the rain always made a 
point of setting in just as he had some out- 
door work to do; so that though his patri- 
monial estate had dwindled away under his 
management, acre by acre, until there was 
little more left than a mere patch of Indian 
corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst- 
conditioned farm in the neighborhood. 

His children, too, were as ragged and wild 
as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, 
an urchin begotten in his own likeness, 
promised to inherit the habits, with the old 
clothes of his father. He was generally seen 
trooping like a colt at his mother’s heels, 
equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off galli- 
gaskins, which he had much ado to hold up 
with one hand, as a fine lady does her train 
in bad weather. 

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of 
those happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled 
dispositions, who take the world easy, eat 
white bread or brown, whichever can be got 
with least thought or trouble, and would 
rather starve on a penny than work for a 
pound. If left to himself, he would have 
whistled life away in perfect contentment; 
but his wife kept continually dinning in his 
ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and 


the ruin he was bringing on his family. 
Morning, noon, and night her tongue was in- 
cessantly going, and everything he said or did 
was sure to produce a torrent of household 
eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying 
to all lectures of the kind, and that, by fre- 
quent use, had grown into a habit. He 
shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast 
up his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, 
) always provoked a fresh volley from his wife; 
so that he was fain to draw off his forces, and 
take to the outside of the house — the only 
side which, in truth, belongs to a henpecked 
husband. 

; Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog 
Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his 
master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them 
as companions in idleness, and even looked 
upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of 
i his master’s going so often astray. True it 
is, in all points of spirit befitting an honorable 
dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever 
scoured the woods — but what courage can 
withstand the ever-during and all-besetting 
terrors of a woman’s tongue.^ The moment 
Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail 
drooped to the ground, or curled between his 
legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, 
casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van 
Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broom- 
stick or ladle he would fly to the door with 
yelping precipitation. 

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van 
Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart 
temper never mellows with age, and a sharp 
tongue is the only edged tool that grows 
keener with constant use. For a long while 
he used to console himself, when driven 
from home, by frequenting a kind of per- 
petual club of the sages, philosophers, and 
other idle personages of the village; which 
held its sessions on a bench before a small 
inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of His 
Majesty George the Third. Here they used 
to sit in the shade through a long lazy sum- 
mer’s day, talking listlessly over village gos- 
sip, or telling endless sleepy stories about 
nothing. But it would have been worth any 
statesman’s money to have heard the pro- 
found discussions that sometimes took place, 
when by chance an old newspaper fell into 
their hands, from some passing traveller. 
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How solemnly they would listen to the con- 
tents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bum- 
mel, the school-master, a dapper learned 
little man, who was not to be daunted by the 
most gigantic word in the dictionary; and 
how sagely they would deliberate upon pub- 
lic events some months after they had taken 
place. 

The opinions of this junto were completely 
controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of 
the village, and landlord of the inn, at the 
door of which he took his seat from morning 
till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid 
the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; 
so that the neighbors could tell the hour by 
his movements as accurately as by a sun- 
dial. It is true he was rarely heard to speak, 
but smoked his pipe incessantly. His ad- 
herents, however (for every great man has 
his adherents), perfectly understood him, and 
knew how to gather his opinions. When 
anything that was read or related displeased 
him, he was observed to smoke his pipe 
vehemently, and to send forth short, frequent 
and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would 
inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and 
emit it in light and placid clouds; and some- 
times, taking the pipe from his mouth, and 
letting the fragrant vapor curl about his nose, 
would gravely nod his head in token of per- 
fect approbation. 

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip 
was at length routed by his termagant wife, 
who would suddenly break in upon the tran- 
quillity of the assemblage and call the mem- 
bers all to naught; nor was that august per- 
sonage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred 
from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, 
who charged him outright with encouraging 
her husband in habits of idleness. 

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to 
despair; and his only alternative, to escape 
from the labor of the farm and clamor of his 
wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away 
into the woods. Here he w^ould sometimes 
seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share 
the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with 
whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer 
in persecution. “Poor Wolf,” he w^ould say, 
“thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life of it; 
but never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou 
shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!” 


Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his 
master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity I 
verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment 
with all his heart. 

5 In a long ramble of the kind on a fine 
autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scram- 
bled to one of the highest parts of the Kaat- 
skill Mountains. He was after his favorite 
sport of squirrel shooting, and the still soli- 
lo tudes had echoed and reechoed with the re- 
ports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he 
threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a 
green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, 
that crowned the brow of a precipice. From 
15 an opening between the trees he could over- 
look all the lower country for many a mile of 
rich woodland. He saw at a distance the 
lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving 
on its silent but majestic course, with the 
20 reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a 
lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its 
glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in the 
blue highlands. 

On the other side he looked down into a 
25 deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and 
shagged, the bottom filled with fragments 
from the impending cliffs, and scarcely 
lighted by the reflected rays of the setting 
sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this 
30 scene; evening was gradually advancing; the 
mountains began to throw their long blue 
shadows over the valleys; he saw that it 
would be dark long before he could reach the 
village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he 
35 thought of encountering the terrors of Dame 
Van Winkle. 

As he was about to descend, he heard a 
voice from a distance, hallooing, “Rip Van 
Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” He looked 
40 round, but could see nothing but a crow 
winging its solitary flight across the moun- 
tain. He thought his fancy must have de- 
ceived him, and turned again to descend, 
when he heard the same cry ring through the 
45 still evening air: “Rip Van Winkle! Rip 
Van Winkle!” — at the same time; Wolf 
bristled up his back, and giving a low growl, 
skulked to his master’s side, looking fearfully 
down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague 
50 apprehension stealing over him; he looked 
anxiously in the same direction, and per- 
ceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the 
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rocks, and bending under the weight of some- jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and 

thing he carried on his back. He was sur- most of them had enormous breeches of 

prised to see any human being in this lonely similar style with that of the guide’s. Their 

and unfrequented place; but supposing it to visages, too, were peculiar; one had a large 

be some one of the neighborhood in need of 5 beard, broad face, and small piggish eyes, the 
his assistance, he hastened down to yield it. face of another seemed to consist entirely of 

On nearer approach he was still more sur- nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar- 

prised at the singularity of the stranger’s loaf hat, set off with a little red cock’s tail, 

appearance. He was a short, square-built They all had beards, of various shapes and 

old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a 10 colors. There was one who seemed to be 
grizzled beard. His dress was of the an- the commander. He was a stout old gentle- 

tique Dutch fashion; a cloth jerkin strapped man, with a weather-beaten countenance; he 

round the waist, several pair of breeches, the wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, 

outer one of ample volume, decorated with high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, 

rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches 15 and high-heeled shoes, with roses in them, 
at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a The whole group reminded Rip of the figures 

stout keg, that seemed full of liquor, and in an old Flemish painting in the parlor of 

made signs for Rip to approach and assist Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, 

him with the load. Though rather shy and which had been brought over from Holland 

distrustful of this new acquaintance. Rip 20 at the time of the settlement, 
complied with his usual alacrity; and mutu- What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, 
ally relieving one another, they clambered that though these folks were evidently amus- 

up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of ing themselves, yet they maintained the 

a mountain torrent. As they ascended. Rip gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, 

every now and then heard long rolling peals 25 and were, withal, the most melancholy party 
like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing 

of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, between interrupted the stillness of the scene but the 

lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path noise of the balls, which, whenever they were 

conducted. He paused for a moment, but rolled, echoed along the mountains like 

supposing it to be the muttering of one of 30 rumbling peals of thunder, 
those transient thunder-showers which often As Rip and his companion approached 
take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. them, they suddenly desisted from their 
Passing through the ravine, they came to a play, and stared at him with such fixed, 

hollow, like a small amphitheatre, surrounded statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, 

by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks 35 lack-lustre countenances, that his heart 
of which impending trees shot their branches, turned within him, and his knees smote 

so that you only caught glimpses of the together. His companion now emptied the 

azure sky and the bright evening cloud. contents of the keg into large flagons, and 

During the whole time Rip and his com- made signs to him to wait upon the company, 

panion had labored on in silence; for though 40 He obeyed with fear and trembling; they 
the former marvelled greatly what could be quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and 

the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this then returned to their game, 

wild mountain, yet there was something By degrees Rip’s awe and apprehension 
strange and incomprehensible about the un- subsided. He even ventured, when no eye 

known, that inspired awe and checked famil- 45 was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, 

iarity. which he found had much of the flavor of 

On entering the amphitheatre, new ob- excellent Hollands. He was naturally a 
jects of wonder presented themselves. On a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat 
level spot in the centre was a company of the draught. One taste provoked another; 
odd-looking personages playing at ninepins. 50 and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so 

They were dressed in a quaint outlandish often that at length his senses were over- 
fashion; some wore short doublets, others powered, his eyes swam in his head, his head 
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gradually declined, and he fell into a deep 
sleep. 

On waking, he found himself on the green 
knoll whence he had first seen the old man 
of the glen. He rubbed his eyes — it was a 
bright, sunny morning. The birds were 
hopping ^ind twittering among the bushes, 
and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breast- 
ing the pure mountain breeze. “Surely,” 
thought Rip, ‘T have not slept here all 
night.” He recalled the occurrences before 
he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg 
of liquor — the mountain ravine — the wild 
retreat among the rocks — the woe-begone 
party at nine-pins — the flagon — “Oh! 
that flagon! that wicked flagon!” thought 
Rip — “what excuse shall I make to Dame 
Van Winkle?” 

He looked round for his gun, but in place 
of the clean, well-oiled fowling-piece, he 
found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel 
incrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and 
the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected 
that the grave roisters of the mountain had 
put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him 
with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. 
Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might 
have strayed away after a squirrel or par- 
tridge. He whistled after him, and shouted 
his name, but all in vain; the echoes re- 
peated his whistle and shout, but no dog was 
to be seen. 

He determined to revisit the scene of the 
last evening’s gambol, and if he met with any 
of the party, to demand his dog and gun. 
As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in 
the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. 
“These mountain beds do not agree with 
me,” thought Rip, “and if this frolic should 
lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I 
shall have a blessed time with Dame Van 
Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down 
into the glen: he found the gully up which he 
and his companion had ascended the preced- 
ing evening; but to his astonishment a 
mountain stream was now foaming down it, 
leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen 
with babbling murmurs. He, however, 
made shift to scramble up its sides, working 
his toilsome way through thickets of birch, 
sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes 
tripped up or entangled by the wild grape- 


vines that twisted their coils or tendrils from 
tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in 
his path. 

At length he reached to where the ravine 
had opened through the cliffs to the amphi- 
theatre; but no traces of such opening re- 
mained. The rocks presented a high, im- 
penetrable wall, over which the torrent came 
tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and 
fell into a broad, deep basin, black from the 
shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, 
then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He 
again called and whistled after his dog; he 
was only answered by the cawing of a flock 
of idle crows, sporting high in air about a dry 
tree that overhung a sunny precipice; and 
who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look 
down and scoff at the poor man’s perplex- 
ities. What was to be done? the morning 
was passing away, and Rip felt famished for 
want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up 
his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his 
wife; but it would not do to starve among 
the mountains. He shook his head, shoul- 
dered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart 
full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps 
homeward. 

As he approached the village he met a 
number of people, but none whom he knew, 
which somewhat surprised him, for he had 
thought himself acquainted with every one in 
the country round. Their dress, too, was of 
a different fashion from that to which he was 
accustomed. They all stared at him with 
equal marks of surprise, and whenever they 
cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked 
their chins. The constant recurrence of this 
gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the 
same, when, to his astonishment, he found 
his beard had grown a foot long ! 

He had now entered the skirts of the vil- 
lage. A troop of strange children ran at 
his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at 
his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of 
which he recognized for an old acquaintance, 
barked at him as he passed. The very 
village was altered; it was larger and more 
populous. There were rows of houses which 
he had never seen before, and those which 
had been his familiar haunts had disap- 
peared. Strange names were over the doors 
— strange faces at the windows, — every- 
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thing was strange. His mind now misgave 
him; he began to doubt whether both he and 
the world around him were not bewitched. 
Surely this was his native village, which he 
had left but the day before. There stood the $ 
Kaatskill Mountains — there ran the silver 
Hudson at a distance — there was every hill 
and dale precisely as it had always been — 
Rip was sorely perplexed — “That flagon 
last night,” thought he, “has addled my poor lo 
head sadly!” 

It was with some difficulty that he found 
the way to his own house, which he ap- 
proached with silent awe, expecting every 
moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van 15 
\Vinkle. He found the house gone to decay 
— the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, 
and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved 
dog that looked like Wolf was skulking about 
it. Rip called him by name, but the cur 20 
snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. 
This was an unkind cut indeed — “My very 
dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!” 

He entered the house, which, to tell the 
truth. Dame Van Winkle had always kept 25 
in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and 
apparently abandoned. This desolateness 
overcame all his connubial fears — he called 
loudly for his wife and children — the lonely 
chambers rang for a moment with his voice, 30 
and then again all was silence. 

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his 
old resort, the village inn — but it, too, was 
gone. A large, rickety wooden building 
stood in its place, with great gaping windows, 35 
some of them broken and mended with old 
hats and petticoats, and over the door was 
painted, “The Union Hotel, by Jonathan 
Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that 
used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of 40 
yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, 
with something on the top that looked like a 
red night-cap, and from, it was fluttering a 
flag, on which was a singular assemblage of 
stars and stripes — all this was strange and 45 
incomprehensible. He recognized on the 
sign, however, the ruby face of King George, 
under which he had smoked so many a peace- 
ful pipe; but even this was singularly meta- 
morphosed. The red coat was changed for 50 
one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the 
hand instead of a sceptre, the head was 


decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath 
was painted in large characters. General 
Washington. 

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about 
the door, but none that Rip recollected. The 
very character of the people seemed changed. 
There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone 
about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm 
and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain 
for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad 
face, double chin, and fair long pipe, utter- 
ing clouds of tobacco-smoke instead of idle 
speeches; or Van Bummel, the school- 
master, doling forth the contents of an an- 
cient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, 
bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full 
of handbills, was haranguing vehemently 
about rights of citizens — elections — mem- 
bers of congress — liberty — Bunker’s Hill 
— heroes of seventy-six — and other words, 
which were a perfect Babylonish jargon to 
the bewildered Van Winkle. 

The appearance of Rip, with his long 
grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his 
uncouth dress, and an army of women and 
children at his heels, soon attracted the 
attention of the tavern-politicians. They 
crowded round him, eyeing him from head 
to foot with great curiosity. The orator 
bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly 
aside, inquired “on which side he voted?” 
Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another 
short but busy little fellow pulled him by the 
arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his 
ear, “Whether he was Federal or Democrat?” 
Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the 
question; when a knowing, self-important 
old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made 
his way through the crowd, putting them to 
the right and left with his elbows as he 
passed, and planting himself before Van 
Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other 
resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp 
hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, 
demanded in an austere tone, “what brought 
him to the election with a gun on his shoul- 
der, and a mob at his heels, and whether he 
meant to breed a riot in the village?” — 
“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat 
dismayed, “I am a poor quiet man, a native 
of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, 
God bless him !” 



308 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


Here a general shout burst from the by- 
standers — “A tory! a tory! a spy! a refugee! 
hustle him! away with him!” It was with 
great difficulty that the self-important man 
in the cocked hat restored order; and, 5 
having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, 
demanded again of the unknown culprit 
what he came there for, and whom he was 
seeking? The poor man humbly assured 
him that he meant no harm, but merely 10 
came there in search of some of his neighbors, 
who used to keep about the tavern. 

“Well — who are they? — name them.” 

Rip bethought himself a moment, and in- 
quired, “Where’s Nicholas Vedder?” 15 

There was a silence for a little while, when 
an old man replied, in a thin, piping voice: 
“Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone 
these eighteen years! There was a wooden 
tombstone in the churchyard that used to 20 
tell all about him, but that is rotten and gone 
too.” 

“Where’s Brom Dutcher?” 

“Oh, he went off to the army in the begin- 
ning of the war; some say he was killed at 25 
the storming of Stony Point — others say he 
was drowned in a squall at the foot of 
Antony’s Nose. I don’t know — he never 
came back again.” 

“Where’s Van Bummel, the school- 30 
master?” 

“He went off to the wars too, was a great 
militia general, and is now in Congress.” 

Rip’s heart died away at hearing of these 
sad changes in his home and friends, and 35 
finding himself thus alone in the world. Every 
answer puzzled him too, by treating of such 
enormous lapses of time, and of matters 
which he could not understand : war — Con- 
gress — Stony Point; he had no courage to 40 
ask after any more friends, but cried out in 
despair, “Does nobody here know Rip Van 
Winkle?” 

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or 
three, “Oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van 45 
Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.” 

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counter- 
part of himself, as he went up the mountain: 
apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. 
The poor fellow was now completely con- 50 
founded. He doubted his own identity, and 
whether he was himself or another man. In 


the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the 
cocked hat demanded who he was, and what 
was his name? 

“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s 
end; “I’m not myself — I’m somebody else 
— that’s me yonder — no — that’s some- 
body else got into my shoes — I was myself, 
last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain 
and they’ve changed my gun, and every- 
thing’s changed, and I’m changed, and I 
can’t tell what’s my name, or v»'ho I am!” 

The bystanders began now to look at each 
other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their 
fingers against their foreheads. There was a 
whisper, also, about securing the gun, and 
keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, 
at the very suggestion of which the self- 
important man in the cocked hat retired with 
some precipitation. At this critical m.oment 
a fresh, comely woman pressed through the 
throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded 
man. She had a chubby child in her arms, 
which, frightened at his looks, began to cry 
“Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little 
fool; the old man won’t hurt you.” The 
name of the child, the air of the mother, the 
tone of her voice, all awakened a train of 
recollections in his mind. “^Vhat is your 
name, my good woman?” asked he. 

“Judith Gardenier.” 

“And your father’s name?” 

“Ah, poor man. Rip Van Winkle was his 
name, but it’s twenty years since he went 
away from home with his gun, and never has 
been heard of since, — his dog came home 
without him, but whether he shot himself, or 
was carried away by the Indians, nobody can 
tell. I was then but a little girl.” 

Rip had but one question more to ask; 
and he put it with a faltering voice: 

“Where’s your mother?” 

“Oh, she too had died but a short time 
since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of 
passion at a New England peddler.” 

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in 
this intelligence. The honest man could 
contain himself no longer. He caught his 
daughter and her child in his arms. “I am 
your father!” cried he — “Young Rip Van 
Winkle once — old Rip Van Winkle now! 
Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?” 

All stood amazed, until an old woman. 
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tottering out from among the crowd, put her 
hand to her brow, and peering under it in his 
face for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough 
it is Rip Van Winkle — it is himself! Wel- 
come home again, old neighbor — Why, 
where have you been these twenty long 
y’cars?” 

Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole 
twenty years had been to him but as one 
night. The neighbors stared when they 
heard it; some w^ere seen to wink at each 
other, and put their tongues in their cheeks; 
and the self-important man in the cocked 
hat, who, when the alarm was over, had re- 
turned to the field, screwed dowm the corners 
of his mouth, and shook his head — upon 
which there w^as a general shaking of the head 
throughout the assemblage. 

It was determined, however, to take the 
opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was 
seen slowly advancing up the road. He was 
a descendant of the historian of that name, 
who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the 
province. Peter was the most ancient in- 
habitant of the village, and well versed in all 
the wonderful events and traditions of the 
neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once 
and corroborated his story in the most satis- 
factory manner. He assured the company 
that it was a fact, handed down from his 
ancestor the historian, that the Kaatskill 
Mountains had always been haunted by 
strange beings. That it was affirmed that 
the great Hendrick Hudson, the first dis- 
coverer of the river and country, kept a kind 
of vigil there every twenty years, with his 
crev/ of the Half-moon; being permitted in 
this way to revisit the scenes of his enter- 
prise, and keep a guardian eye upon the 
river and the great city called by his name. 
That his father had once seen them in their 
old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in a 
hollow of the mountain; and that he him- 
self had heard, one summer afternoon, the 
sound of their balls like distant peals of 
thunder. 

To make a long story short, the company 
broke up, and returned to the more im- 
portant concerns of the election. Rip’s 
daughter took him home to live with her; 
she had a snug well-fumished house, and a 
stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom 


Rip recollected for one of the urchins that 
used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son 
and heir, who was the ditto of himself, seen 
leaning against the tree, he was employed 
to work on the farm, but evinced an heredi- 
tary disposition to attend to anything else 
but his business. 

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; 
he soon found many of his former cronies, 
though all rather the worse for the wear and 
tear of time, and preferred making friends 
among the rising generation, with whom he 
soon grew into great favor. 

Having nothing to do at home, and being 
arrived at that happy age when a man can be 
idle with impunity, he took his place once 
more on the bench at the inn door, and was 
reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the 
village, and a chronicle of the old times 
“before the war.” It was some time before 
he could get into the regular track of gossip, 
or could be made to comprehend the strange 
events that had taken place during his 
torpor. How that there had been a revolu- 
tionary war — that the country had thrown 
off the yoke of old England — and that, 
instead of being a subject of his Majesty 
George the Third, he was now a free citizen 
of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no 
politician; the changes of states and empires 
made but little impression on him; but there 
was one species of despotism under which he 
had long groaned, and that was — petticoat 
government. Happily that was at an end; 
he had got his neck out of the yoke of matri- 
mony, and could go in and out whenever he 
pleased, without dreading the tyranny of 
Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name 
was mentioned, however, he shook his head, 
shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes, 
which might pass either for an expression of 
resignation to his fate, or joy at his de- 
liverance. 

He used to tell his story to every stranger 
that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s ho' el. He 
was observed, at first, to vary on some points 
every time he told it, which was, doubtless, 
owing to his having so recently awaked. It 
at last settled down precisely to the tale I 
have related, and not a man, woman, or child 
in the neighborhood but knew it by heart. 
Some always pretended to doubt the reality 
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of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of 
his head, and that this was one point on 
which he always remained flighty. The old 
Dutch inhabitants, however, almost uni- 
versally gave it full credit. Even to this day 
they never hear a thunder-storm of a summer 
afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say 
Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their 
game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of 
all henpecked husbands in the neighborhood, 
when life hangs heavy on their hands, that 
they might have a quieting draught out of 
Rip Van Winkle’s flagon. 

The Legend of Sleepy Hollow 

{The Sketch-Book, 1819-20) 

A pleasing land of drowsy head it was, 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye; 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 

For ever flushing round a summer sky. 

Castle of Indolence. 

In the bosom of one of those spacious coves 
which indent the eastern shore of the Hudson, 
at that broad expansion of the river denom- 
inated by the ancient Dutch navigators the 
Tappan Zee, and where they always pru- 
dently shortened sail, and implored the pro- 
tection of St. Nicholas when they crossed, 
there lies a small market- town or rural port, 
which by some is called Greensburgh, but 
which is more generally and properly known 
by the name of Tarry Town. This name was 
given, we are told, in former days, by the 
good housewives of the adjacent country, 
from the inveterate propensity of their hus- 
bands to linger about the village tavern on 
market days. Be that as it may, I do not 
vouch for the fact, but merely advert to it, 
for the sake of being precise and authentic. 
Not far from this village, perhaps about two 
miles, there is a little valley, or rather lap of 
land, among high hills, which is one of the 
quietest places in the whole world. A small 
brook glides through it, with just murmur 
enough to lull one to repose; and the oc- 
casional whistle of a quail, or tapping of a 
woodpecker, is almost the only sound that 
ever breaks in upon the uniform tranquillity. 

I recollect, that when a stripling, my first 
exploit in squirrel-shooting was in a grove of 
tall walnut-trees that shades one side of the 


valley. I had wandered into it at noon 
time, when all nature is peculiarly quiet, and 
was startled by the roar of my own gun, as it 
broke the Sabbath stillness around, and was 
5 prolonged and reverberated by the angry 
echoes. If ever I should wish for a retreat, 
whither I might steal from the world and its 
distractions, and dream quietly away the 
remnant of a troubled life, I know of none 
lo more promising than this little valley. 

From the listless repose of the place, and 
the peculiar character of its inhabitants, who 
are descendants from the original Dutch 
settlers, this sequestered glen has long been 
15 known by the name of Sleepy Hollow, and 
its rustic lads are called the Sleepy Hollow 
Boys throughout all the neighboring country. 
A drowsy, dreamy influence seems to hang 
over the land, and to pervade the very at- 
20 mosphere. Some say that the place was be- 
witched by a high German doctor, during the 
early days of the settlement; others, that an 
old Indian chief, the prophet or wizard of 
his tribe, held his powwows there before the 
25 country was discovered by Master Hendrick 
Hudson. Certain it is, the place still con- 
tinues under the sway of some witching power, 
that holds a spell over the minds of the good 
people, causing them to walk in a continual 
30 reverie. They are given to all kinds of mar- 
vellous beliefs; are subject to trances and 
visions; and frequently see strange sights, 
and hear music and voices in the air. The 
whole neighborhood abounds with local 
35 tales, haunted spots, and twilight supersti- 
tions; stars shoot and meteors glare oftener 
across the valley than in any other part of the 
country, and the nightmare, with her whole 
nine fold, seems to make it the favorite scene 
40 of her gambols. 

The dominant spirit, however, that haunts 
this enchanted region, and seems to be com- 
mander-in-chief of all the powers of the air, 
is the apparition of a figure on horseback 
45 without a head. It is said by some to be the 
ghost of a Hessian trooper, whose head had 
been carried away by a cannon-ball, in some 
nameless battle during the revolutionary 
war; and who is ever and anon seen by the 
50 country folk, hurrying along in the gloom of 
night, as if on the wings of the wind. His 
haunts are not confined to the valley, but 
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^^tend at times to the adjacent roads, and 

espedai\7 to ^ ^ 

great distance. Indeed, certain of the most 
authentic historians of those parts, who have 
been careful in collecting and collating the . 
floating facts concerning this spectre, allege 
that the body of the trooper, having been 
buried in the church-yard, the ghost rides 
forth to the scene of battle in nightly quest 
of his head; and that the rushing speed with i 
which he sometimes passes along the Hollow, 
like a midnight blast, is owing to his being 
belated, and in a hurry to get back to the 
church-yard before daybreak. 

Such is the general purport of this legend- i 
ary superstition, which has furnished ma- 
terials for many a wild story in that region of 
shadows; and the spectre is known, at all the 
country firesides, by the name of the Headless 
Horseman of Sleepy Hollow. 

It is remarkable that the visionary pro- 
pensity I have mentioned is not confined to 
the native inhabitants of the valley, but is 
unconsciously imbibed by every one who 
resides there for a time. However wide 
awake they may have been before they en- 
tered that sleepy region, they are sure, in a 
little time, to inhale the witching influence 
of the air, and begin to grow imaginative — 
to dream dreams, and see apparitions. 

I mention this peaceful spot with all pos- 
sible laud; for it is in such little retired Dutch 
valleys, found here and there embosomed in 
the great State of New- York, that population, 
manners, and customs, remain fixed; while 
the great torrent of migration and improve- 
ment, which is making such incessant changes 
in other parts of this restless country, sweeps 
by them unobserved. They are like those 
little nooks of still water which border a rapid 
stream; where we may see the straw and 
bubble riding quietly at anchor, or slowly re- 
volving in their mimic harbor, undisturbed 
by the rush of the passing current. Though 
many years have elapsed since I trod the 
drowsy shades of Sleepy Hollow, yet I 
question whether I should not still find the 
same trees and the same families vegetating 
in its sheltered bosom. 

In this by-place of nature, there abode, in a 
remote period of American history, that is to 
say, some thirty years since, a worthy wight 


of the name of Ichabod Crane; who so- 

in Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose m- 
strueling the children of the vicinity. He 
; was a native of Connecticut; a State which 
supplies the Union with pioneers for the 
mind as well as for the forest, and sends forth 
yearly its legions of frontier woodsmen and 
country school-masters. The cognomen of 
o Crane was not inapplicable to his person. 
He was tall, but exceedingly lank, with nar- 
row shoulders, long arms and legs, hands that 
dangled a mile out of his sleeves, feet that 
might have served for shovels, and his whole 
5 frame most loosely hung together. His head 
was small, and flat at top, with huge ears, 
large green glassy eyes, and a long snipe nose, 
so that it looked like a weather-cock, perched 
upon his spindle neck, to tell which way the 
0 wind blew. To see him striding along the 
profile of a hill on a windy day, with his 
clothes bagging and fluttering about him, 
one might have mistaken him for the genius 
of famine descending upon the earth, or 
5 some scarecrow eloped from a cornfield. 

His school-house was a low building of one 
large room, rudely constructed of logs; the 
windows partly glazed, and partly patched 
with leaves of old copy-books. It was most 
0 ingeniously secured at vacant hours, by a 
withe twisted in the handle of the door, and 
stakes set against the window shutters; so 
that, though a thief might get in with perfect 
ease, he would find some embarrassment 
5 in getting out; an idea most probably bor- 
rowed by the architect, Yost Van Houten, 
from the mystery of an eel-pot. The school- 
house stood in a rather lonely but pleasant 
situation, just at the foot of a woody hill, with 
D a brook running close by, and a formidable 
birch tree growing at one end of it. From 
hence the low murmur of his pupils’ voices, 
conning over their lessons, might be heard 
in a drowsy summer’s day, like the hum of a 
; bee-hive; interrupted now and then by the 
authoritative voice of the master, in the tone 
of menace or command; or, perad venture, 
by the appalling sound of the birch, as he 
urged some tardy loiterer along the flowery 
) path of knowledge. Truth to say, he was a 
conscientious man, and ever bore in mind the 
golden maxim, “Spare the rod and spoil the 
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child.” — Ichabod Crane’s scholars cer- 
tainly were not spoiled. 

I would not have it imagined, however, 
that he was one of those cruel potentates of 
the school, who joy in the smart of their sub- 
jects; on the contrary, he administered justice 
with discrimination rather than severity; tak- 
ing the burden off the backs of the weak, and 
laying it on those of the strong. Your mere 
puny stripling, that winced at the least flour- 
ish of the rod, was passed by with indulgence; 
but the claims of justice were satisfied by in- 
flicting a double portion on some little, tough, 
wrong-headed, broad-skirted Dutch urchin, 
who sulked and swelled and grew dogged and 
sullen beneath the birch. All this he called 
“doing his duty by their parents;” and he 
never inflicted a chastisement without follow- 
ing it by the assurance, so consolatory to the 
smarting urchin, that “he would remember 
it, and thank him for it the longest day he had 
to live.” 

When school hours were over, he was even 
the companion and playmate of the larger 
boys; and on holiday afternoons would con- 
voy some of the smaller ones home, who hap- 
pened to have pretty sisters, or good house- 
wives for mothers, noted for the comforts of 
the cupboard. Indeed it behooved him to 
keep on good terms with his pupils. The 
revenue arising from his school was small, 
and would have been scarcely sufficient to 
furnish him with daily bread, for he was a 
huge feeder, and though lank, had the dilat- 
ing powers of an anaconda; but to help out 
his maintenance, he was, according to coun- 
try custom in those parts, boarded and lodged 
at the houses of the farmers, whose children 
he instructed. With these he lived succes- 
sively a week at a time ; thus going the rounds 
of the neighborhood, with all his worldly 
effects tied up in a cotton handkerchief. 

That all this might not be too onerous on 
the purses of his rustic patrons, who are apt to 
consider the costs of schooling a grievous bur- 
den, and schoolmasters as mere drones, he 
had various ways of rendering himself both 
useful and agreeable. He assisted the farmers 
occasionally in the lighter labors of their 
farms; helped to make hay; mended the 
fences; took the horses to water; drove the 
cows from pasture ; and cut wood for the win- 


ter fire. He laid aside, too, all the dominant 
dignity and absolute sway with which he 
lorded it in his little empire, the school, and 
became wonderfully gentle and ingratiating. 
5 He found favor in the eyes of the mothers, by 
petting the children, particularly the young- 
est; and like the lion bold, which whilom so 
magnanimously the lamb did hold, he would 
sit with a child on one knee, and rock a cradle 
lo with his foot for whole hours together. 

In addition to his other vocations, he was 
the singing-master of the neighborhood, and 
picked up many bright shillings by instruct- 
ing the young folks in psalmody. It was a 
15 matter of no little vanity to him, on Sundays, 
to take his station in front of the church gal- 
lery, with a band of chosen singers; where, in 
his own mind, he completely carried away the 
palm from the parson. Certain it is, his voice 
20 resounded far above all the rest of the con- 
gregation; and there are peculiar quavers still 
to be heard in that church, and which may 
even be heard half a mile off, quite to the 
opposite side of the mill-pond, on a still Sun- 
25 day morning, which are said to be legiti- 
mately descended from the nose of Ichabod 
Crane. Thus, by divers little make-shifts in 
that ingenious way which is commonly de- 
nominated “by hook and by crook,” the 
30 worthy pedagogue got on tolerably enough, 
and was thought, by all who understood 
nothing of the labor of headwork, to have a 
wonderfully easy life of it. 

The schoolmaster is generally a man of 
35 some importance in the female circle of a rural 
neighborhood; being considered a kind of 
idle gentlemanlike personage, of vastly supe- 
rior taste and accomiplishments to the rough 
country swains, and, indeed, inferior in learn- 
40 ing only to the parson. His appearance, 
therefore, is apt to occasion some little stir at 
the tea-table of a farmhouse, and the addition 
of a supernumerary dish of cakes or sweet- 
meats, or, peradventure, the parade of a sil- 
45 ver tea-pot. Our man of letters, therefore, 
was peculiarly happy in the smiles of all the 
country damsels. How he would figure 
among them in the church-yard, between 
services on Sundays! gathering grapes for 
50 them from the wild vines that overrun the 
surrounding trees; reciting for their amuse- 
ment all the epitaphs on the tombstones; or 
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sauntering, with a whole bevy of them, along nasal melody, “in linked sweetness long 

the banks of the adjacent mill-pond; while drawn out,” floating from the distant hill, or 

the more bashful country bumpkins hung along the dusky road. 

sheepishly back, envying his superior elegance Another of his sources of fearful pleasure 
and address. S was, to pass long winter evenings with the old 

From his half itinerant life, also, he was a Dutch wives, as they sat spinning by the fire, 

kind of travelling gazette, carrying the whole with a row of apples roasting and spluttering 

budget of local gossip from house to house; so along the hearth, and listen to their marvel- 
that his appearance was always greeted with lous tales of ghosts and goblins, and haunted 
satisfaction. He was, moreover, esteemed by lo fields, and haunted brooks, and haunted 
the women as a man of great erudition, for he bridges, and haunted houses, and particu- 
had read several books quite through, and Jarly of the headless horseman, or galloping 
was a perfect master of Cotton Mather’s his- Hessian of the Hollow, as they sometimes 
tory of New England witchcraft, in which, by called him. He would delight them equally 
the way, he most firmly and potently believed. 15 by his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of the dire- 
He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small ful omens and portentous sights and sounds in 

shrewdness and simple credulity. His appe- the air, which prevailed in the earlier times of 

tite for the marvellous, and his powers of di- Connecticut; and would frighten them wo- 

gesting it, were equally extraordinary; and fully with speculations upon comets and 
both had been increased by his residence in 20 shooting stars; and with the alarming fact 
this spellbound region. No tale was too gross that the world did absolutely turn round, and 
or monstrous for his capacious swallow. It that they were half the time topsy-turvy ! 
was often his delight, after his school was dis- But if there was a pleasure in all this, while 
missed in the afternoon, to stretch himself on snugly cuddling in the chimney corner of a 

the rich bed of clover, bordering the little 25 chamber that was all of a ruddy glow from 
brook that whimpered by his school-house, the crackling wood fire, and where, of course, 
and there con over old Mather’s direful tales, no spectre dared to show his face, it was 

until the gathering dusk of the evening made dearly purchased by the terrors of his subse- 

the printed page a mere mist before his eyes. quent walk homewards. What fearful shapes 
Then, as he wended his way, by swamp and 30 and shadows beset his path amidst the dim 
stream and awful woodland, to the farmhouse and ghastly glare of a snowy night! — With 
where he happened to be quartered, every what wistful look did he eye every trembling 
sound of nature, at that witching hour, flut- ray of light streaming across the waste fields 
tered his excited imagination; the moan of from some distant window! — How often 
the whip-poor-will from the hill-side; the bod- 35 was he appalled by some shrub covered with 
ing cry of the tree-toad, that harbinger of snow, which, like a sheeted spectre, beset his 
storm; the dreary hooting of the screech-owl, very path! — How often did he shrink with 

or the sudden rustling in the thicket of birds curdling awe at the sound of his own steps on 

frightened from their roost. The fire-flies, the frosty crust beneath his feet; and dread to 

too, which sparkled most vividly in the dark- 40 look over his shoulder, lest he should behold 
est places, now and then startled him, as one some uncouth being tramping close behind 

of uncommon brightness would stream across him ! — and how often was he thrown into 

his path; and if, by chance, a huge blockhead complete dismay by some rushing blast, 

of a beetle came winging his blundering flight howling among the trees, in the idea that it 

against him, the poor varlet was ready to give 45 was the Galloping Hessian on on? of his 
up the ghost, with the idea that he was struck nightly scourings ! 

with a witch’s token. His only resource on All these, however, were mere terrors of the 

such occasions, either to drown thought, or night, phantoms of the mind that walk in 

drive away evil spirits, was to sing psalm darkness; and though he had seen many 

tunes; — and the good people of Sleepy Hoi- 50 spectres in his time, and been more than once 
low, 2is they sat by their doors of an evening, beset by Satan in divers shapes, in his lonely 

were often filled with awe, at hearing his perambulations, yet daylight put an end to 
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all these evils; and he would have passed a have served for a church; every window and 
pleasant life of it, in despite of the devil and crevice of which seemed bursting forth with 
all his works, if his path had not been crossed the treasures of the farm; the flail was busily 
by a being that causes more perplexity to resounding within it from morning to night; 
mortal man than ghosts, goblins, and the 5 swallows and martins skimmed twittering 
whole race of witches put together, and that about the eaves; and rows of pigeons, some 
was — a woman. with one eye turned up, as if watching the 

Among the musical disciples who assem- weather, some with their heads under their 
bled, one evening in each week, to receive his wings, or buried in their bosoms, and others 
instructions in psalmody, was Katrina Van 10 swelling, and cooing, and bowing about their 
I’assel, the daughter and only child of a sub- dames, were enjoying the sunshine on the 
stantial Dutch farmer. She was a blooming roof. Sleek unwieldy porkers were gruntine^ 
lass of fresh eighteen; plump as a partridge; in the repose and abundance of their pens, 
ripe and melting and losy cheeked as one of whence sallied forth, now and then, troops of 
her father’s peaches, and universally famed, 15 sucking pigs, as if to snufif the air. A stately 
not merely for her beauty, but her vast ex- squadron of snowy geese were riding in an 
pcctations. She was withal a little of a co- adjoining pond, convoying whole fleets of 
quette, as might be perceived even in her ducks; regiments of turkeys were gobbling 

dress, which was a mixture of ancient and through the farmyard, and guinea fowls fret- 

modern fashions, as most suited to set off her 20 ting about it, like ill-tempered housewives, 
charms. She wore the ornaments of pure with their peevish discontented cry. Before 
yellow gold, which her great-great-grand- the barn door strutted the gallant cock, that 

mother had brought over from Saardam; the pattern of a husband, a warrior, and a fine 

tempting stomacher of the olden time; and gentleman, clapping his burnished wings, and 

withal a provokingly short petticoat, to dis- 25 crowing in the pride and gladness of his heart 
play the prettiest foot and ankle in the coun- — sometimes tearing up the earth with his 
try round. feet, and then generously calling his ever- 

Ichabod Crane had a soft and foolish heart hungry family of wives and children to enjoy 
towards the sex; and it is not to be wondered the rich morsel which he had discovered, 
at, that so tempting a morsel soon found favor 30 The pedagogue’s mouth watered, as he 
in his eyes; more especially after he had vis- looked upon this sumptuous promise of luxuri- 
ited her in her paternal mansion. Old Baltus ous winter fare. In his devouring mind’s eye, 

\Cin Tassel w'as a perfect picture of a thriving, he pictured to himself every roasting-pig run- 

contented, liberal-hearted farmer. He sel- ning about with a pudding in his belly, and 

dom, it is true, sent either his eyes or his 35 an apple in his mouth; the pigeons were 
thoughts beyond the boundaries of his own snugly put to bed in a comfortable pie, and 

farm; but within those every thing was snug, tucked in with a coverlet of crust; the geese 

happy, and well-conditioned. He W’as satis- w^ere swimming in their own gravy; and the 

fled with his wealth, but not proud of it; and ducks pairing cosily in dishes, like snug mar- 

piqued himself upon the hearty abundance, 40 ried couples, with a decent competency of 

rather than the style in which he lived. His onion sauce. In the porkers he saw carved 

stronghold was situated on the banks of the out the future sleek side of bacon, and juicy 
Hudson, in one of those green, sheltered, relishing ham; not a turkey but he beheld 

fertile nooks, in w'hich the Dutch farmers are daintily trussed up, with its gizzard under its 

so fond of nestling. A great elm-tree spread 45 wing, and, peradventure, a necklace of savory 
its broad branches over it; at the foot of which sausages; and even bright chanticleer himself 

bubbled up a spring of the softest and sweet- lay sprawling on his back, in a side-dish, with 

est water, in a little well, formed of a barrel; uplifted claws, as if craving that quarter 

and then stole sparkling aw^ay through the which his chivalrous spirit disdained to ask 

grass, to a neighboring brook, that bubbled 50 while living. 

along among alders and dw^arf willows. Hard As the enraptured Ichabod fancied all this, 
by the farmhouse was a vast barn, that might and as he rolled his great green eyes over the 
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fat meadow-lands the rich fields of wheat, of 
rye, of buckwheat, and Indian corn, and the 
orchards burthened with ruddy fruit, which 
surrounded the warm tenement of Van Tas- 
sel, his heart yearned after the damsel who 5 
was to inherit these domains, and his imagina- 
tion expanded with the idea, how they might 
be readily turned into cash, and the money 
invested in immense tracts of wild land, and 
shingle palaces in the wilderness. Nay, his 10 
busy fancy already realized his hopes, and 
presented to him the blooming Katrina, with 
a whole family of children, mounted on the 
top of a wagon loaded with household trump- 
ery, with pots and kettles dangling beneath; 15 
and he beheld himself bestriding a pacing 
mare, with a colt at her heels, setting out for 
Kentucky, Tennessee, or the Lord knows 
where. 

When he entered the house the conquest of 20 
his heart was complete. It was one of those 
spacious farmhouses, with highridged, but 
lowly-sloping roofs, built in the style handed 
down from the first Dutch settlers; the low 
projecting eaves forming a piazza along the 25 
front, capable of being closed up in bad 
weather. Under this were hung flails, harn- 
ess, various utensils of husbandry, and nets 
for fishing in the neighboring river. Benches 
were built along the sides for summer use; 30 
and a great spinningwheel at one end, and a 
churn at the other, showed the various uses to 
which this important porch might be de- 
voted. From this piazza the wondering Icha- 
bod entered the hall, which formed the centre 35 
of the mansion and the place of usual resi- 
dence. Here, rows of resplendent pewter, 
ranged on a long dresser, dazzled his eyes. 

In one corner stood a huge bag of wool ready 
to be spun; in another a quantity of linsey- 40 
woolsey just from the loom; ears of Indian 
corn, and strings of dried apples and peaches, 
hung in gay festoons along the walls, mingled 
with the gaud of red peppers; and a door left 
ajar gave him a peep into the best parlor, 45 
where the claw-footed chairs, and dark ma- 
hogany tables, shone like mirrors; andirons, 
with their accompanying shovel and tongs, 
glistened from their covert of asparagus tops; 
mock-oranges and conch-shells decorated the 50 
mantel-piece; strings of various colored birds’ 
eggs were suspended above it: a great ostrich 


egg was hung from the centre of the room, 
and a corner cupboard, knowingly left open, 
displayed immense treasures of old silver and 
well-mended china. 

From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes 
upon these regions of delight, the peace of his 
mind was at an end, and his only study was 
how to gain the affections of the peerless 
daughter of Van Tassel. In this enterprise, 
however, he had more real difficulties than 
generally fell to the lot of a knight-errant of 
yore, who seldom had any thing but giants, 
enchanters, fiery dragons, and such like 
easily-conquered adversaries, to contend 
with; and had to make his way merely 
through gates of iron and brass, and walls of 
adamant, to the castle keep, where the lady 
of his heart was confined; all which he 
achieved as easily as a mar: would carve his 
way to the centre of a Christmas pie; and 
then the lady gave him her hand as a matter 
of course. Ichabod, on the contrary, had to 
win his way to the heart of a country coquette, 
beset with a labyrinth of whims and caprices, 
which were for ever presenting new difficul- 
ties and impediments; and he had to en- 
counter a host of fearful adversaries of real 
flesh and blood, the numerous rustic admirers, 
who beset every portal to her heart; keeping a 
watchful and angry eye upon each other, but 
ready to fly out in the common cause against 
any new competitor. 

Among these the most formidable was a 
burly, roaring, roystering blade, of the name 
of Abraham, or, according to the Dutch ab- 
breviation, Brom Van Brunt, the hero of the 
country round, which rang with his feats of 
strength and hardihood. He was broad- 
shouldered and double-jointed, with short 
curly black hair, and a bluff, but not un- 
pleasant countenance, having a mingled air 
of fun and arrogance. From his Herculean 
frame and great powers of limb, he had re- 
ceived the nickname of Brom Bones, by 
which he was universally known. I^e was 
famed for great knowledge and skill in horse- 
manship, being as dexterous on horseback as 
a Tartar. He was foremost at all races and 
cock-fights; and, with the ascendency which 
bodily strength acquires in rustic life, was the 
umpire in all disputes, setting his hat on one 
side, and giving his decisions with an air and 
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tone admitting of no gainsay or appeal. He 
was always ready for either a fight or a frolic; 
but had more mischief than ill-will in his 
composition; and, with all his overbearing 
roughness, there was a strong dash of waggish 5 
good humor at bottom. He had three or four 
boon companions, who regarded him as their 
model, and at the head of whom he scoured 
the country, attending every scene of feud or 
merriment for miles round. In cold weather 10 
he was distinguished by a fur cap, surmounted 
with a flaunting fox’s tail; and when the folks 
at a country gathering descried this well- 
known crest at a distance, whisking about 
among a squad of hard riders, they always 15 
stood by for a squall. Sometimes his crew 
would be heard dashing along past the farm- 
houses at midnight, with whoop and halloo, 
like a troop of Don cossacks; and the old 
dames, startled out of their sleep, would listen 20 
for a moment till the hurry-scurry had clat- 
tered by, and then exclaim, “Ay, there goes 
Brom Bones and his gang!” The neighbors 
looked upon him with a mixture of awe, ad- 
miration, and good wall; and when any mad- 25 
cap prank, or rustic brawl, occurred in the 
vicinity, always shook their heads, and war- 
ranted Brom Bones w'as at the bottom of it. 

This rantipole hero had for some time 
singled out the blooming Katrina for the ob- 30 
ject of his uncouth gallantries, and though his 
amorous toyings were something like the gen- 
tle caresses and endearments of a bear, yet it 
was whis]:>cred that she did not altogether 
discourage his hopes. Certain it is, his ad- 35 
Vances w^re signals for rival candidates to 
retire, who felt no inclination to cross a lion 
in his amours; insomuch, that when his horse 
w^as seen tied to Van Tassel’s paling, on a 
Sunday night, a sure sign that his master was 40 
courting, or, as it is termed, “sparking,” 
within, all other suitors passed by in despair, 
and carried the war into other quarters. 

Such w^as the formidable rival wath whom 
Ichabod Crane had to contend, and, consid- 45 
ering all things, a stouter man than he would 
have shrunk from competition, and a wiser 
man would have despaired. He had, how- 
ever, a happy mixture of pliability and perse- 
verance in his nature; he was in form and 50 
spirit like a supple-jack; — yielding, but 
tough; though he bent, he never broke; 


and though he bowed beneath the slightest 
pressure, yet the moment it was away — 
jerk ! he was as erect, and carried his head as 
high as ever. 

To have taken the field openly against his 
rival would have been madness; for he w^as 
not a man to be thwarted in his amours, any 
more than that stormy lover, Achilles. Icha- 
bod, therefore, made his advances in a quiet 
and gently insinuating manner. Under cover 
of his character of singing-master, he made 
frequent visits at the farmhouse; not that he 
had any thing to apprehend from the meddle- 
some interference of parents, which is so often 
a stumbling-block in the path of lovers. Bah 
Van Tassel was an easy indulgent soul; he 
loved his daughter better even than his pipe, 
and, like a reasonable man and an excellent 
father, let her have her way in every thing. 
His notable little wife, too, had enough to do 
to attend to her housekeeping and manage 
her poultry; for, as she sagely observed, ducks 
and geese are foolish things, and must be 
looked after, but girls can take care of them- 
selves. Thus while the busy dame bustled 
about the house, or plied her spinning-wheel 
at one end of the piazza, honest Balt would sit 
smoking his evening pipe at the other, watch- 
ing the achievements of a little wooden war- 
rior, who, armed with a sword in each hand, 
was most valiantly fighting the wind on the 
pinnacle of the barn. In the mean time, 
Ichabod would carry on his suit with the 
daughter by the side of the spring under tl:c 
great elm, or sauntering along in the twilight, 
that hour so favorable to the lover’s elo- 
quence. 

I profess not to know how women’s hearts 
are wooed and won. To me they have al- 
ways been matters of riddle and admiration. 
Some seem to have but one vulnerable point, 
or door of access; while others have a thou- 
sand avenues, and may be captured in a 
thousand different ways. It is a great tri- 
umph of skill to gain the former, but a still 
greater proof of generalship to maintain pos- 
session of the latter, for the man must battle 
for his fortress at every door and window. He 
who wins a thousand common hearts is there- 
fore entitled to some renown; but he who 
keeps undisputed sway over the heart of a 
coquette, is indeed a hero. Certain it is, this 
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was not the case with the redoubtable Brom be seen sundry contraband articles and pro- 

Bones; and from the moment Ichabod Crane hibited weapons, detected upon the persons 

made his advances, the interests of the former of idle urchins; such as half-munched apples, 

evidently declined; his horse was no longer popguns, whirligigs, fly-cages, and whole le- 

seen tied at the palings on Sunday nights, and 5 gions of rampant little paper game-cocks, 
a deadly feud gradually arose between him Apparently there had been some appalling 

and the preceptor of Sleepy Hollow. act of justice recently inflicted, for his scholars 

Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry were all busily intent upon their books, or 
in his nature, would fain have carried matters slyly whispering behind them with one eye 
to open warfare, and have settled their pre- 10 kept upon the master; and a kind of buzzing 
tensions to the lady, according to the mode of stillness reigned throughout the school-room, 

those most concise and simple reasoners, the It was suddenly interrupted by the appear- 

knights-errant of yore — by single combat; ance of a negro, in tow-cloth jacket and 
but Ichabod was too conscious of the superior trowsers, a round-crowned fragment of a hat, 
might of his adversary to enter the lists against 15 like the cap of Mercury, and mounted on the 
him: he had overheard a boast of Bones, that back of a ragged, wild, half-broken colt, 
he would “double the schoolmaster up, and which he managed with a rope by way of 
lay him on a shelf of his own school-house;” halter. He came clattering up to the school 
and he was too wary to give him an opportun- door with an invitation to Ichabod to attend 
ity. There was something extremely provok- 20 a merry-making or “quilting frolic,” to be 
ing in this obstinately pacific system; it left held that evening at Mynheer Van Tassel’s; 
Brom no alternative but to draw upon the and having delivered his message with that 
funds of rustic waggery in his disposition, and air of importance, and effort at fine language, 
to play off boorish practical jokes upon his which a negro is apt to display on petty em- 
rival. Ichabod became the object of whimsi- 25 bassies of the kind, he dashed over the brook, 
cal persecution to Bones, and his gang of and was seen scampering away up the hollow, 

rough riders. They harried his hitherto full of the importance and hurry of his mis- 

peaceful domains; smoked out his singing sion. 

school, by stopping up the chimney; broke All was now bustle and hubbub in the late 
into the school-house at night, in spite of its 30 quiet schoolroom. The scholars were hurried 
formidable fastenings of withe and window through their lessons, without stopping at 
stakes, and turned every thing topsy-turvy: trifles; those who were nimble skipped over 

so that the poor schoolmaster began to think half with impunity, and those who were 
all the witches in the country held their tardy, had a smart application now and then 
meetings there. But what was still more an- 35 in the rear, to quicken their speed, or help 
noying, Brom took all opportunities of turn- them over a tall v-ord. Books were flung 

ing him into ridicule in presence of his mis- aside without being put away on the shelves, 

tress, and had a scoundrel dog whom he inkstands were overturned, benches thrown 
taught to whine in the most ludicrous man- down, and the whole school was turned loose 
ner, and introduced as a rival of Ichabod’s to 40 an hour before the usual time, bursting forth 
instruct her in psalmody. like a legion of young imps, yelping and 

In this way matters went on for some time, racketing about the green, in joy at their early 
without producing any material effect on the emancipation. 

relative situation of the contending powers. The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an 
On a fine autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in 45 extra half hour at his toilet, brushing and 
pensive mood, sat enthroned on the lofty furbishing up his best, and indeed only suit of 
stool whence he usually watched all the con- rusty black, and arranging his looks by a bit 
cerns of his little literary realm. In his hand of broken looking-glass, that hung up in the 
he swayed a ferule, that sceptre of despotic school-house. That he might make his ap- 
power; the birch of justice reposed on three 50 pearance before his mistress in the true style 
nails, behind the throne, a constant terror to of a cavalier, he borrowed a horse from the 
evil doers; while on the desk before him might farmer with whom he was domiciliated, a 
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choleric old Dutchman, of the name of Hans 
Van Ripper, and, thus gallantly mounted, 
issued forth, like a knight-errant in quest of 
adventures. But it is meet I should, in the 
true spirit of romantic story, give some ac- 5 
count of the looks and equipments of my hero 
and his steed. The animal he bestrode was a 
brokendown plough-horse, that had outlived 
almost every thing but his viciousness. He 
was gaunt and shagged, with a ewe neck and 10 
a head like a hammer; his rusty mane and 
tail were tangled and knotted with burrs; one 
eye had lost its pupil, and was glaring and 
spectral; but the other had the gleam of a 
genuine devil in it. Still he must have had 15 
fire and mettle in his day, if we may judge 
from the name he bore of Gunpowder. He 
had, in fact, been a favorite steed of his mas- 
ter’s, the choleric Van Ripper, who was a 
furious rider, and had infused, very probably, 20 
some of his own spirit into the animal; for, old 
and brokendown as he looked, there was 
more of the lurking devil in him than in any 
young filly in the country. 

Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a 25 
steed. He rode with short stirrups, which 
brought his knees nearly up to the pommel of 
the saddle; his sharp elbows stuck out like 
grasshoppers’; he carried his whip perpen- 
dicularly in his hand, like a sceptre, and, as 30 
his horse jogged on, the motion of his arms 
was not unlike the flapping of a pair of wings. 

A small wool hat rested on the top of his nose, 
for so his scanty strip of forehead might be 
called; and the skirts of his black coat flut- 35 
tered out almost to the horse’s tail. Such was 
the appearance of Ichabod and his steed, as 
they shambled out of the gate of Hans Van 
Ripper, and it was altogether such an appari- 
tion as is seldom to be met with in broad day- 40 
light. 

It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day, 
the sky was clear and, serene, and nature wore 
that rich and golden livery which we always 
associate with the idea of abundance. The 45 
forests had put on their sober brown and yel- 
low, while some trees of the tenderer kind had 
been nipped by the frosts into brilliant dyes 
of orange, purple, and scarlet. Streaming 
files of wild ducks began to make their ap- 50 
pearance high in the air; the bark of the 
squirrel might be heard from the groves of 


beech and hickory nuts, and the pensive 
whisde of the quail at intervals from the 
neighboring stubble-field. 

The small birds were taking their farewell 
banquets. In the fulness of their revelry, 
they fluttered, chirping and frolicking, from 
bush to bush, and tree to tree, capricious 
from the very profusion and variety around 
them. There was the honest cock-robin, the 
favorite game of stripling sportsmen, with its 
loud querulous note; and the twittering black- 
birds flying in sable clouds; and the golden- 
winged woodpecker, with his crimson crest, 
his broad black gorget, and splendid plu- 
mage; and the cedar bird, with its red-tipt 
wings and yellow-tipt tail, and its little mon- 
teiro cap of feathers; and the blue jay, that 
noisy coxcomb in his gay light-blue coat and 
white under-clothes; screaming and chatter- 
ing, nodding and bobbing and bowing, and 
pretending to be on good terms vTth every 
songster of the grove. 

As Ichabod jogged slowly on his way, his 
eye, ever open to every symptom of culinary 
abundance, ranged with delight over the 
treasures of jolly autumn. On all sides he 
beheld vast store of apples; some hanging in 
oppressive opulence on the trees; some gath- 
ered into baskets and barrels for the market; 
others heaped up in rich piles for the cider- 
press. Farther on he beheld great fields of 
Indian corn, with its golden ears peeping 
from their leafy coverts, and holding out the 
promise of cakes and hasty pudding; and the 
yellow pumpkins lying beneath them, turning 
up their fair round bellies to the sun, and giv- 
ing ample prospects of the most luxurious of 
pies; and anon he passed the fragrant buck- 
wheat fields, breathing the odor of the bee- 
hive, and as he beheld them, soft anticipa- 
tions stole over his mind of dainty slapjacks, 
well buttered, and garnished with honey or 
treacle, by the delicate little dimpled hand 
of Katrina Van Tassel. 

Thus feeding his mind with many sweet 
thoughts and “sugared suppositions,” he 
journeyed along the sides of a range of hills 
which look out upon some of the goodliest 
scenes of the mighty Hudson. The sun gradu- 
ally wheeled his broad disk down into the 
west. The wide bosom of the Tappan Zee 
lay motionless and glassy, excepting that here 
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and there a gentle undulation waved and pro- the bevy of buxom lasses, with their luxurious 

longed the blue shadow of the distant moun- display of red and white; but the ample 

tain. A few amber clouds floated in the sky, charms of a genuine Dutch country tea-table, 

without a breath of air to move them. The in the sumptuous time of autumn. Such 

horizon was of a fine golden tint, changing 5 heaped-up platters of cakes of various and 

crradually into a pure apple green, and from almost indescribable kinds, known only to 

that into the deep blue of the mid-heaven. experienced Dutch housewives! There was 

A slanting ray lingered on the woody crests of the doughty doughnut, the tenderer oly 

the precipices that overhung some parts of the koek, and the crisp and crumbling cruller; 

river, giving greater depth to the dark-gray 10 sweet cakes and short cakes, ginger cakes and 
and purple of their rocky sides. A sloop was honey cakes, and the whole family of cakes, 

loitering in the distance, dropping slowly And then there were apple pies and peach 

down with the tide, her sail hanging uselessly pies and pumpkin pies; besides slices of ham 

against the mast; and as the reflection of the and smoked beef; and moreover delectable 


sky gleamed along the still water, it seemed as 15 
if the vessel was suspended in the air. 

It was toward evening that Ichabod ar- 
rived at the castle of the Heer Van Tassel, 
which he found thronged with the pride and 
flower of the adjacent country. Old farmers, 20 
a spare leathern-faced race, in homespun 
coats and breeches, blue stockings, huge 
shoes, and magnificent pewter buckles. 
Their brisk withered little dames, in close 
crimped caps, long-waisted shortgowns, home- 25 
spun petticoats, with scissors and pin- 
cushions, and gay calico pockets hanging on 
the outside. Buxom lasses, almost as anti- 
quated as their mothers, excepting where a 
straw hat, a fine ribbon, or perhaps a white 30 
frock, gave symptoms of city innovation. 
The sons, in short squareskirted coats with 
rows of stupendous brass buttons, and their 
hair generally queued in the fashion of the 
times, especially if they could procure an eel- 35 
skin for the purpose, it being esteemed, 
throughout the country, as a potent nour- 
isher and strengthener of the hair. 

Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the 
scene, having come to the gathering on his 40 
favorite steed Dare-devil, a creature, like him- 
self, full of mettle and mischief, and which no 
one but himself could manage. He was, in 
fact, noted for preferring vicious animals, 
given to all kinds of tricks, which kept the 45 
rider in constant risk of his neck, for he held a 
tractable well-broken horse as unworthy of a 
lad of spirit. 

Fain would I pause to dwell upon the 
world of charms that burst upon the enrap- 50 
tured gaze of my hero, as he entered the state 
parlor of Van Tassel’s mansion. Not those of 


dishes of preserved plums, and peaches, and 
pears, and quinces; not to mention broiled 
shad and roasted chickens; together with 
bowls of milk and cream, all mingled hig- 
gledy-piggledy, pretty much as I have enu- 
merated them, with the motherly tea-pot 
sending up its clouds of vapor from the midst 
— Heaven bless the mark ! I want breath 
and time to discuss this banquet as it de- 
serves, and am too eager to get on with my 
story. Happily, Ichabod Crane was not in so 
great a hurry as his historian, but did ample 
justice to every dainty. 

He was a kind and thankful creature, 
whose heart dilated in proportion as his skin 
was filled with good cheer; and whose spirits 
rose with eating as some men’s do with drink. 
He could not help, too, rolling his large eyes 
round him as he ate and chuckling with the 
possibility that he might one day be lord of 
all this scene of almost unimaginable luxury 
and splendor. Then, he thought, how soon 
he’d turn his back upon the old schoolhouse; 
snap his fingers in the face of Hans Van Rip- 
per, and every other niggardly patron, and 
kick any itinerant pedagogue out of doors 
that should dare to call him comrade 1 

Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among 
his guests with a face dilated with content and 
good humor, round and jolly as the harvest 
moon. His hospitable attentions wer^ brief, 
but expressive, being confined to a shake of 
the hand, a slap on the shoulder, a loud laugh, 
and a pressing invitation to “fall to, and help 
themselves.” 

And now the sound of the music from the 
common room, or hall, summoned to the 
dance. The musician was an old grayheaded 
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ne^o, who had been the itinerant orchestra 
of the neighborhood for more than half a cen- 
tury. His instrument was as old and battered 
as himself. The greater part of the time he 
scraped on two or three strings, accompany- s 
ing every movement of the bow with a motion 
of the head; bowing almost to the ground, 
and stamping with his foot whenever a fresh 
couple were to start. 

Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing lo 
as much as upon his vocal powers. Not a 
limb, not a fibre about him was idle; and to 
have seen his loosely hung frame in full mo- 
tion, and clattering about the room, you 
would have thought Saint Vitus himself, that 15 
blessed patron of the dance, was figuring be- 
fore you in person. He was the admiration of 
all the negroes; who, having gathered, of all 
ages and sizes, from the farm and the neigh- 
borhood, stood forming a pyramid of shining 20 
black faces at every door and window, gazing 
with delight at the scene, rolling their white 
eye-balls, and showing grinning rows of ivory 
from ear to ear. How could the flogger of 
urchins be otherwise than animated and joy- 25 
ous? the lady of his heart was his partner in 
the dance, and smiling graciously in reply to 
all his amorous oglings; while Brom Bones, 
sorely smitten with love and jealousy, sat 
brooding by himself in one corner. 30 

When the dance was at an end, Ichabod 
was attracted to a knot of the sager folks, 
who, with old Van Tassel, sat smoking at the 
end of the piazza, gossiping over former 
times, and drawing out long stories about the 35 
war. 

This neighborhood, at the time of which I 
am speaking, was one of those highly-favored 
places which abound with chronicle and 
great men. The British and American line 40 
had run near it during the war; it had, there- 
fore, been the scene of marauding, and in- 
fested with refugees, cow-boys, and all kinds 
of border chivalry. Just sufficient time had 
elapsed to enable each story-teller to dress up 45 
his tale with a little becoming fiction, and, in 
the indistinctness of his recollection, to make 
himself the hero of every exploit. 

There was the story of Doffue Martling, a 
large bluebearded Dutchman, who had 50 
nearly taken a British frigate with an old iron 
nine-pounder from a mud breastwork, only 


that his gun burst at the sixth discharge. And 
there was an old gentleman who shall be 
nameless, being too rich a mynheer to be 
lightly mentioned, who, in the battle of 
Whiteplains, being an excellent master of de- 
fence, parried a musket ball with a small 
sword, insomuch that he absolutely felt it 
whiz round the blade, and glance off at the 
hilt: in proof of which, he was ready at an> 
time to show the sword, with the hilt a little 
bent. There were several more that had been 
equally great in the field, not one of whom 
but was persuaded that he had a considerable 
hand in bringing the war to a happy termina- 
tion. 

But all these were nothing to the tales ol 
ghosts and apparitions that succeeded. The 
neighborhood is rich in legendary treasures of 
the kind. Local tales and superstitions thrive 
best in these sheltered long-settled retreats: 
but are trampled under foot by the shifting 
throng that forms the population of most of 
our country places. Besides, there is no en- 
couragement for ghosts in rrost of our villages, 
for they have scarcely had time to finish their 
first nap, and turn themselves in their graves, 
before their surviving friends have travelled 
away from the neighborhood; so that when 
they turn out at night to walk their rounds, 
they have no acquaintances left to call upon, 
This is perhaps the reason why we so seldom 
hear of ghosts except in our long-established 
Dutch communities. 

The immediate cause, however, of the 
prevalence of supernatural stories in these 
parts, was doubtless owing to the vicinity of 
Sleepy Hollow. There was a contagion in 
the very air that blew from that haunted re- 
gion; it breathed forth an atmosphere of 
dreams and fancies infecting all the land. 
Several of the Sleepy Hollow people were 
present at Van Tassel’s, and, as usual, were 
doling out their wild and wonderful legends. 
Many dismal tales were told about funeral 
trains, and mourning cries and wailings 
heard and seen about the great li ce where the 
unfortunate Major Andre was taken, and 
which stood in the neighborhood. Some 
mention was made also of the woman in 
white, that haunted the dark glen at Raven 
Rock, and was often heard to shriek on winter 
nights before a storm, having perished there 
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in the snow. The chief part of the stories, 
however, turned upon the favorite spectre of 
Sleepy Hollow, the headless horseman, who 
had been heard several times of late, patroll- 
ing the country; and, it was said, tethered his 
horse nightly among the graves in the church- 
yard. 

The sequestered situation of this church 
seems always to have made it a favorite haunt 
of troubled spirits. It stands on a knoll, sur- 
rounded by locust-trees and lofty elms, from 
among which its decent whitewashed walls 
shine modestly forth, like Christian purity 
beaming through the shades of retirement. 
A gentle slope descended from it to a silver 
sheet of water, bordered by high trees, be- 
tween which peeps may be caught at the blue 
hills of the Hudson. To look upon its grass- 
grown yard, where the sunbeams seem to 
sleep so quietly, one would think that there at 
least the dead might rest in peace. On one 
side of the church extends a wide woody dell, 
along which raves a large brook among 
broken rocks and trunks of fallen trees. Over 
a deep black part of the stream, not far from 
the church, was formerly thrown a wooden 
bridge; the road that led to it, and the bridge 
itself, were thickly shaded by overhanging 
trees, which cast a gloom about it, even in the 
daytime; but occasioned a fearful darkness at 
night. This was one of the favorite haunts of 
the headless horseman; and the place where 
he was most frequently encountered. The 
tale was told of old Brouwer, a most heretical 
disbeliever in ghosts, how he met the horse- 
man returning from his foray into Sleepy 
Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind 
him; how they galloped over bush and brake, 
over hill and swamp, until they reached the 
bridge; when the horseman suddenly turned 
into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer into the 
brook, and sprang away over the treetops 
with a clap of thunder. 

This story was immediately matched by a 
thrice marvellous adventure of Brom Bones, 
who made light of the galloping Hessian as an 
arrant jockey. He affirmed that, on return- 
ing one night from the neighboring village of 
Sing Sing, he had been overtaken by this mid- 
night trooper; that he had offered to race 
with him for a bowl of punch, and should 
have won it too, for Daredevil beat the goblin 


horse all hollow, but, just as they came to the 
churchbridge, the Hessian bolted, and van- 
ished in a flash of fire. 

All these tales, told in that drowsy under- 
tone with which men talk in the dark, the 
countenances of the listeners only now and 
then receiving a casual gleam from the glare 
of a pipe, sank deep in the mind of Ichabod. 
He repaid them in kind with large extracts 
from his invaluable author. Cotton Mather, 
and added many marvellous events that had 
taken place in his native State of Connecticut, 
and fearful sights which he had seen in his 
nightly walks about Sleepy Hollow. 

The revel now gradually broke up. The 
old farmers gathered together their families in 
their wagons, and were heard for some time 
rattling along the hollow roads, and over the 
distant hills. Some of the damsels mounted 
on pillions behind their favorite swains, and 
their lighthearted laughter, mingling with the 
clatter of hoofs, echoed along the silent wood- 
lands, sounding fainter and fainter until they 
gradually died away — and the late scene of 
noise and frolic was all silent and deserted. 
Ichabod only lingered behind, according to 
the custom of country lovers, to have a tete-^- 
t6te with the heiress, fully convinced that he 
was now on the high road to success. What 
passed at this interview I will not pretend to 
say, for in fact I do not know. Something, 
however, I fear me, must have gone wrong, 
for he certainly sallied forth, after no very 
great interval, wiih an air quite desolate and 
chop-fallen. — Oh these women ! these wo- 
men! Could that girl have been playing off 
any of her coquettish tricks? — Was her en- 
couragement of the poor pedagogue all a 
mere sham to secure her conquest of his rival? 
— Heaven only knows, not I ! — Let it suffice 
to say, Ichabod stole forth with the air of one 
who had been sacking a hen-roost, rather 
than a fair lady’s heart. Without looking to 
the right or left to notice the scene of rural 
wealth, on which he had so often glor'ted, he 
went straight to the stable, and with several 
hearty cuffs and kicks, roused his steed most 
uncourteously from the comfortable quarters 
in which he was soundly sleeping, dreaming 
of mountains of corn and oats, and whole 
valleys of timothy and clover. 

It was the very witching time of night that 
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Ichabod, heavy-hearted and crest-fallen, pur- 
sued his travel homewards, along the sides of 
the lofty hills which rise above Tarry Town, 
and which he had traversed so cheerily in the 
afternoon. The hour was as dismal as him- 5 
self. Far below him, the Tappan Zee spread 
its dusky and indistinct waste of waters, with 
here and there the tall mast of a sloop, riding 
quietly at anchor under the land. In the 
dead hush of midnight, he could even hear 10 
the barking of the watch dog from the oppo- 
site shore of the Hudson; but it was so vague 
and faint as only to give an idea of his dis- 
tance from this faithful companion of man. 
Now and then, too, the long-drawn crowing 15 
of a cock, accidentally awakened, would 
sound far, far off, from some farm-house 
away among the hills — but it was like a 
dreaming sound in his ear. No signs of life 
occurred near him, but occasionally the mel- 20 
ancholy chirp of a cricket, or perhaps the gut- 
tural twang of a bull-frog, from a neighboring 
marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably, and turn- 
ing suddenly in his bed. 

All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he 25 
had heard in the afternoon, now came crowd- 
ing upon his recollection. The night grew 
darker and darker; the stars seemed to sink 
deeper in the sky, and driving clouds occa- 
sionally hid them from his sight. He had 30 
never felt so lonely and dismal. He was, 
moreover, approaching the very place where 
many of the scenes of the ghost stories had 
been laid. In the centre of the road stood an 
enormous tulip-tree, which towered like a 35 
giant above all the other trees of the neighbor- 
hood, and formed a kind of landmark. Its 
limbs were gnarled, and fantastic, large 
enough to form trunks for ordinary trees, 
twisting down almost to the earth, and rising 40 
again into the air. It was connected with the 
tragical story of the unfortunate Andre, who 
had been taken prisoner hard by; and was 
universally known by the name of Major 
Andre’s tree. The common people regarded 45 
it with a mixture of respect and superstition, 
partly out of sympathy for the fate of its ill- 
starred namesake, and partly from the tales 
of strange sights and doleful lamentations 
told concerning it. 50 

As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he 
began to whistle: he thought his whisde was 


answered — it was but a blast sweeping 
sharply through the dry branches. As he 
approached a little nearer, he thought he saw 
something white, hanging in the midst of the 
tree — he paused and ceased whistling; but 
on looking more narrowly, perceived that it 
was a place where the tree had been scathed 
by lightning, and the white wood laid bare. 
Suddenly he heard a groan — his teeth chat- 
tered and his knees smote against the saddle: 
it was but the rubbing of one huge bough 
upon another, as they were swayed about by 
the breeze. He passed the tiee in safety, but 
new perils lay before him. 

About two hundred yards from the tree a 
small brook crossed the road, and ran into a 
marshy and thickly-wooded glen, known by 
the name of Wiley’s swamp. A few rough 
logs, laid side by side, served for a bridge over 
this stream. On that side of the road where 
the brook entered the wood, a group of oaks 
and chestnuts, matted thick with wild grape- 
vines, threw a cavernous gloom over it. To 
pass this bridge was the severest trial. It was 
at this identical spot that the unfortunate 
Andre was captured, and under the covert of 
those chestnuts and vines were the sturdy yeo- 
men concealed who surprised him. This has 
ever since been considered a haunted stream, 
and fearful are the feelings of the schoolboy 
who has to pass it alone after dark. 

As he approached the stream his heart be- 
gan to thump; he summoned up, however, 
all his resolution, gave his horse half a score 
of kicks in the ribs, and attempted to dash 
briskly across the bridge; but instead of start- 
ing forward, the perverse old animal made a 
lateral movement, and ran broadside against 
the fence. Ichabod, whose fears increased 
with the delay, jerked the reins on the other 
side, and kicked lustily with the contrary foot: 
it was all in vain; his steed started, it is true, 
but it was only to plunge to the opposite side 
of the road into a thicket of brambles and 
alder bushes. The schoolmaster now be- 
stowed both whip and heel upon the starve- 
ling ribs of old Gunpowder, who dashed for- 
ward, snuffling and snorting, but came to a 
stand just by the bridge, with a suddenness 
that had nearly sent his rider sprawling over 
his head. Just at this moment a pi ashy tramp 
by the side of the bridge caught the sensitive 
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ear of Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the 
grove, on the margin of the brook, he beheld 
something "huge, miss\iapen, \)\ack and tower- 
ing. It stirred not, but seemed gathered up 
in the gloom, like some gigantic monster 5 
ready to spring upon the traveller., 

The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose 
upon his head with terror. What was tc be 
done? To turn and fly was now too late; and 
besides, what chance was there of escaping k 
crhost or goblin, if such it was, which could 
ride upon the wings of the wind? Summon- 
ing up, therefore, a show of courage, he de- 
manded in stammering accents — “Who are 
you?” He received no reply. He repeated i 
his demand in a still more agitated voice. 
Still there was no answer. Once more he 
cudgelled the sides of the inflexible Gun- 
powder, and, shutting his eyes, broke forth 
^vith involuntary fervor into a psalm tune. 2 
Just then the shadowy object of alarm put 
Itself in motion, and, with a scramble and a 
bound, stood at once in the middle of the 
road. Though the night was dark and dis- 
mal, yet the form of the unknown might now 
in some degree be ascertained. He appeared 
to be a horseman of large dimensions, and 
mounted on a black horse of powerful frame. 
He made no offer of molestation or sociabil- 
ity, but kept aloof on one side of the road, jog- . 
ging along on the blind side of old Gunpow- 
der, who had now got over his fright and way- 
wardness. 

Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange 
midnight companion, and bethought himself ; 
of the adventure of Brom Bones with the 
Galloping Hessian, now quickened his steed, 
in hopes of leaving him behind. The stran- 
ger, however, quickened his horse to an equal 
pace. Ichabod pulled up, and fell into a . 
walk, thinking to lag behind — the other did 
the same. His heart began to sink within 
him; he endeavored to resume his psalm tune, 
but his parched tongue clove to the roof of his 
mouth, and he could not utter a stave. There . 
was something in the moody and dogged si- 
lence of this pertinacious companion, that 
was mysterious and appalling. It was soon 
fearfully accounted for. On mounting a ris- 
ing ground, which brought the figure of his « 
fellow-traveller in relief against the sky, gi- 
gantic in height, and muffled in a cloak. 


Ichabod was norror-struck, on perceiving 
that he was headless ! — but his horror was 
more increased, on 

head, which should have rested on his shoul- 
ders, was carried before him on the pommel 
of the saddle: his terror rose to desperation; 
he rained a shower of kicks and blows upon 
Gunpowder, hoping, by a sudden movement, 
to give his companion the slip — but the 
spectre started full jump with him. Away 
then they dashed, through thick and thin; 
stones flying, and sparks flashing at every 
bound. Ichabod’ s flimsy garments fluttered 
in the air, as he stretched his long lank body 
5 away over his horse’s head, in the eagerness 
of his flight. 

They had now reached the road which 
turns off to Sleepy Hollow; but Gunpowder, 
who seemed possessed with a demon, instead 
) of keeping up it, made an opposite turn, and 
plunged headlong down hill to the left. This 
road leads through a sandy hollow, shaded by 
trees for about a quarter of a mile, where it 
crosses the bridge famous in goblin story, and 
5 just beyond swells the green knoll on which 
stands the whitewashed church. 

As yet the panic of the steed had given his 
unskilful rider an apparent advantage in the 
chase; but just as he had got half way through 
o the hollow, the girths of the saddle gave way, 
and he felt it slipping from under him. He 
seized it by the pommel, and endeavored to 
hold it firm, but in vain; and had just time to 
save himself by clasping old Gunpowder 
5 round the neck, when the saddle fell to the 
earth, and he heard it trampled under foot by 
his pursuer. For a moment the terror of 
Hans Van Ripper’s wrath passed across his 
mind — for it was his Sunday saddle ; but 
o this was no time for petty fears; the goblin 
was hard on his haunches; and (unskilful 
rider that he was !) he had much ado to main- 
tain his seat; sometimes slipping on one side, 
sometimes on another, and sometimes jolted 
5 on the high ridge of his horse’s bac’ibone, 
with a violence that he verily feared would 
cleave him asunder. 

An opening in the trees now cheered him 
with the hopes that the church bridge was at 
3 hand. The wavering reflection of a silver 
star in the bosom of the brook told him that 
he was not mistaken. He saw the walls of the 
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church dimly glaring under the trees beyond. 
He recollected the place where Brom Bones’s 
ghostly competitor had disappeared. “If I 
can but reach that bridge,” thought Ichabod, 
“I am safe.” Just then he heard the black 
steed panting and blowing close behind him; 
he even fancied that he felt his hot breath. 
Another convulsive kick in the ribs, and old 
Gunpowder sprang upon the bridge; he thun- 
dered over the resounding planks; he gained 
the opposite side; and now Ichabod cast a 
look behind to see if his pursuer should van- 
ish, according to rule, in a flash of fire and 
brimstone. Just then he saw the goblin rising 
in his stirrups, and in the very act of hurling 
his head at him. Ichabod endeavored to 
dodge the horrible missile, but too late. It 
encountered his cranium with a tremendous 
crash — he was tumbled headlong into the 
dust, and Gunpowder, the black steed, and 
the goblin rider, passed by like a whirlvvind. 

The next morning the old horse was found 
without his saddle, and with the bridle under 
his feet, soberly cropping the grass at his mas- 
ter’s gate. Ichabod did not make his appear- 
ance at breakfast — dinner-hour came, but 
no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the 
schoolhouse, and strolled idly about the banks 
of the brook; but no schoolmaster. Hans 
Van Ripper now began to feel some uneasi- 
ness about the fate of poor Ichabod, and his 
saddle. An inquiry was set on foot, and after 
diligent investigation they came upon his 
traces. In one part of the road leading to the 
church was found the saddle trampled in the 
dirt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs deeply dented 
in the road, and evidently at furious speed, 
were traced to the bridge, beyond which, on 
the bank of a broad part of the brook, where 
the water ran deep and black, was found the 
hat of the unfortunate Ichabod, and close be- 
side it a shattered pumpkin. 

The brook was searched, but the body of 
the schoolmaster was not to be discovered. 
Hans Van Ripper, as executor of his estate, 
examined the bundle which contained all his 
worldly effects. They consisted of two shirts 
and a half; two stocks for the neck; a pair or 
two of worsted stockings; an old pair of cordu- 
roy smallclothes; a rusty razor; a book of 
psalm tunes, full of dogs’ ears; and a broken 
pitchpipe. As to the books and furniture of 


the school-house, they belonged to the com- 
munity, excepting Cotton Mather’s “History 
of Witchcraft,” a New England Almanac, 
and a book of dreams and fortune-telling; in 
which last was a sheet of foolscap much scrib- 
bled and blotted in several fruitless attempts 
to make a copy of verses in honor of the heir- 
ess of Van Tassel. These magic books and 
the poetic scrawl were forthwith consigned to 
the flames by Hans Van Ripper; who from 
that time forward determined to send his chil- 
dren no more to school; observing, that he 
never knew any good come of this same read- 
ing and writing. Whatever money the school- 
master possessed, and he had received his 
quarter’s pay but a day or two before, he 
must have had about his person at the time of 
his disappearance. 

The mysterious event caused much specu- 
lation at the church on the following Sunday. 
Knots of gazers and gossips were collected in 
the church-yard, at the bridge, and at the 
spot where the hat and pumpkin had been 
found. The stories of Brouwer, of Bones, and 
a whole budget of others, were called to 
mind; and when they had diligently consid- 
ered them all, and compared them with the 
symptoms of the present case, they shook 
their heads, and came to the conclusion that 
Ichabod had been carried off by the galloping 
Hessian. As he was a bachelor, and in no- 
body’s debt, nobody troubled his head any 
more about him. The school was removed to 
a different quarter of the hollow, and another 
pedagogue reigned in his stead. 

It is true, an old farmer, who had been 
down to New York on a visit several years 
after, and from whom this account of the 
ghostly adventure was received, brought 
home the intelligence that Ichabod Crane 
was still alive; that he had left the neighbor- 
hood, partly through fear of the goblin and 
Hans Van Ripper, and partly in mortifica- 
tion at having been suddenly dismiissed by 
the heiress; that he had changed his quarters 
to a distant part of the country; had kept 
school and studied law at the same time, had 
been admitted to the bar, turned politician, 
electioneered, written for the newspapers, 

I and finally had been made a justice of the 
Ten Pound Court. Brom Bones too, who 
shortly after his rival’s disappearance con- 



WASHINGTON IRVING 


325 


ducted the blooming Katrina in triumph to 
the altar, was observed to look exceedingly- 
knowing whenever the story of Ichabod was 
related, and always burst into a hearty laugh 
at the mention of the pumpkin; which led 
some to suspect that he knew more about the 
matter than he chose to tell. 

The old country wives, however, who are 
the best judges of these matters, maintain to 
this day that Ichabod was spirited away by 
supernatural means; and it is a favorite story 
often told about the neighborhood round the 
winter evening fire. The bridge became 
more than ever an object of superstitious awe, 
and that may be the reason why the road has 
been altered of late years, so as to approach 
the church by the border of the mill-pond. 
The school-house being deserted, soon fell to 
decay, and was reported to be haunted by the 
ghost of the unfortunate pedagogue; and the 
ploughboy, loitering homeward of a still sum- 
mer evening, has often fancied his voice at a 
distance, chanting a melancholy psalm tune 
among the tranquil solitudes of Sleepy Hol- 
low. 

English Writers on America 

( The Sketch-Book, 1 8 1 9-20) 

“Methinks I see in my mind a noble and puis- 
sant nation, rousing herself like a strong man after 
sleep, and shaking her invisible locks; methinks I 
see her as an eagle, mewing her mighty youth, and 
kindling her endazzled eves at the full mid-day 
beam.” — Milton On the Liberty oj the Press. 

It is with feelings of deep regret that I 
observe the literary animosity daily growing 
up between England and America. Great 
curiosity has been awakened of late with 
respect to the United States, and the London . 
press has teemed ^vith volumes of travels 
through the Republic; but they seem in- 
tended to diffuse error rather than knowledge; 
and so successful have they been, that, not- 
withstanding the constant intercourse be- , 
tween the nations, there is no people concern- 
ing whom the great mass of the British public 
have less pure information, or entertain more 
numerous prejudices. 

English travellers are the best and the > 
'Worst in the world. Where no motives of 
pride or interest intervene, none can equzil 


them for profound and philosophical views of 
society, or faithful and graphical descriptions 
of external objects; but when either the inter- 
est or reputation of their own country comes 
5 in collision with that of another, they go to 
the opposite extreme, and forget their usual 
probity and candor in the indulgence of 
splenetic remark and an illiberal spirit of 
ridicule. 

I Hence, their travels are more honest and 
accurate, the more remote the country de- 
scribed. I would place implicit confidence in 
an Englishman’s descriptions of the regions 
beyond the cataracts of the Nile; of unknown 
islands in the Yellow Sea; of the interior of 
India; or of any other tract which other trav- 
ellers might be apt to picture out with the 
illusions of their fancies; but I would cau- 
tiously receive his account of his immediate 
neighbors and of those nations with which he 
is in habits of most frequent intercourse. 
However I might be disposed to trust his 
probity, I dare not trust his prejudices. 

It has also been the peculiar lot of our 
country to be visited by the worst kind of 
English travellers. While men of philosophi- 
cal spirit and cultivated minds have been sent 
from England to ransack the poles, to pene- 
trate the deserts, and to study the manners 
and customs of barbarous nations, with which 
she can have no permanent intercourse of 
profit or pleasure; it has been left to the 
broken-down tradesman, the scheming ad- 
venturer, the wandering mechanic, the Man- 
chester and Birmingham agent, to be her 
oracles respecting America. From such 
sources she is content to receive her informa- 
tion respecting a country in a singular state of 
moral and physical development; a country 
in which one of the greatest political experi- 
ments in the history of the world is now per- 
forming, and which presents the most pro- 
found and momentous studies to the states- 
man and philosopher. 

That such men should give prejudic d ac- 
counts of America is not a matter of surprise. 
The themes it offers for contemplation are too 
vast and elevated for their capacities. The 
national character is yet in a state of fermenta- 
tion: it may have its fiothiness and sediment, 
but its ingredients are sound and wholesome: 
it has already given proofs of powerful and 
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generous qualities 5 and the whole promises to artificial distinctions, and where, by any 
settle down into something substantially ex- chance, such individuals as themselves can 
cellent. But the causes which are operating rise to consequence. 

to strengthen and ennoble it, and its daily One would suppose, however, that in- 
indications of admirable properties, are all 5 formation coming from such sources, on a 
lost upon these purblind observers, who are subject where the truth is so desirable, would 

only affected by the little asperities incident be received with caution by the censors of the 

to its present situation. They are capable of press; that the motives of these men, their 

judging only of the surface of things, of those veracity, their opportunities of inquiry and 

matters which come in contact with their 10 observation, and their capacities for judging 
private interests and personal gratifications. correctly, would be rigorously scrutinized 

They miss some of the snug conveniences and before their evidence was admitted, in such 

petty comforts which belong to an old, highly sweeping extent, against a kindred nation, 

finished, and overpopulous state of society. The very reverse, however, is the case, and it 


where the ranks of useful labor are crowded, 15 
and many earn a painful and servile subsist- 
ence by studying the very caprices of appetite 
and self-indulgcnce. These minor comforts, 
however, are all-important in the estimation 
of narrow minds; which either do not per- 20 
ceive, or will not acknowledge, that they are 
more than counterbalanced among us by 
great and generally diffused blessings. 

They may, perhaps, have been disap- 
pointed in some unreasonable expectation of 25 
sudden gain. They may have pictured Amer- 
ica to themselves an El Dorado, where gold 
and silver abounded, and the natives were 
lacking in sagacity; and where they were to 
become strangely and suddenly rich, in some 30 
unforeseen but easy manner. The same 
weakness of mind that indulges absurd ex- 
pectations produces petulance in disappoint- 
ment. Such persons become embittered 
against the country on finding that there, as 35 
everywhere else, a man must sow before he 
can reap; must win wealth by industry and 
talent; and must contend with the common 
difficulties of nature and the shrewdness of an 
intelligent and enterprising people. 40 

Perhaps, through mistaken, or ill-directed 
hospitality, or from the prompt disposition to 
cheer and countenance the stranger, preva- 
lent among my country^men, they may have 
been treated with unwonted respect in Amer- 45 
ica; and having been accustomed all their 
lives to consider themselves below the surface 
of good society, and brought up in a servile 
feeling of inferiority, they become arrogant on 
the common boon of civility: they attribute to 50 
the lowliness of others their own elevation; 
and underrate a society where there are no 


furnishes a striking instance of human incon- 
sistency. Nothing can surpass the vigilance 
with which English critics will examine the 
credibility of the traveller who publishes an 
account of some distant, and comparatively 
unimportant country. How warily will they 
compare the measurements of a pyramid or 
the descriptions of a ruin; and how sternly 
will they censure any inaccuracy in these con- 
tributions of merely curious knowledge: while 
they will receive, with eagerness and unhesi- 
tating faith, the gross misrepresentations of 
coarse and obscure writers concerning a 
country with which their own is placed in the 
most important and delicate relations. Nay, 
they will even make these apocryphal volumes 
textbooks, on which to enlarge with a zeal 
and an ability worthy of a more generous 
cause. 

I shall not, however, dwell on this irksome 
and hackneyed topic; nor should I have ad- 
verted to it, but for the undue interest appar- 
ently taken in it by my countrymen, and cer- 
tain injurious effects which I apprehend it 
might produce upon the national feeling. 
We attach too much consequence to these at- 
tacks. They cannot do us any essential in- 
jury. The tissue of misrepresentations at- 
tempted to be woven round us are like cob- 
webs woven round the limbs of an infant 
giant. Our country continually outgrows 
them. One falsehood after another falls off 
of itself. We have but to live on, and every 
day we live a whole volume of refutation. All 
the WTiters of England united, if w^e could for 
a moment suppose their great minds stooping 
to so unworthy a combination, could not con- 
ceal our rapidly growing importance and 
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matchless prosperity. They could not con- culate the venom that is to inflame the gener- 
ceal that these are owing, not merely to phys- ous and the brave. 

ical and local, but also to moral causes — to I am not laying too much stress upon this 
the political liberty, the general diffusion of point, for it applies most emphatically to our 

knowledge, the prevalence of sound, moral, s particular case. Over no nation does the 
and religious principles which give force and press hold a more absolute control than over 

sustained energy to the character of a people; the people of America, for the universal edu- 

and which, in fact, have been the acknowl- cation of the poorest classes makes every in- 

edged and wonderful supporters of their own dividual a reader. There is nothing pub- 

national power, and glory. lo lished in England on the subject of our coun- 

But why are we so exquisitely alive to the try, that does not circulate through every 

aspersions of England? Why do we suffer part of it. There is not a calumny dropped 

ourselves to be so affected by the contumely from an English pen, nor an unworthy sar- 

she has endeavored to cast upon us? It is not casm uttered by an English statesman, that 

in the opinion of England alone that honor 15 does not go to blight good will and add to the 
lives, and reputation has its being. The mass of latent resentment. Possessing, then, 

world at large is the arbiter of a nation’s as England does, the fountain-head from 

fame; with its thousand eyes it witnesses a whence the literature of the language flows, 

nation’s deeds, and from their collective tes- how completely is it in her power, and how 
timony is national glory or national disgrace 20 truly is it her duty, to make it the medium 
established. of amiable and magnanimous feeling — a 

For ourselves, therefore, it is compara- stream where two nations meet together and 

tively of but little importance whether Eng- drink in peace and kindness. Should she, 

land does us justice or not; it is, perhaps, of however, persist in turning it to waters of 

far more importance to herself. She is instill- 25 bitterness, the time may come when she may 
ing anger and resentment into the bosom of a repent her folly. The present friendship of 
youthful nation, to grow with its growth, and America may be of but little moment to her, 

strengthen with its strength. If in America, but the future destinies of that country do not 

as some of her writers are laboring to con- admit of a doubt; over those of England, there 
vince her, she is hereafter to find an invidious 30 lower some shadows of uncertainty. Should, 
rival and a gigantic foe, she may thank those then, a day of gloom arrive — should these 
very writers for having provoked rivalship reverses overtake her from which the proud- 
and irritated hostility. Everyone knows the est empires have not been exempt — she may 
all-pervading influence of literature at the look back with regret at her infatuation in 
present day, and how much the opinions and 35 repulsing from her side a nation she might 
passions of mankind are under its control. have grappled to her bosom, and thus destroy- 
The mere contests of the sword are tempo- ing her only chance for real friendship beyond 

rary; their wounds are but in the flesh, and it the boundaries of her own dominions, 

is the pride of the generous to forgive and for- There is a general impression in England 
get them; but the slanders of the pen pierce to 40 that the people of the United States are inimi- 
the heart; they rankle longest in the noblest cal to the parent country. It is one of the 
spirits; they dwell ever present in the mind, errors which have been diligently propagated 
and render it morbidly sensitive to the most by designing writers. There is, doubtless, 
trifling collision. It is but seldom that any considerable political hostility, and a general 
one overt act produces hostilities between 45 soreness at the illiberality of the Englis’ press; 
two nations; there exists, most commonly, a but, collectively speaking, the prepossessions 
previous jealousy and ill-wind, a predisposi- of the people are strongly in favor of England, 
tion to take offense. Trace these to their Indeed, at one time they amounted, in many 
cause, and how often will they be found to parts of the Union, to an absurd degree of 
originate in the mischievous effusions of mer- 50 bigotry. The bare name of Englishman was a 
cenary writers, who, secure in their closets, passport to the confidence and hospitality of 
and for ignominious bread, concoct and cir- every family, and too often gave a transient 
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currency to the worthless and the ungrateful. 
Throughout the country there was something 
of enthusiasm connected with the idea of 
England. We looked to it with a hallowed 
feeling of tenderness and veneration, as the j 
land of our forefathers — the august reposi- 
tory of the monuments and antiquities of our 
race — the birthplace and mausoleum of the 
sages and heroes of our paternal history. 
After our own country, there was none in i 
whose glory we more delighted — none whose 
good opinion we were more anxious to possess 
— none towards which our hearts yearned 
with such throbbings of warm consanguinity. 
Even during the late war, whenever there i 
was the least opportunity for kind feelings to 
spring forth, it was the delight of the generous 
spirits of our country to show that, in the 
midst of hostilities, they still kept alive the 
sparks of future friendship. 2 

Is all this to be at an end? Is this golden 
band of kindred sympathies, so rare between 
nations, to be broken for ever? — Perhaps it 
is for the best — it may dispel an illusion 
which might have kept us in mental vassal- 2 
age; which might have interfered occasionally 
with our true interests, and prevented the 
growth of proper national pride. But it is 
hard to give up the kindred tie ! and there are 
feelings dearer than interest — closer to the 3 
heart than pride — that will still make us 
cast back a look of regret, as we wander far- 
ther and farther from the paternal roof, and 
lament the waywardness of the parent that 
would repel the affections of the child. 3 

Shortsighted and injudicious, however, as 
the conduct of England may be in this system 
of aspersion, recrimination on our part would 
be equally ill-judged, I speak not of a 
prompt and spirited vindication of our coun- i 
try nor the keenest castigation of her slander- 
ers — but I allude to a disposition to retaliate 
in kind; to retort sarcasm and inspire preju- 
dice, which seems to be growing widely 
among our writers. Let us guard particu- . 
larly against such a temper, for it vvdll re- 
double the evil instead of redressing the 
wrong. Nothing is so easy and inviting as the 
retort of abuse and sarcasm; but it is a paltry 
and unprofitable contest. It is the alterna- 
tive of a morbid mind, fretted into petulamcc 
rather than warmed into indignation. If 


England is willing to permit the mean jealous- 
ies of trade or the rancorous animosities of 
politics to deprave the integrity of her press 
and poison the fountain of public opinion, let 
5 us beware of her example. She may deem it 
her interest to diffuse error and engender 
antipathy, for the purpose of checking emi- 
gration; we have no purpose of the kind to 
serve. Neither have we any spirit of national 
o jealousy to gratify; for as yet, in all our rival- 
ships with England, we are the rising and the 
gaining party. There can be no end to an- 
swer, therefore, but the gratification of re- 
sentment — a mere spirit of retaliation; and 
5 even that is impotent. Our retorts are never 
republished in England; they fall short, 
therefore, of their aim; but they foster a quer- 
ulous and peevish temper among our writers; 
they sour the sweet flow of our early literature 
0 and sow thorns and brambles among its blos- 
soms. What is still worse, they circulate 
through our own country, and, as far as they 
have effect, excite virulent national preju- 
dices. This last is the evil most especially to 
5 be deprecated. Governed, as we are, en- 
tirely by public opinion, the utmost care 
should be taken to preserve the purity of the 
public mind. Knowledge is power, and 
truth is knowledge; whoever, therefore, 
knowingly propagates a prejudice willfully 
saps the foundation of his country’s strength. 

The members of a republic, above all other 
men, should be candid and dispassionate. 
They are, individually, portions of the sover- 
eign mind and sovereign will, and should be 
enabled to come to all questions of national 
concern with calm and unbiased judgments. 
From the peculiar nature of our relations 
with England, we must have more frequent 
questions of a difficult and delicate character 
with her than with any other nation — ques- 
tions that affect the most acute and excitable 
feelings; and as, in the adjusting of these, our 
national measures must ultimately be deter- 
mined by popular sentiment, we cannot be too 
anxiously attentive to purify it from all latent 
passion or prepossession. 

Opening, too, as we do, an asylum for 
strangers from every portion of the earth, we 
should receive all with impartiality. It 
should be our pride to exhibit an example of 
one nation, at least, destitute of national 
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antipathies and exercising not merely the 
overt acts of hospitality, but those more rare 
and noble courtesies which spring from liber- 
ality of opinion. 

What have we to do with national preju- 
dices? They are the inveterate diseases of old 
countries, contracted in rude and ignorant 
a2:es, when nations knew but little of each 
other, and looked beyond their own bounda- 
ries with distrust and hostility. We, on the 
contrary, have sprung into national existence 
in an enlightened and philosophic age, v/hen 
the different parts of the habitable world and 
the various branches of the human family 
have been indefatigably studied and made 
known to each other; and we forego the ad- 
vantages of our birth if we do not shake off 
the national prejudices, as we would the local 
superstitions, of the old world. 

But above all let us not be influenced by 
any angry feelings so far as to shut our eyes to 
the perception of what is really excellent and 
amiable in the English character. We are a 
young people, necessarily an imitative one, 
and must take our examples and models, in a 
great degree, from the existing nations of 
Europe. There is no country more worthy of 
our study than England. The spirit of her 
constitution is most analogous to ours. The 
manners of her people — their intellectual 
activity — their freedom of opinion — their 
habits of thinking on those subjects which 
concern the dearest interests and most sacred 
charities of private life, are all congenial to 
the American character, and, in fact, are all 
intrinsically excellent; for it is in the moral 
feeling of the people that the deep founda- 
tions of British prosperity are laid, and how- 
ever the superstructure may be timeworn or 
overrun by abuses, there must be something 
solid in the basis, admirable in the materials, 
and stable in the structure of an edifice that 
so long has towered unshaken amidst the 
tempests of the world. 

Let it be the pride of our writers, therefore, 
discarding all feelings of irritation, and dis- 
daining to retaliate the illiberality of British 
authors, to speak of the English nation with- 
out prejudice and with determined candor. 
^Vhile they rebuke the indiscriminating big- 
otry with which some of our countrymen ad- 
mire and imitate everything English, merely 


because it is English, let them frankly point 
cut what is really worthy of approbation. 
We may thus place England before us as a 
perpetual volume of reference, wherein are 
5 recorded sound deductions from ages of ex- 
perience; and while we avoid the errors and 
absurdities which may have crept into the 
page, we may draw thence golden maxims of 
practical wisdom, wherewith to strengthen 
10 and to embellish our national character. 

Legend of the Rose of the 
Alhambra 

{The Alhambra, 1832) 

Spain, to Irving, is “a country apart . ; ; from 
all the rest of Europe. It is a romantic country; but 
its romance has none of the sentimentality of mod- 
ern European romance; it is chiefly derived from 
the brilliant regions of the East, and from the high- 
20 minded school of Saracenic chivalry. ... It is true, 
the romance of feeling derived from the sources I 
have mentioned, has, like all other romance, its 
affectations and extremes. It renders the Spaniard 
at times pompous and grandiloquent; prone to 
carry the pundonor, or point of honor, beyond the 
25 bounds of sober sense and sound morality; dis- 
posed, in the midst of poverty, to affect the grande 
Caballero [great gentleman], and to look down with 
sovereign disdain upon ‘arts mechanical,’ and all 
the gainful pursuits of plebeian life; but this very 
inflation of spirit, while it fills his brain with va- 
30 pors, lifts him above a thousand meannesses; and 
though it often keeps him in indigence, ever pro- 
tects him from vulgarity” {The Alhambra). Plainly, 
Irving’s romanticism was limited by the sober 
sense, sound morality, and respect for arts mechan- 
ical that were characteristic of America in that age 
25 ■ — so characteristic, indeed, that he could safely 
conclude by urging his reader “to steep himself 
to the very lips m old Spanish romance.” 

For some time after the surrender of Gra- 
nada by the Moors, that delightful city was a 
40 frequent and favorite residence of the Spanish 
sovereigns, until they were frightened away 
by successive shocks of earthquakes, which 
toppled down various houses, and made the 
old Moslem towers rock to their foundation. 
45 Many, many years then rolled awa>, dur- 
ing which Granada was rarely honored by a 
royal guest. The palaces of the nobility re- 
mained silent and shut up; and the Alham- 
bra, like a slighted beauty, sat in mournful 
50 desolation among her neglected gardens. 
The tower of the Infantas, once the residence 
of the three beautiful Moorish princesses, par- 
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took of the general desolation; the spider spun 
her web athwart the gilded vault, and bats 
and owls nestled in those chambers that had 
been graced by the presence of Zayda, Zo- 
rayda, and Zorahayda. The neglect of this 
tower may partly have been owing to some 
superstitious notions of the neighbors. It was 
rumored that the spirit of the youthful Zora- 
hayda, who had perished in that tower, was 
often seen by moonlight seated beside the 
fountain in the hall, or moaning about the 
battlements, and that the notes of her silver 
lute would be heard at midnight by way- 
farers passing along the glen. 

At length the city of Granada was once 
more welcomed by the royal presence. All 
the world knows that Philip V. was the first 
Bourbon that swayed the Spanish sceptre. 
All the world knows that he married, in 
second nuptials, Elizabetta or Isabella (for 
they are the same), the beautiful princess of 
Parma; and all the world knows that by this 
chain of contingencies a French prince and 
an Italian princess were seated together on 
the Spanish throne. For a visit of this illus- 
trious pair, the Alhambra was repaired and 
fitted up with all possible expedition. The 
arrival of thv court changed the whole aspect 
of the lately deserted palace. The clangor of 
drum and trumpet, the tramp of steed about 
the avenues and outer court, the glitter of 
arms and display of banners about barbican 
and battlement, recalled the ancient and war- 
like glories of the fortress. A softer spirit, 
however, reigned within the royal palace. 
There was the rustling of robes and the cau- 
tious tread and murmuring voice of reveren- 
tial courtiers about the antechambers; a loi- 
tering of pages and maids of honor about the 
gardens, and the sound of music stealing from 
open casements. 

Among those who attended in the train of 
the monarchs was a favorite page of the 
queen, named Ruyz de Alarcon. To say 
that he was a favorite page of the queen was 
at once to speak his eulogium, for every one 
in the suite of the stately Elizabetta was 
chosen for grace and beauty, and accom- 
plishments. He was just turned of eighteen, 
light and lithe of form, and graceful as a 
young Antinous. To the queen he was all 
deference and respect, yet he was at heart a 


roguish stripling, petted and spoiled by the 
ladies about the court, and experienced in the 
ways of women far beyond his years. 

This loitering page was one morning ramb- 
5 ling about the groves of the Generalife, which 
overlook the grounds of the Alhambra. He 
had taken with him for his amusement a 
favorite ger-falcon of the queen. In the 
course of his rambles, seeing a bird rising 
10 from a thicket, he unhooded the hawk and 
let him fly. The falcon towered high in the 
air, made a swoop at his quarry, but missing 
it, soared away, regardless of the calls of the 
page. The latter followed the truant bird 
15 with his eye, in its capricious flight, until he 
saw it alight upon the battlements of a remote 
and lonely tower, in the outer wall of the Al- 
hambra, built on the edge of a ravine that 
separated the royal fortress from the grounds 
20 of the Generalife. It was in fact the “Tower 
of the Princesses.” 

The page descended into the ravine and 
approached the tower, but it had no entrance 
from the glen, and its lofty height rendered 
25 any attempt to scale it fruitless. Seeking one 
of the gates of the fortress, therefore, he made 
a wide circuit to that side of the tower facing 
within the walls. 

A small garden, enclosed by a trelliswork 
30 of reeds overhung with myrtle, lay before the 
tower. Opening a wicket, the page passed 
between beds of flowers and thickets of roses 
to the door. It was closed and bolted. A 
crevice in the door gave him a peep into the 
35 interior. There was a small Moorish hall 
with fretted walls, light marble columns, and 
an alabaster fountain surrounded with flow- 
ers. In the centre hung a gilt cage contain- 
ing a singing-bird; beneath it, on a chair, lay 
40 a tortoise-shell cat among reels of silk and 
other articles of female labor, and a guitar 
decorated with ribbons leaned against the 
fountain. 

Ruyz de Alarcon was struck with these 
45 traces of female taste and elegance in a 
lonely, and, as he had supposed, deserted 
tower. They reminded him of the tales oi 
enchanted halls current in the Alhambra; 
and the tortoise-shell cat might be some spell- 
50 bound princess. 

He knocked gently at the door. A beauti- 
ful face peeped out from a little window 



WASHINGTON IRVING 


331 


above, but was instantly withdrawn. He 
waited, expecting that the door would be 
opened, but he waited in vain; no footstep 
was to be heard within — all was silent. 
Had his senses deceived him, or was this beau- 
tiful apparition the fairy of the tower? He 
knocked again, and more loudly. After a 
little while the beaming face once more 
peeped forth; it was that of a blooming dam- 
sel of fifteen. 

The page immediately doffed his plumed 
bonnet, and entreated in the most courteous 
accents to be permitted to ascend the tower 
in pursuit of his falcon. 

‘T dare not open the door, Sehor,*’ re- 
plied the little damsel, blushing, “my aunt 
has forbidden it.” 

“I do beseech you, fair maid — it is the 
favorite falcon of the queen: I dare not return 
to the palace without it.” 

“Are you then one of the cavaliers of the 
court?” 

“I am, fair maid; but I shall lose the 
queen’s favor and my place, if I lose this 
hawk.” 

“Santa Maria! It is against you cavaliers 
of the court my aunt has charged me espe- 
cially to bar the door.” 

“Against wicked cavaliers doubtless, but 
I am none of these, but a simple, harmless 
page, who will be ruined and undone if you 
deny me this small request.” 

The heart of the little damsel was touched 
by the distress of the page. It was a thousand 
pities he should be ruined for the want of so 
trifling a boon. Surely too he could not be 
one of those dangerous beings whom her aunt 
had described as a species of cannibal, ever 
on the prowl to make prey of thoughtless 
damsels; he was gentle and modest, and stood 
so entreatingly with cap in hand, and looked 
so charming. 

The sly page saw that the garrison began to 
waver, and redoubled his entreaties in such 
moving terms that it was not in the nature of 
mortal maiden to deny him; so the blushing 
little warden of the tower descended, and 
opened the door with a trembling hand, and 
if the page had been charmed by a mere 
glimpse of her countenance from the window, 
he was ravished by the full-length portrait 
now revealed to him. 


Her Andalusian bodice and trim basquina 
set off the round but delicate symmetry of her 
form, which was as yet scarce verging into 
womanhood. Her glossy hair was parted on 
her forehead with scrupulous exactness, and 
decorated with a fresh plucked rose, accord- 
ing to the universal custom of the country. 
It is true her complexion was tinged by the 
ardor of a southern sun, but it served to give 
richness to the mantling bloom of her cheek, 
and to heighten the lustre of her melting eyes. 

Ruyz de Alarcon beheld all this with a 
single glance, for it became him not to tarry; 
he merely murmured his acknowledgments, 
and then bounded lightly up the spiral stair- 
case in quest of his falcon. 

He soon returned with the truant bird 
upon his fist. The damsel, in the mean time, 
had seated herself by the fountain in the hall, 
and was winding silk; but in her agitation she 
let fall the reel upon the pavement. The 
page sprang and picked it up, then dropping 
gracefully on one knee, presented it to her; 
but, seizing the hand extended to receive it, 
imprinted on it a kiss more fervent and de- 
vout than he had ever imprinted on the fair 
hand of his sovereign. 

“Ave Maria, Schorl” exclaimed the dam- 
sel, blushing still deeper with confusion and 
surprise, for never before had she received 
such a salutation. 

The modest page made a thousand apolo- 
gies, assuring her it was the way at court of 
expressing the most profound homage and 
respect. 

Her anger, if anger she felt, was easily 
pacified, but her agitation and embarrass- 
ment continued, and she sat blushing deeper 
and deeper, with her eyes cast down upon her 
work, entangling the silk which she attempted 
to wind. 

The cunning page saw the confusion in the 
opposite camp, and would fain have profited 
by it, but the fine speeches he would have 
uttered died upon his lips; his attempts at 
gallantry were awkward and ineffectual; and 
to his surprise, the adroit page, who had fig- 
ured with such grace and effrontery among 
the most knowing and experienced ladies of 
the court, found himself awed and abashed in 
the presence of a simple damsel of fifteen. 

In fact, the artless maiden, in her own 
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modesty and innocence, had guardians more 
effectual than the bolts and bars prescribed 
by her vigilant aunt. Still, where is the 
female bosom proof against the first whisper- 
ings of love? The little damsel, with all her s 
artlessness, instinctively comprehended all 
that the faltering tongue of the page failed to 
express, and her heart was fluttered at be- 
holding, for the first time, a lover at her feet 
— and such a lover ! lo 

The diffidence of the page, though genuine, 
was short-lived, and he was recovering his 
usual ease and confidence, when a shrill voice 
was heard at a distance. 

“My aunt is returning from mass!” cried 15 
the damsel in affright: “I pray you, Senor, 
depart.” 

“Not until you grant me that rose from 
your hair as a remembrance.” 

She hastily untwisted the rose from her 20 
raven locks. “Take it,” cried she, agitated 
and blushing, “but pray begone.” 

The page took the rose, and at the same 
time covered with kisses the fair hand that 
gave it. Then, placing the flower in his bon- 25 
net, and taking the falcon upon his fist, he 
bounded off tl.rough the garden, bearing 
away with him the heart of the gentle Jacinta. 

When the vigilant aunt arrived at the 
tower, she remarked the agitation of her 30 
niece, and an air of confusion in the hall; but 
a word of explanation sufficed. “A ger-falcon 
had pursued his prey into the hall.” 

“Mercy on us! to think of a falcon flying 
into the tower. Did ever one hear of so saucy 35 
a hawk? Why, the very bird in the cage is 
not safe!” 

The vigilant Fredegonda was one of the 
most wary of ancient spinsters. She had a 
becoming terror and distrust of what she 40 
denominated “the opposite sex,” which had 
gradually increased through a long life of 
celibacy. Not that the good lady had ever 
suffered from their wiles, nature having set up 
a safeguard in her face that forbade all tres- 45 
pass upon her premises; but ladies who have 
least cause to fear for themselves are most 
ready to keep a watch over their more tempt- 
ing neighbors. 

The niece was the orphan of an officer who 50 
had fallen in the wars. She had been edu- 
cated in a convent, and had recendy been 


transferred from her sacred asylum to the 
immediate guardianship of her aunt, under 
whose overshadowing care she vegetated in 
obscurity, like an opening rose blooming be- 
neath a brier. Nor indeed is this comparison 
entirely accidental; for, to tell the truth, her 
fresh and dawning beauty had caught the 
public eye, even in her seclusion, and, with 
that poetical turn common to the people of 
Andalusia, the peasantry of the neighborhood 
had given her the appellation of “the Rose of 
the Alhambra.” 

The wary aunt continued to keep a faithful 
watch over her tempting little niece as long as 
the court continued at Gpanada, and flat- 
tered herself that her vigilance had been suc- 
cessful. It is true, the good lady was now and 
then discomposed by the tinkling of guitars 
and chanting of love-ditties from the moonlit 
groves beneath the tower; but she would ex- 
hort her niece to shut her ears against such 
idle minstrelsy, assuring her that it was one of 
the arts of the opposite sex, by which simple 
maids were often lured to their undoing. 
Alas! what chance with a simple maid has a 
dry lecture against a moonlight serenade? 

At length king Philip cut short his sojourn 
at Granada, and suddenly departed with all 
his train. The vigilant Fredegonda watched 
the royal pageant as it issued forth from the 
Gate of Justice, and descended the great 
avenue leading to the city. When the last 
banner disappeared from her sight, she re- 
turned exulting to her tower, for all her cares 
were over. To her surprise, a light Arabian 
steed pawed the ground at the wicket-gate of 
the garden; — to her horror she saw through 
the thickets of roses a youth in gayly-em- 
broidered dress, at the feet of her niece. At 
the sound of her footsteps he gave a tender 
adieu, bounded lightly over the barrier of 
reeds and myrtles, sprang upon his horse, and 
was out of sight in an instant. 

The tender Jacinta, in the agony of her 
grief, lost all thought of her aunt’s displeasure. 
Throwing herself into her arms, she broke 
forth into sobs and tears. 

“Ay de mi!” cried she; “he’s gone! — he’s 
gone ! — he’s gone ! and I shall never see him 
more !” 

*‘Gk)ne ! — who is gone? — what youth is 
that I saw at your feet?” 
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“A queen’s page, aunt, who came to bid were dimmed with secret weeping. If any 
me farewell.” solitude could be devised to foster the passion 

“A queen’s page, child !” echoed the vigi- of a love-lorn damsel, it would be such a place 
lant Fredegonda, faintly; “and when did you as the Alhambra, where everything seems 
become acquainted with the queen’s page?” 5 disposed to produce tender and romantic 
‘‘The morning that the ger-falcon came reveries. It is a very paradise for lovers: how 
into the tower. It was the queen’s ger-falcon, hard then to be alone in such a paradise — 
and he came in pursuit of it.” and not merely alone, but forsaken! 

“Ah silly, silly girl ! know that there are no “Alas, silly child!” would the staid and 
ger-falcons half so dangerous as these young 10 immaculate Fredegonda say, when she found 
prankling pages, and it is precisely such sim- her niece in one of her desponding moods — 
pie birds as thee that they pounce upon.” “did I not warn thee against the wiles and 

The aunt was at first indignant at learning deceptions of these men? What couldst thou 

that in despite of her boasted vigilance, a expect, too, from one of a haughty and aspir- 

tender intercourse had been carried on by the 15 ing family — thou an orphan, the descendant 
youthful lovers, almost beneath her eye; but of a fallen and impoverished line? Be assured, 

when she found that her simple-hearted niece, if the youth were true, his father, who is one 

though thus exposed, without the protection of the proudest nobles about the court, would 
of bolt or bar, to all the machinations of the prohibit his union with one so humble and 
opposite sex, had come forth unsinged from 20 portionless as thou. Pluck up thy resolution, 
the fiery ordeal, she consoled herself with the therefore, and drive these idle notions from 
persuasion that it was owing to the chaste and thy mind.” 

cautious maxims in which she had, as it were. The words of the immaculate Fredegonda 
steeped her to the very lips. only served to increase the melancholy of her 

While the aunt laid this soothing unction to 25 niece, but she sought to indulge it in private, 
her pride, the niece treasured up the oft- At a late hour one midsummer night, after her 
repeated vows of fidelity of the page. But aunt had retired to rest, she remained alone 
what is the love of restless, roving man? A in the hall of the tower, seated beside the ala- 

vagrant stream that dallies for a time with baster fountain. It was here that the faithless 

each flower upon its bank, then passes on, 30 page had first knelt and kissed her hand; it 
and leaves them all in tears. was here that he had often vowed eternaJ 

Days, weeks, months elapsed, and nothing fidelity. The poor little damsel’s heart was 
more was heard of the page. The pome- overladen with sad and tender recollections, 

granate ripened, the vine yielded up its fruit, her tears began to flow, and slowly fell drop 

the autumnal rains descended in torrents 35 by drop into the fountain. By degrees the 
from the mountains; the Sierra Nevada be- crystal water became agitated, and — bubble 
came covered with a snowy mantle, and win- — bubble — bubble — boiled up and was 

try blasts howled through the halls of the tossed about, until a female figure, richly clad 

Alhambra — still he came not. The winter in Moorish robes, slowly rose to view, 
passed away. Again the genial spring burst 40 Jacinta was so frightened that she fled from 
forth with song and blossom and balmy the hall, and did not venture to return. The 
zephyr; the snows melted from the moun- next morning she related what she had seen 

tains, until none remained but on the lofty to her aunt, but the good lady treated it as a 

summit of Nevada, glistening through the fantasy of her troubled mind, or supposed she 
sultry summer air. Still nothing was heard of 45 had fallen asleep and dreamt beside he foun- 
the forgetful page. tain. “Thou hast been thinking of the story 

In the meam time, the poor little Jacinta of the three Moorish princesses that once in- 

grew pale and thoughtful. Her former occu- habited this tower,” continued she, “and it 

pations and amusements were abandoned, has entered into thy dreams.” 

her silk lay entangled, her guitar unstrung, 50 “What story, aunt? I know nothing of it.” 
her flowers were neglected, the notes of her “Thou hast certainly heard of the three 

bird unheeded, and her eyes, once so bright, princesses, Zayda, Zorayda, and Zorahayda, 
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who were confined in this tower by the king 
their father, and agreed to fly with three 
Christian cavaliers. The two first accom- 
plished their escape, but the third failed in 
her resolution, and, it is said, died in this 5 
tower.” 

‘T now recollect to have heard of it,” said 
Jacinta, “and to have wept over the fate of 
the gentle Zorahayda.” 

“Thou mayest well weep over her fate,” 10 
continued the aunt, “for the lover of Zora- 
hayda was thy ancestor. He long bemoaned 
his Moorish love; but time cured him of his 
grief, and he married a Spanish lady, from 
whom thou art descended.” 15 

Jacinta ruminated upon these words. 
“That what 1 have seen is no fantasy of the 
brain,” said she to herself, “I am confident. 

If indeed it be the spirit of the gentle Zora- 
hayda, which I have heard lingers about this 20 
tower, of what should I be afraid? PH v/atch 
by the fountain to-night — perhaps the visit 
will be repeated.” 

Towards midnight, when everything was 
quiet, she again took her seat in the hall. As 25 
the bell in the distant watch-tower of the 
Alhambra struck the midnight hour, the foun- 
tain was again agitated; and bubble — bub- 
ble — bubble — it tossed about the waters 
until the Moorish female again rose to view. 30 
She was young and beautiful; her dress was 
rich with jewels, and in her hand she held a 
silver lute. Jacinta trembled and was faint, 
but was reassured by the soft and plaintive 
voice of the apparition, and the sweet expres- 35 
sion of her pale, melancholy countenance. 

“Daughter of mortality,” said she, “what 
aileth thee? Why do thy tears trouble my 
fountain, and thy sighs and plaints disturb 
the quiet watches of the night?” 40 

“I weep because of the faithlessness of man, 
and I bemoan my solitary and forsaken 
state.” 

“Take comfort; thy sorrows may yet have 
an end. Thou beholdest a Moorish princess, 45 
who, like thee, was unhappy in her love. A 
Christian knight, thy ancestor, won my heart, 
and would have borne me to his native land 
and to the bosom of his church. I was a con- 
vert in my heart, but I lacked courage equal 50 
to my faith, and lingered till too late. For 
this the evil genii are permitted to have power 


over me, and I remain enchanted in this tower 
until some pure Christian will deign to break 
the magic speU. Wilt thou undertake the 
task?” 

“I will,” replied the damsel, trembling. 

“Come hither then, and fear not; dip thy 
hand in the fountain, sprinkle the water c\’er 
me, and baptize me after the manner of thy 
faith; so shall the enchantment be dispelled, 
and my troubled spirit have repose.” 

The damsel advanced with faltering steps, 
dipped her hand in the fountain, collected 
water in the palm, and sprinkled it over the 
pale face of the phantom. 

The latter smiled with ineffable benignity. 
She dropped her silver lute at the feet of Ja- 
cinta, crossed her white arms upon her bosom, 
and melted from sight, so that it seemed 
merely as if a shower of dew-drops had fallen 
into the fountain. 

Jacinta retired from the hall filled with awe 
and wonder. She scarcely closed her eyes 
that night; but when she awoke at daybreak 
out of a troubled slumber, the whole appeared 
to her like a distempered dream. On de- 
scending into the hall, however, the truth of 
the vision was established, for beside the foun- 
tain she beheld the silver lute glittering in the 
morning sunshine. 

She hastened to her aunt, to relate all that 
had befallen her, and called her to behold the 
lute as a testimonial of the reality of her story. 
If the good lady had any lingering doubts, 
they were removed when Jacinta touched the 
instrument, for she drew forth such ravishing 
tones as to thaw even the frigid bosom of the 
immaculate Fredegonda, that region of eter- 
nal winter, into a genial flow. Nothing but 
supernatural melody could have produced 
such an effect. 

The extraordinary power of the lute be- 
came every day more and more apparent. 
The wayfarer passing by the tower was de- 
tained, and, as it were, spell-bound, in breath- 
less ecstasy. The very birds gathered in the 
neighboring trees, and hushing their own 
strains, listened in charmed silence. 

Rumor soon spread the news abroad. The 
inhabitants of Granada thronged to the Al- 
hambra to catch a few notes of the transcend- 
ent music that floated about the tower of Las 
Infantas. 
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The lovely little minstrel was at length funeral ceremonies performed over him, and, 

drawn forth from her retreat. The rich and to their inexpressible perplexity, began to 

powerful of the land contended who should grow impatient, and to revile bitterly at them 

entertain and do honor to her; or rather, who for negligence and disrespect, in leaving him 

snould secure the charms of her lute to draw s unburied. What was to be done? To dis- 
fashionable throngs to their saloons. Wher- obey the king’s positive commands was mon- 

ever she went her vigilant aunt kept a dragon strous in the eyes of the obsequious courtiers 

watch at her elbow, awing the throngs of im- of a punctilious court — but to obey him, and 

passioned admirers who hung in raptures on bury him alive would be downright regicide 1 

her strains. The report of her wonderful lo In the midst of this fearful dilemma a 
powers spread from city to city. Malaga, rumor reached the court, of the female min- 
Seville, Cordova, all became successively mad strel who was turning the brains of all Anda- 
on the theme; nothing was talked of through- lusia. The queen dispatched missions in all 
out Andalusia but the beautiful minstrel of haste to summon her to St. Ildefonso, where 
the Alhambra. How could it be otherwise 15 the court at that time resided, 
among a people so musical and gallant as the Within a few days, as the queen with her 

Andalusians, when the lute was magical in its maids of honor was walking in those stately 

powers, and the minstrel inspired by love ! gardens, intended, with their avenues and 

While all Andalusia was thus music mad, a terraces and fountains, to eclipse the glories 

different mood prevailed at the court of 20 of Versailles, the far-famed minstrel was con- 
Spain. Philip V., as is well known, was a ducted into her presence. The imperial 

miserable hypochondriac, and subject to all Elizabetta gazed with surprise at the youthful 

kinds of fancies. Sometimes he would keep and unpretending appearance of the little 

to his bed for weeks together, groaning under being that had set the world madding. She 

imaginary complaints. At other times he 25 was in her picturesque Andalusian dress, her 
would insist upon abdicating his throne, to silver lute in hand, and stood with modest 

the great annoyance of his royal spouse, who and downcast eyes, but with a simplicity and 

had a strong relish for the splendors of a court freshness of beauty that still bespoke her “the 

and the glories of a crown, and guided the Rose of the Alhambra.” 
sceptre of her imbecile lord with an expert 30 As usual she was accompanied by the ever- 
and steady hand. vigilant Fredegonda, who gave the whole his- 

Nothing was found to be so efficacious in tory of her parentage and descent to the in- 
dispelling the royal megrims as the power of quiring queen. If the stately Elizabetta liad 

music; the queen took care, therefore, to have been interested by the appearance of Jacinta, 

the best performers, both vocal and instru- 35 she was still more pleased when she learnt 
mental, at hand, and retained the famous that she was of a meritorious though impover- 
Italian singer Farinelli about the court as a ished line, and that her father had bravely 

kind of royal physician. fallen in the service of the crown. “If thy 

At the moment we treat of, however, a powers equal their renown,” said she, “and 
freak had come over the mind of this sapient 40 thou canst cast forth this evil spirit that pos- 
and illustrious Bourbon that surpassed all sesses thy sovereign, thy fortunes shall hence- 
former vagaries. After a long spell of imagin- forth be my care, and honors and wealth at- 
ary illness, which set all the strains of Fari- tend thee.” 

nelli and the consultations of a whole orches- Impatient to make trial of her skill, she led 
tra of court-fiddlers at defiance, the monarch 45 the way at once to the apartme.it of the 
fairly, in idea, gave up the ghost, and con- moody monarch. 

sidered himself absolutely dead. Jacinta followed with downcast eyes 

This would have been harmless enough, through files of guards and crowds of cour- 

and even convenient both to his queen and tiers. They arrived at length at a great cham- 

courtiers, had he been content to remain in 50 ber hung with black. The windows were 
the quietude befitting a dead man; but to closed to exclude the light of day: a number 

their annoyance he insisted upon having the of yellow wax tapers in silver sconces diffused 
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a lugubrious light, and dimly revealed the 
figures of mutes in mourning dresses, and 
courtiers who glided about with noiseless step 
and woebegone visage. In the midst of a 
funeral bed or bier, his hands folded on his 
breast, and the tip of his nose just visible, lay 
extended this would-be-buried monarch. 

The queen entered the chamber in silence, 
and pointing to a footstool in an obscure 
corner, beckoned to Jacinta to sit down and 
commence. 

At first she touched her lute with a faltering 
hand, but gathering confidence and anima- 
tion as she proceeded, drew forth such soft 
aerial harmony, that all present could scarce 
believe it mortal. As to the monarch, who 
had already considered himself in the world 
of spirits, he set it down for some angelic 
melody or the music of the spheres. By de- 
grees the theme was varied, and the voice of 
the minstrel accompanied the instrument. 
She poured forth one of the legendary ballads 
treating of the ancient glories of the Alham- 
bra and the achievements of the Moors. Her 
whole soul entered into the theme, for with 
the recollections of the Alhambra was asso- 
ciated the story of her love. The funeral 
chamber resounded with the animating strain. 
It entered into the gloomy heart of the mon- 
arch. He raised his head and gazed around: 
he sat up on his couch, his eye began to kindle 
— at length, leaping upon the floor, he called 
for sword and buckler. 

The triumph of music, or rather of the en- 
chanted lute, was complete; the demon of 
melancholy was cast forth; and, as it were, a 
dead man brought to life. The windows of 
the apartment were thrown open; the glorious 
effulgence of Spanish sunshine burst into the 
late lugubrious chamber; all eyes sought the 
lovely enchantress, but the lute had fallen 
from her hand, she had sunk upon the earth. 


and the next moment was clasped to the bo- 
som of Ruyz de Alarcon. 

The nuptials of the happy couple were 
celebrated soon afterwards with great splen- 
dor, and the Rose of the Alhambra became 
the ornament and delight of the court. “But 
hold — not so fast” — I hear the reader ex- 
claim, “this is jumping to the end of a story at 
a furious rate! First let us know how Ruyz 
de Alarcon managed to account to Jacinta for 
his long neglect?” Nothing more easy; the 
venerable, time-honored excuse, the opposi- 
tion to his wishes by a proud, pragmatical old 
father: besides, young people who really like 
one another soon come to an amicable under- 
standing, and bury all past grievances when 
once they meet. 

But how was the proud, pragmatical old 
father reconciled to the match? 

Oh! as to that, his scruples were easily 
overcome by a word or two from the queen; 
especially as dignities and rewards were 
showered upon the blooming favorite of roy- 
alty. Besides, the lute of Jacinta, you know, 
possessed a magic power, and could control 
the most stubborn head and hardest breast. 

And what came of the enchanted lute? 

O that is the most curious matter of all, and 
plainly proves the truth of the whole story. 
That lute remained for some time in the fam- 
ily, but was purloined and carried off, as was 
supposed, by the great singer Farinelli, in 
pure jealousy. At his death it passed into 
other hands in Italy, who were ignorant of its 
mystic powers, and melting down the silver, 
transferred the strings to an old Cremona 
fiddle. The strings still retain something of 
their magic virtues. A word in the reader’s 
ear, but let it go no further — that fiddle is 
now bewitching the whole world, — it is the 
fiddle of Paganini ! 


James Fenimore Cooper (1789-1851) 


Born at Burlington, New Jersey, in 1789, brought up in a pioneer settlement on 
Otsego Lake, New York, dismissed from Yzde and sent to sea. Cooper wrote his first 
novel in 1820 to prove to his wife that he could produce a better book than the 
English work she was reading. He was dissatisfied with the effort. “Ashamed to 
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have fallen into the track of imitation,” he later explained, “I endeavoured to repay 
the wrong done to my own views, by producing a work that should be purely Amer- 
ican, and of which love of country should be the theme.” The first tangible expres- 
sion of this purpose was The Spy (1821) with which, says Carl Van Doren, “American 
fiction may be said to have come of age.” 

The scene of this novel was Cooper’s own New York, whose mountains, lakes, and 
wilderness trails he had well learned in his boyhood. Those boyhood experiences 
also furnished him the setting for his most famous series of novels, the Leather- 
Stocking tales; The Pioneers (1823), The Last of the Mohicans (1826), The Prairie (1827), 
The Pathfinder (1840), and The Deer slayer (1841). As the great character of The Spy 
was a patriotic peddler, unhandsome in outward appearance but heroic of soul, so the 
central character of the Leather-Stocking tales was one Natty Bumppo, a noble 
scout, who “stands as a protest, on behalf of simplicity and perfect freedom, against 
encroaching law and order.” As civilization advances, Natty carries his virtues into 
the deeper forest, but at last is sought down and is compelled to yield the battle. 
New York, with its forest trails and wilderness legends, thus furnished Cooper with 
two great characters. His experiences before the mast furnished him with another. 
Long Tom Coffin. Long Tom is the chief character creation of The Pilot (1824), a 
story of the sea which has for its hero John Paul Jones. 

In his later years Cooper wrote novels of social criticism, such as (1845), 

The Chainbearer (1846), and The Redskins (1846), fusing his fictional creation with an 
interest he had long had in social problems. This interest he had expressed repeat- 
edly in Such non-fictional publications as Notions of the Americans (1828), A Letter to 
His Countrymen (1834), Gleanings in Europe (1837, 1838), and The American Democrat 
(1838), from which selections are given in the text below to represent a side of Cooper 
not revealed in the Leather-Stocking Tales. 

A good edition of The Works of James Fenimore Cooper, in 33 vols., was published in 
1895-1900. R. E. Spiller ably edited a volume of selections in the AWS, 1936. 
The best biographies are by T. R. Lounsbury, 1883, H. W. Boynton, 1931, and R. E. 
Spiller, 1931. 

Critical studies include Mark Twain’s celebrated essay on “Fenimore Cooper’s 
Literary Offences” in How to Tell a Story, and Other Essays, 1897, the essay on Cooper 
in W. C. Brownell’s American Prose Masters, 1909, and the treatment of his political 
and social thought in V. L. Farrington’s The Romantic Revolution in America, pp. 222- 
237. 


From Notions of the Americans 

(1828) 

[American Literature] 

The Americans have been placed, as re- 
spects moral and intellectual advancement, 
different from all other infant nations. They 
have never been without the wants of civiliza- 
tion, nor have they ever been entirely without 
the means of a supply. Thus pictures, and 
books, and statuary, and every thing else 


which appertains to elegant life, have always 
been known to them in an abundance, and of 
a quality exactly proportioned to their cost. 
Books, being the cheapest, and e nation 
5 having great leisure and prodigious zest for 
information, are not only the most common, 
as you will readily suppose, but they are 
probably more common than among any 
other people. I scarcely remember ever to 
lo have entered an American dwelling, however 
humble, without finding fewer or more books. 
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As they form the most essential division of the 
subject, not only on account of their greater 
frequency, but on account of their far greater 
importance, I shall give them the first notice 
in this letter. 5 

Unlike tiic progress of the two professions 
in the countries of our hemisphere, in Amer- 
ica the printer came into existence before the 
author. Rejirints of English works gave the 
first employment to the press. Then came lo 
almanacs, psalm-books, religious tracts, ser- 
mons, journals, political essays, and even rude 
attempts at poetry. All these preceded the 
revolution. The first journal was established 
in Boston at the commencement of the last 15 
century. There are several (jriginal polemical 
works of great originality and power that be- 
long to the same praiod. I do not know that 
more learning and talents existed at that early 
day in the States of New-England than in 20 
Virginia, Maryland and the Carolinas, but 
there was (crtainly a stronger desire to ex- 
hibit them.* * * 

As respects aulhoi’ship there is not much lo 
be said. Clomi rated to the books that are 25 
printed and read, those of nati\e origin are 
few indeed, 'i he priru ipal reason of this pov- 
erty of origin. il wi iters, is owing to the circum- 
stance tluit men .ire not \et driven to their 
wits for 1)1 e. id. The Unitixl Slates arc the 30 
first nation th.at possessed institutions, and, of 
coursi*, distinctive ojrinions of its own, th.it 
w.is e\cr di'irendcnt on a loreign people for 
its literature. Spe. iking the same language as 
the Ihiglish, and long in the habit of import- 35 
ing their books Iroin the mother country, the 
revolution el let ted ud iminedi.ite ( hange in 
the nature of their studies, or mental amuse- 
ments. J'he woi ks ivere refit irited, it is true, 
for the f)urfK)ses of eeonomv, but thev still 
eontiniK'd I'aigli.sli. Had the latter nation 
used this pouerful engine v\ith tolerable ad- 
dress, I tliink thev would have secured such 
an ally in this country as would have rendered 
their own decline not onh more secure, but as 
illustrious as had In'en tlieir rise. There are 
many theories entertained as to the cfTcct pro- 
duced in this country by the falsehoods and 
jealous calumnies which have been undenia- 
bly uttered in the mother country', by means 
of the press, concerning her republican de- 
scendant. It is mv own opinion that, like all 


other ridiculous absurdities, they have de- 
feated themselves, and that they are now' 
more laughed at and derided, even here, than 
resented. By all that I can learn, twenty 
years ago, the Americans were, perhaps, far 
too much disposed to receive the opinions and 
to adopt the prejudices of their relatives; 
whereas, I think it is very apparent that they 
are now beginning to receive them with singu- 
lar distrust. It is not worth our W'hile to enter 
further into this subject, except as it has had, 
or is likely to have, an influence on the na- 
tional literature. 

It is quite obvious, that, so far as taste and 
forms alone are concerned, the literature of 
England and that of America must be fash- 
ioned after the same models. The authors, 
previously to the revolution, are common 
property', and it is quite idle to say that the 
American has not just as good a right to claim 
Milton, and Shakespeare, and all the old mas- 
ters of the language, for his countrymen, as an 
Englishman. The Americans having con- 
tinued to cultivate, and to cultiv'ate exten- 
sively, an acquaintance with the w'riters of the 
mother country, since the separation, it is 
evident they must have kept pace W'ith the 
trifling changes of the day. The only peculi- 
ai ity that can, or ought to be expected in their 
liieralure, is that which is connected with the 
promulgation of their distinctive political 
oj)inions. They have not been remiss in this 
duty, as any one may see, who chooses 10 
examine their hooks * * * 

literature of the United States has, 
indeed, two powerful obstacles to conquer 
before (to use a mercantile expression) it can 
ever enter the markets of its own country on 
terms of perfect equality with that of England. 
Solitary and individual works of genius may, 
indeed, be occasionaflv brought to light, 
under the impulses of the high feeling which 
has conceived them; but, I fear, a good, 
wholesome, profitable and continued pecu- 
; niary support, is the applause that talent most 
craves. The fact, that an American publisher 
can get an English work w'ithout money, 
must for a few years longer, (unless legislative 
protection shall be extended to their own 
a authors,) have a tendency to repress a na- 
tional literature. No man will pay a WTiter 
for an epic, a tragedy, a sonnet, a history, or a 
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romance, when he can get a work of equal American bookseller; but it is precisely for the 

merit for nothing. I have conversed with reason I have named. 

those who are conversant on the subject, and, The second obstacle against which Ameri- 

I confess, I have been astonished at the m- can literature has to contend, is in the pov- 

formation they imparted. 5 erty of materials. There is scarcely an ore 

A capital American publisher has assured which contributes to the wealth of the author, 

me that there are not a dozen writers in this that is found, here, in veins as rich as in Eur- 

country, whose \vorks he should feel confi- ope. There are no annals for the historian; 

dence in publishing at all, while he reprints no follies (beyond the most vulgar and corn- 
hundreds of English books wdthout the least lo monplace) for the satirist; no manners for the 
hesitation. This preference is by no means so dramatist; no obscure fictions for the writer of 
much owing to any difference in merit, as to romance; no gross and hardy offences against 
the fact that, when the price of the original decorum for the moralist; nor any of the rich 
author is to be added to the uniform hazard artificial auxiliaries of poetry. The weakest 

which accompanies all literary speculations, 15 hand can extract a spark from the flint, but it 
the risk becomes too great. The general would baffie the strength of a giant to attempt 

taste of the reading w^orld in this country is kindling a flame with a pudding-stone. I 

better than that of England. The fact is both very well know there are theorists who assume 

proved and explained by the circumstances Uiat the society and institutions of this coun- 
that thousands of works that are printed and 20 try are, or ought to be, particularly favoura- 
read in the mother country, are not printed ble to novelties and variety. But the experi- 
and read here. The publisher on this side of cnce of one month, in these Slates, is sufli- 

the Atlantic has the advantage of seeing the cient to show any observant man the falsity of 

revdews of every book he wishes to reprint, their position. The effect of a promiscuous 

and, w'hat is of far more importance, he 25 asscmldage any where, is to create a standard 
knows, with the exception of books that he is of deportment; and great liberty permits 
sure of selling, by means of a name, the dcci- every one to aim at its attainment. I have 
sion of the English critics before he makes his never seen a nation so much alike in my life, 
choice. Nine times in ten, popularity, which as the people of the United States, and what 
is all he looks for, is a sufficient test of general 30 is more, they arc not only like each other, but 
merit. Thus, w'hile you find every English they are remarkably like that which common 
work of character, or notoriety, on the sense tells them they ought to resemble. No 

shelves of an American book-store, you may doubt, traits of character that are a little 

ask in vain for most of the trash that is so peculiar, without, however, being either very 
greedily devoured in the circulating libraries 35 pocticed, or very rich, are to be found in re- 
of the mother country, and which would be mote districts; but they are rare, and not al- 

just as eagerly devoured here, had not a better ways happy exceptions. In short, it is not 

taste been treated by a compelled abstinence. possible to conceive a state of society in which 

That taste must now be overcome before such more of the attributes of plain good sense, or 

works could be sold at all. 40 fewer of the artificial absurdities of life, are to 

When I say that books are not rejected be found, than here. There is no costume for 
here, from any want of talent in the writers, the peasant, (there is scarcely a peasant at 
perhaps I ought to explain. I wish to express all), no wig for the judge, no baton for the 
something a little different. Talent is sure of general, no diadem for the chief magistrate, 
too many avenues to wealth and honours, in 45 The darkest ages of their history arc illumi^ 
America, to seek, unnecessarily, an unknown nated by the light of truth; the utmost efforU 
and hazardous path. It is better paid in the of their chivalry are limited by the laws of 
ordinary pursuits of life, than it would be God; and even the deeds of their sages and 
likely to be paid by an adventure in which an heroes are to be sung in a language that 
extraordinary and skilful, because practised, 50 would differ but little from a version of the 
foreign competition is certain. Perhaps high ten commandments. However useful and 
talent does not often make the trial with the respectable all this may be in actual life, it 
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indicates but one direction to the man of 
genius. 


From England 
(1837) 

[The Americans and the English] 

Beginning in 1826 Cooper was in Europe seven 
years, of which the chief literary product was six 
novels and a series of books on Switzerland, France, 
England, and Italy. England was probably written 
in 1828, but was not published till 1837, when it 
appeared in America, England, France, and Ger- 
many, the American edition bearing the title 
Gleanings in Europe. England. Cooper’s comments, 
represented by the following selection, stirred up 
feeling against him both in England and in the 
United Slates. 

He attacked Americans largely because of their 
slavish dependence on English opinion. In 
the same year in which Emerson pronounced his 
intellectual Declaration of Independence, Cooper 
called for a “mental emancipation” to tcilly the 
“declaration of political independence” (Preface 
to the first edition of Gleanings in Europe. England). 

It would be an occupation of interest to 
note the changes, moral and physical, that 
time, climate, and different institutions have 
produced between the people of England, 
and those of America. 

Physically, I do not think the change as 
great as is usually imagined. Dress makes a 
sensible difference in appearance, and I find 
that the Americans, who have been under the 
hands of the English tailors, are not easily 
distinguished from the English themselves. 
The principal points of distinction strike me 
to be these. Wc are taller, and less fleshy; 
more disposed to stoop; have more prominent 
features, and faces less full; are less ruddy, 
and more tanned; have much smaller hands 
and feet, anti-democratical as it may be; and 
are more slouching in gait. The exceptions, 
of course, are numerous; but I think these 
distinctions may be deemed national. The 
American, who has become Europeanized 
by dress, however, is so very different a 
looking animal from what he is at honae, that 
too much stress is not to be laid on them. 
Then the great extent of the United States is 
creating certain physical differences in our 
own population, that render all such com- 
parisons liable to many qualifications. 

As to stature and physical force, I see no 


reason to think that the animal has deteri- 
orated in America. As between England 
and the Old Atlantic states, the difference is 
not striking, after one allows for the disparity 
5 in numbers, and the density of the population 
here, the eye always seeking exceptions; but I 
incline to believe that the south-west will 
turn the scale to our side. I believe it to be 
a fact, that the aborigines of that portion of 
lo the Union were larger than those of our 
section of the country. 

There are obvious physical differences 
among the English themselves. One countv 
is said to have an undue proportion of red 
15 heads, another to have men taller than the 
common, this again men that are shorter, and 
all to show traces of their remote origins. It is 
probable that some of these peculiarities have 
descended to ourselves, though they have 
20 become blended by the unusual admixture 
of the population. 

Morally, we live under the influence of 
systems so completely the converse of each 
other, that it is matter of surprise so many 
25 points of resemblance still remain. The 
immediate tendency of the English system 
is, to create an extreme deference in all the 
subordinate classes for their superiors; while 
that of the American is to run into the op- 
30 posite feeling. The effects of both these 
tendencies are certainly observable; though 
relatively, that of our own much less, I think, 
than that of England. It gives good models 
a rather better chance here, than they have 
35 with us. 

In England, the disaffected to the govern- 
ment are among precisely those who most 
sustain government in America; and the dis- 
affected in America, (if so strong a word can 
40 properly be used, as applied to natmes,) are 
of a class whose interests it is to sustain govern- 
ment in England. These facts give very dif- 
ferent aspects to the general features of so- 
ciety. Walking in Regent-street lately, I 
45 witnessed an attempt of the police to compel 
some hackney coachmen to quit their boxes, 
and go with them before the magistrate. A 
crowd of a thousand people collected im- 
mediately, and its feeling was decidedly 
50 against the ministers of the law; so much so, 
indeed, as to render it doubtful whether the 
coachmen, whose conduct had been flagrantly 
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criminal, would not be rescued. Now, in 
America, I think the feeling of such a crowd, 
would have been just the other way. It 
would have taken an interest in supporting 
the authorities of the country, instead of an 
interest in opposing them. This was not the 
case of a mob, you will remember, in which 
passion puts down reason; but an ordinary 
occurrence of the exercise of the power of 
the police. Instances of this nature might be 
multiplied, to show that the mass of the two 
people act under the influence of feelings 
diametrically opposed to each other. 

On the other hand, Englishmen of the 
higher classes are, with very few exceptions, 
and these exceptions are usually instances of 
mere party opposition, attached to their 
system, sensitive of the subject of its merits or 
defects, and ever ready to defend it when as- 
sailed. The American of the same class is 
accustomed to sneer at democracy, to cavil 
at its fruits, and to colour and exaggerate its 
faults. Though this latter disposition may be, 
to a degree, accounted for by the facts, that 
all merit is comparative, and most of our 
people have not had the opportunities to 
compare; and that it is natural to resist most 
that which most annoys, although the sub- 
stitution of any other for the actual system 
would produce even greater discontent; still, 
I think, the general tendency of aristocratic2il 
institutions on the one hand, and of demo- 
cratical on the other, is to produce this broad 
difference in feeling, as between classes. 

Both the Americans and the English are 
charged with being offensively boastful and 
arrogant as nations, and too much disposed 
to compare themselves advantageously with 
their neighbours. I have visited no country 
in which a similar disposition does not exist, 
and as communities are merely aggregations 
of men, I fancy that the disposition of a people 
to take this view of their own merits, is no 
more than carrying out the well known 
principle of individu2il vanity. The English 
and ourselves, however, well may, and prob- 
ably do, differ from other nations in one 
circumstzince connected with such a failing. 
The mass in both nations are better in- 
structed, and are of more account than the 
mass in other countries, and their sentiments 
form more of a public opinion than else- 


where. When the bulk of a people are in a 
condition to make themselves heard, one is 
not to expect much refinement or delicacy, 
in the sentiments they utter. The English 
5 do not strike me as being a vainer nation 
than the French, although, in the way of 
ordinary intercourse, I believe that both 
tliey and we are more boastful. 

The English are to be particularly dis« 
10 tinguished from the Americans in the cir- 
cumstance of their being a proud people. 
This is a useful and even an ennobling qual- 
ity, when it is sustained by facts, though apt 
to render a people both uncomfortable and 
15 unpleasant, when the glory on which they 
pique themselves is passed away. We are 
almost entirely wanting in national pride, 
though abundantly supplied with an irritable 
vanity that might rise to pride, had we 
20 greater confidence in our facts. Most intel- 
ligent Englishmen are ready enough to ad- 
mit the obvious faults of their climate, and 
even of their social condition; but it is an 
uncommon American that will concede any- 
25 thing material on such points, unless it can 
be made to bear on democracy. We have the 
sensitiveness of provincials, increased by the 
consciousness of having our spurs to earn, on 
all matters of glory and renown, and our 
30 jealousy extends even to the reputations of 
the cats and dogs. It is but an indifferent 
compliment to human nature to add, that 
the man who will join complacently, and I 
may say ignorantly, in the abuse of foreigners 
35 against the institutions of the country, and 
even against its people, always reserving a 
saving clause in favour of his own particular 
class, will take fire if an innuendo is hazarded 
against its beef, or a suggestion made that the 
40 four thousand feet of the Round Peak are not 
equal to the thirteen thousand feet of the 
Jung Frau. The English are tolerably free 
from this weadeness, and travelling is daily 
increasing this species of liberality, at least. 
45 I presume that the insular situation of Eng- 
land, and our own distance from Europe, arc 
equally the causes of these traits; though there 
may be said to be a “property qualification” 
in the very nature of man, that disposes him 
so to view his own things with complacency, and 
those of his neighbours with disgust. Bishop 
Heber, in one of his letters to Lord Gren- 
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villc, in speaking of the highest peaks of the 
Himalayas, throws into a parenthesis, “which 
I feel some exultation in saying, is completely 
within the limits of the British empire;” a 
sort of sentiment, of which, I dare say, 5 
neither St. Chrysostom nor Polycarp was 
entirely free. 

On the subject of sensibility to comments 
on their national habits and national char- 
acters, neither France nor England is by any 10 
means as philosophical or indifferent as one 
might suppose. As a rule, I believe all men 
are more easily enraged when their real 
faults are censured, than when their virtues 
are called in question; and if the defect hap- 15 
pen to be unavoidable, or one for which they 
are not fairly responsible, the resentment is 
two-fold that which would attend a com- 
ment on a vice. The only difference I can 
discover between the English and ourselves in 20 
this particular, is easily to be traced to our 
greater provincialism, youth, and the con- 
sciousness that we are obliged to anticipate 
some of our renown. I should say that the 
English are thin-skinned^ and the Americans 25 
raw. Both resent fair, frank, and manly 
comments with the same bad taste, resorting 
to calumny, blackguardism, and abuse, when 
wit and pleasantry would prove both more 
effective and wiser, and, perhaps, reforma- 30 
tion wisest of all. I can only account for 
this peculiarity, by supposing that the insti- 
tutions and political facts of the two coun- 
tries have rendered vulgar-minded men of 
more account than is usually the case; and 35 
that their influence hcis created a species of 
public opinion which is less under the cor- 
rection of taste, principles, and manners, 
than is the case in nations where the mass is 
more depressed. Of the fact itself, there can 40 
be no question. 

In order to appreciate the effect of re- 
finement on this nation, it will be necessary 
to recur to some of its statistical facts. Eng- 
land, including Wales, contains rather less 45 
than fifty-eight thousand square miles of 
territory; the state of New Yorkj about forty- 
three thousand. On the former surface, 
there is a population of something like fifteen 
millions; on the latter, a population of less 5a 
than two. One gives a proportion of about 
two hundred and sixty to the square mile. 


and the other a proportion of less than fifty. 
These premises, alone would show us the 
immense advantage that any given portion of 
surface in England must possess over the same 
extent of surface in America, in all those arts 
and improvements that depend on physical 
force. If there were ten men of education, 
and refinement, and fortune, in a county of 
New York, of one thousand square miles in 
extent, there ought to be more than fifty men 
of the same character and means, in an 
English county of equal territory. This is 
supposing that the real premises offer noth- 
ing more against us than the disproportion 
between numbers and surface; whereas, in 
fact, time, wealth, and an older civilization 
more than quadruple the odds. Even these 
do not make up the sum of the adverse ele- 
ments. Though England has but fifteen 
millions of souls, the empire she controls has 
nearly ten times that population, and a very' 
undue proportion of the results of so great a 
physical force centre in this small spot. 

The consideration of these truths suggest 
several useful heads of reflection. In the 
first place, they show us, if not the absolute 
impossibility, the great improbability, that 
the civilization, refinement, knowledge, 
wealth, and tastes of even the best portions 
of America can equal those of this country, 
and suggest the expediency of looking to 
other points for our sources of pride. I have 
said, that the two countries act under the 
influence of moral agencies that are almost 
the converse of each other. The condensa- 
tion of improvement and cultivation is so 
great here, that even the base of society is 
affected by it, even to deportment; whereas, 
W'ith us, these properties are so dispersed, as 
to render it difficult for those who are lucky 
enough to possess them, to keep what they 
have got, in face of the overshadowing in- 
fluence of a lower school, instead of being 
able to impart them to society. Our stand- 
ard, in nearly all things, as it is popular, is 
necessarily one of mediocrity; a highly re- 
spectable, and, circumstances considered, a 
singularly creditable one, but still a medioc- 
rity; whereas, the condition of these people 
has enabled them to raise a standard which, 
however much it may be and is wanting in 
the better elements of a pure taste, has im- 
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mensely the advantage or our own in most of ns an important advantage, in their intimate 

tne obvious blandishments of life. More than associations with each other, by which means 

half of the peculiarities of America — pe- they insensibly imbibe a great deal of cui> 

culiarities for which it is usual to seek a cause rent knowledge, of which the similar classes in 

in the institutions, simply because they are 5 America are nearly ignorant; or, which, if 
so peculiar themselves are to be traced to known at all, vs only known through the 

iaccs like these; or, in other words, to the dis- medium of books. In the exhibition of this 

proportion between surface and numbers, the knowledge, which embraces ail that belongs 

want of any other commercial towns, and to what is commonly termed a knowledge 

our distance from the rest of the world. 10 of the world, the difference between the 

Every condition of society has its own ad- European and the American is the difference 

vantages, and its owm disadvantages. To that is seen between the man who has passed 

claim pe rfection for any one in particular, all his da>^ in good society, and the man who 

would be to deny the nature of man. Their has got his knowledge of it from novels and 

comparative merits are to be decided, only, 15 plays. 

by the comparative gross results, and it is in In a correct estimate of their government, 
this sense, that I contend for the superiority and in an acquaintance with its general 
of our own. The utilitarian school, as it has action, the English are much our superiors, 
been popularly construed, is not to my taste, though we know most of details. This arises 
either; for I believe there is great utility in 20 from the circumstances that the rights of an 
the grace and elegance of life, and no one Englishman are little more than franchises, 
would feel more disposed to resist a system which require no very profound examina- 
in which these essential properties are pro- lion to be understood; while those of the 
scribed. That we are wanting in both, I am American depend on principles that de- 
ready to allow; but I think the reason is to 25 mand study, and which are constantly ex- 
be found in facts entirely independent of the posed to the antagonist influence of opinions 
institutions, and that the time will come when that have been formed under another system, 
the civilization of America will look down It is true the English monarchy, as a mon- 
that of any other section of the world, if the archy and as it now exists, is a pure mystifi- 
country can pass that state of probation dur- 30 cation; but the supremacy of parliament 
ing which it is and will be exposed to the as- being admitted, there can arise no great dif- 
saults of secret combinations to destroy it; and ficulty on the score of interpretation. The 
during which, moreover, it is, in an especial American system, moreover, is complicated 
degree, liable to be affected by inherited and double, and the only true Whig and 
opinions, and opinions that have been ob- 35 Tory parties that can exist must have their 
tained under a system that has so many of the origin in the circumstance. To these reasons 
forms, while it has so few of the principles of may be added the general fact, that the 
our own, as easily to be confounded with it, educated Englishman reasons on his institu- 
by the ignorant and the unreflecting. tions like an Englishman only; while his 

We over-estimate the effects of intelligence 40 American counterpart oftener rezisons on 
as between ourselves and the English. The the institutions of the republic like an Eng- 
mass of information, here, probably ex- lishman, too, than like an American. A 
ceeds that of America, though it is less equally single fact will show you what I mean, al- 
distributed. In general knowledge of a prac- though a hundred might be quoted. In 
tical nature, too, I think no people can com- 45 England the government is com >osed, in 
pete with our own. But there is a species of theory, erf three bases and one summit; in 
information, that is both useful and refining, America, it is comj^>osed of one base and three 
in which there are few European nations that summits. In one, there Is supposed to be a 
do not surpass us. I allude, in particular, to balance in the powers of the state; and, as 
most things that serve to embellish life. In 50 this is impossible in practice, it has resulted 
addition to this superiority, the Europeans of in a consolidated authority in its action; in 
the better classes very obviously possess over the other, there is but one power, that of the 
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entire people, and the balance is in the action 
of their agents. A very little rejection will 
jhow that the maxims of two such systems 
ought to be as different as the systems them- 
selves. 5 

The English are to be distinguished from 
the Americans by greater independence of 
personal habits. Not only the institutions, 
but the physical condition of our own coun- 
try has a tendency to reduce us all to the same lo 
level of usages. The steam-boats, the over- 
grown taverns, the speculative character of 
the enterprises, and the consequent dis- 
position to do all things in common, aid the 
tendency of the system in bringing about such 15 
a result. In England a man dines by himself, 
in a room filled with other hermits; he eats 
at his leisure, drinks his wine in silence, reads 
the paper by the hour; and, in all things, en- 
courages his individuality and insists on his 20 
particular humours. The American is com- 
pelled to submit to a common rule; he eats 
when others cat, sleeps when others sleep, 
and he is lucky, indeed, if he can read a paper 
in a tavern without having a stranger look- 25 
ing over each shoulder. The Englishman 
would stare at a proposal that should invade 
his habits under the pretence of a common 
wish, while the American would be very apt 
to yield tacitly, though this common wish 30 
should be no more than an impudent as- 
sertion of some one who had contrived to 
effect his own purposes, under the popular 
plea. The Englishman is so much attached 
to his independence that he instinctively re- 35 
sists every effort to invade it, and nothing 
would be more likely to arouse him than to 
say the mass thinks differently from himself; 
whereas the American ever seems ready to 
resign his own opinion to that which is made 40 
to seem to be the opinion of the public. I 
say seems to be, for so manifest is the power of 
public opinion, that one of the commonest 
expedients of all American managers, is to 
create an impression that the public thinks 45 
in a particular way, in order to bring the 
common mind in subjection. One often 
renders himself ridiculous by a foolish ob- 
stinacy, and the other is as often contemptible 
by a weak compliance. A portion of what 50 
may be called the commtmity of character 
and habits in America is doubtless owing to 


the rustic nature of its society, for one more 
easily maintains his independence in a capi- 
tal than in a village, but I think the chief 
reasons are to be found in the practice of re- 
ferring every thing to the common mind. 

It is usual to ascribe the solitary and un- 
social habits of English life to the natural 
dispositions of the people, but, I think, un- 
justly. The climate is made to bear the 
blame of no small portion of this peculiarity. 
Climate, probably, has an influence on us all, 
for we know that we are more elastic and 
more ready to be pleased in a clear bracing 
air, than in one that is close and siroccoish, 
but, on the whole I am led to think, the 
English owe their habits to their institutions, 
more than to any natural causes. 

I know no subject, no feeling, nothing, on 
which an Englishman, as a rule, so completely 
loses sight of all the better points of his char- 
acter, on which he is so uniformly bigoted 
and unjust, so ready to listen to misrepre- 
sentation and caricature, and so unwilling 
to receive truth — on which, in short, he is 
so little himself in general, as on those con- 
nected with America. 

As the result of this hasty and imperfect 
comparison, I am led to believe, that a na- 
tional character somew’here between the two, 
would be preferable to either, as it is actually 
found. This may be saying no more than 
that man does not exist in a condition of per- 
fection; but were the inequalities named, 
pared off from both people, an ingenious 
critic might still find faults of sufficient mag- 
nitude to preserve the identity with the hu- 
man race, and qualities of sufficient elevation, 
to entitle both to be considered among the 
greatest and best nations of modern, if not 
of any other, times. 

In most things that pertain to taste, the 
English have greatly the advantage of us, 
though taste is certainly not the strong side of 
English character. On this point, alone, 
one might write a book, but a very few re- 
marks must now satisfy you. In nothing, 
however, is this superiority more apparent, 
than in their simplicity, and, particularly, 
in their simplicity of language. They call a 
spade, a spade. I very well know', that 
neither men nor women, in America, who are 
properly educated, and who are accustomed 
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♦0 Its really better tone, differ much, if any, 
from the English in this particular; but, in 
this case, as in most others, in which national 
peculiarities are sought, the better tone of 
America is over-shadowed by its medioc- 
rity. Although I deem the government of 
this country the very quintessence of hocus 
pocus, having scarcely a single practice that 
does not violate its theory, I believe that 
there is more honesty of public sentiment in i 
England, than in America. The defect at 
home, I ascribe, in common with the majority 
of our national failings, to the greater activity, 
and greater unresisted force of ignorance and 
cupidity, there, than here. High qualities i 
are nowhere collected in a sufficient phalanx 
to present a front to the enemy, in America. 

The besetting, the degrading vice of 
America, is the moral cowardice by which 
men are led to truckle to what is called public ; 
opinion; though this opinion is as inconstant 
as the winds — though, in all cases that 
enlist the feelings of factions, there are two and 
sometimes twenty, each differing from all the 
others, and though, nine times in ten, these 2 
opinions are mere engines set in motion by 
the most corrupt and the least respectable 
portion of the community, for unworthy 
purposes. The English are a more respect- 
able and constant nation than the Americans, 3 
as relates to this peculiarity; probably, be- 
cause the condensed masses of intelligence 
and character enable the superior portion 
of the community to produce a greater im- 
pression on the inferior, by their collective 3 
force. In standing prejudices, they strike 
me as being worse than ourselves; but in 
passing impressions, greatly our superiors. 

For the last I have endeavoured to account, 
and I think the first may be ascribed to a 4, 
system that is sustained by errors that it is not 
the interest of the more enlightened to re- 
move, but which, instead of weakening in the 
ignorant, they rather encourage in themselves. 

4 

From The American Democrat 
( 1838 ) 


government Getter of Jefferson to John Adams, 
p. 233 ). 

We live in an age when the words aristocrat 
and democrat are much used, without regard 
5 to the real significations. An aristocrat ia 
one of a few who possess the political powei 
of a country; a democrat, one of the many. 
The words are also properly applied to those 
who entertain notions favorable to aristo- 
o cratical or democratical forms of govern- 
ment. Such persons are not necessarily 
either aristocrats or democrats in fact, but 
merely so in opinion. Thus a member of a 
democratical government may have an 
5 aristocratical bias, and vice versa. 

To call a man who has the habits and opin- 
ions of a gentleman, an aristocrat from that 
fact alone, is an abuse of terms and betrays 
ignorance of the true principles of govern- 
3 ment, as well as of the world. It must be an 
equivocal freedom under which every one is 
not the master of his own innocent acts and 
associations; and he is a sneaking democrat 
indeed who will submit to be dictated to, in 
5 those habits over which neither law nor mo- 
rality assumes a right of control. 

Some men fancy that a democrat can only 
be one who seeks the level, social, mental and 
moral, of the majority, a rule that would at 
!► once exclude all men of refinement, educa- 
tion, and taste from the class. These persons 
are enemies of democracy, as they at once 
render it impracticable. They are usually 
great sticklers for their own associations and 
habits, too, though unable to comprehend 
any of a nature that are superior. They are, 
in truth, aristocrats in principle, though as- 
suming a contrary pretension, the ground- 
work of all their feelings and arguments being 
self. Such is not the intention of liberty, 
whose aim is to leave every man to be the 
master of his own acts; denying hereditary 
honors, it is true, as unjust and unnecessary, 
but not denying the inevitable consequences 
of civilization. 

The law of God is the only rule of conduct 
in this, as in other matters. Each man should 
do as he would be done by. Were the ques- 


[An Aristocrat and a Democrat] 

With these opinions of Cooper’s the reader may 
compare Thomas Jefferson’s view that a “natural 
aristocracy” is a main feature of sound popular 


tion put to the greatest advocate of indis- 
50 criminate association, whether he would 
submit to have his company and habits 
dictated to him, he would be one of the first 
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to resist the tyranny; for they who are the 
most rigid in maintaining their own claims in 
such matters, are usually the loudest in de- 
crying those whom they fancy to be better 
oft than themselves. Indeed, it may be 5 
taken as a rule in social intercourse, that he 
who is the most apt to question the preten- 
sions of others is the most conscious of the 
doubtful ]JOsition he himself occupies; thus 
establishing the very claims he affects to 10 
deny, by letting his jealousy of it be seen. 
Manners, education, and refinement, are 
positive things, and they bring with them 
innocent tastes which are productive of high 
enjoyments; and it is as unjust to deny their 15 
possessors their indulgence as it would be 
to insist on the less fortunate’s passing the 
time they would rather devote to athletic 
amusements, in listening to operas for which 
they have no relish, sung in a language they 20 
do not understand. 

All that democracy means, is as equal a 
participation in rights as is practicable; and 
to pretend that social equality is a condition 
of popular institutions is to assume that the 25 
latter arc destructive of civilization, for, as 
nothing is more self-evident than the im- 
possibility of raising all men to the highest 
standard of tastes and refinement, the al- 
ternative would be to reduce the entire com- 30 
munity to the lowest. The whole embarrass- 
ment on this ]X)int exists in the difficulty of 
making men comprehend qualities they do 
not themselves possess. We can all perceive 
the difference between ourselves and our in- 35 
feriors, but w hen it comes to a question of the 
difference between us and our superiors, w'e 
fail to appreciate merits of which we have 
no proper conceptions. In face of this ob- 
vious difficulty, there is the stife and just 40 
governing rule, already mentioned, or that 
of permitting every one to be the undis- 
turbed judge of his owm habits and associa- 
tions, so long as they are innocent and do not 
impair the rights of others to be equally 45 
judges for themselves. It follow's, that social 
intercoui'se must regulate itself, independently 
of institutions, with the exception that the 
latter, while they withhold no natural, be- 
stow no factitious advantages beyond those 50 
which are inseparable from the rights of 
oroperty, and general civffization. 


In a democracy, men are just as free to 
aim at the highest attainable places in society, 
as to attain the largest fortunes; and it would 
be clearly unworthy of all noble sentiment to 
say that the grovelling competition for money 
shall alone be free, while that which enlists 
all the liberal acquirements and elevated 
sentiments of the race, is denied the demo- 
crat. Such an avowal would be at once a 
declaration of the inferiority of the system, 
since nothing but ignorance and vulgaritv 
could be its fruits. 

The democratic gentleman must differ in 
many essential particulars from the aristo- 
cratical gentleman, though in their ordinarv 
habits and tastes they are virtually identical. 
Their principles vary; and, to a slight degree, 
their deportment accordingly. The demo- 
crat, recognizing the right of all to participate 
in power, will be more liberal in his general 
sentiments, a quality of superiority in itself: 
but in conceding this much to his fellow man, 
he will proudly maintain his own independ- 
ence of vulgar domination as indispensable 
to his personal habits. The same principles 
and manliness that w^ould induce him to 
depose a royal despot would induce him to 
resist a vulgar tyrant. 

There is no more capital, though more 
common error, than to suppose him an aris- 
tocrat who maintains his independence of 
habits; for democracy asserts the control of 
the majority, only in matters of law, and not 
in matters of custom. I'he very object of the 
institution is the utmost practicable personal 
liberty, and to affirm the contrary would be 
sacrificing the end to the means. 

An aristocrat, therefore, is merely one who 
fortifies his exclusi\'e privileges by positive 
institutions, and a democrat, one who is wall- 
ing to admit of a free competition in all 
things. To say, however, that the last sup- 
poses this competition will lead to nothing 
is an assumption that means are employed 
without any reference to an end. He is the 
purest democrat who best maintains his 
rights, and no rights can be dearer to a man 
of cultivation than exemptions from unsea- 
sonable invasions on his time by the coarse 
minded and ignorant. 
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Preface to the Leather-Stocking more matured judgment, is for others to 

Tales decide. 

.. If anything from the pen of the writer of 

^ ^ these romances is at all to outlive himself, 

This series of Stories, which has obtained 5 it is, unquestionably, the series of The 
the name of The Leather-Stocking Tales, has Leather-Stocking Tales. To say this, is not 

been written in a very desultory and in- to predict a very lasting reputation for the 

artificial manner. The order in which the series itself, but simply to express the belief 

several books appeared was essentially dif- it will outlast any, or all, of the w’orks from 

ferent from that in which they would have 10 the same hand. 

been presented to the world, had the regu- It is undeniable that the desultory man- 

lar course of their incidents been consulted. ner in which The Leather-Stocking Tales were 

In The Pioneers, the first of the scries writ- written, has, in a measure, impaired their 

ten, the Leather-Stocking is represented as harmony, and otherwise lessened their in- 

already old, and driven from his early zs terest. ITis is proved by the fate of the 

haunts in the forest, by the sound of the axe, two books last published, though probably 

and the smoke of the settler. The Last oj the the two most worthy an enlightened and 

Mohicans, the next book in the order of pub- cultivated reader’s notice. If the facts could 

lication, carried the readers back to a much be ascertained, it is probable the result 
earlier period in the history of our hero, 20 would show that of all tliosc (in America, 
representing him as middle-aged, and in the in particular) who hav’c read the three first 

fullest vigor of manhood. In The Prairie, his books of the series, not one in ten has a 

career terminates, and he is laid in his gravT. knowledge of the existence even of the two 

There, it was originally the intention to leave last. Several causes have tended to produce 
him, in the expectation that, as in the case 25 this result. I’hc long interval of time be- 
of the human mass, he would soon be for- tween the appearance of The Prairie and 

gotten. But a latent regard for this char- that of The Pathfinder, was itself a reason why 

acter induced the author to resuscitate him the later books of the series should be over- 

in The Pathfinder, a book that was not long looked. There was no longer novelty to 

after succeeded by The Deerslayer, thus com- 30 attract attention, and the interest was ma- 

pleting the series as it now exists. terially impaired by the manner in which 

While the five books that have been writ- events were necessarily anticipated, in lay- 
ten were originally published in the order ing the last of the series first before the 
just mentioned, that of the incidents, inso- world. With the generation that is now 
much as they are connected with the career 35 coming on the stage this fault will be par- 
of their principal character, is, as has been lially removed by the edition contained in the 

stated, very different. Taking the life of the present work, in which the several tales will 

Leather-Stocking as a guide. The Deerslayer be arranged solely in reference to their 

should have been the opening book, for in connexion with each other, 

that work he is seen just emerging into man- 40 The author has often been asked if he 
hood; to be succeeded by The Last of the had any original in his mind, for the char- 

Mohicans, The Pathfinder, The Pioneers, and The acter of Leather-Stocking. In a physical 

Prairie. This arrangement embraces the sen.se, different individuals known to the 

order of events, though far from being that writer in early life, certainly presented 

in which the books at first appeared. The 45 themselves as models, through his recollec- 
Pioneers was published in 1822; The Deerslayer tions; but in a moral sense this man of the 

in 1841; making the interval between them forest is purely a creation. The idea of de- 

nineteen years. Whether these progressive lineating a character that possessed little of 

years have had a tendency to lessen the value civilization but its highest principles as they 

of the last-named book by lessening the 50 are exhibited in the uneducated, and all of 
native fire of its author, or of adding some- savage life that is not incompatible with these 

what in the way of improved taste and a great rules of conduct, is perhaps natural 
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to the situation in which Natty was placed. 

He is too proud of his (origin to sink into the 
condition of the wild Indian, and too much 
a man of the woods not to imbibe as much as 
was at all desirable, from his friends and 5 
companions. In a moral point of view it was 
the intention to ilJustraie the effect of seed 
scattered by the way side. To use his own 
lant^uat^e, his “qilts” were “white gifts,” 
and he was not disfioscd to liring on them lo 
discredit. On the other hand, removed 
from nearly all the tern citations of civilized 
life, jdaced in the best associations of that 
which is deemed savage, and favorably dis- 
posed by nature to imjirove such advantages, 15 
it appeared to (lu^ writer that his hero was a 
fit subject to represent the better qualities of 
both conditions, without pushing either to 
extremes. 

There was no violent stretch of the im- 20 
agination, ixahaps, in supposing cne of 
civilized associations in childhood, retain- 
ing many ol his earliest lessons amid the 
scenes of the forest. Had these early im- 
jiressions, howe\('r, not been sustained liy 2:; 
continued, though casual connexion with 
men of his own color, if not of his own caste, 
all our information goes to show he would 
soon have lost every trace of his origin. It is 
believed that sutlicient attention was paid to 30 
the particular circumstances in which this 
individual was placed to justify the picture 
of his qualities that has been drawn. The 
Delawares early attracted the attention of 
mis.sionaries, and weie a tribe unusually 35 
influenced by their jirecepts and example. 

In many instances thev became CUinstians, 
and cases occurred in which their subsequent 
lives gave jaoof of th.e ellicacy of the great 
moral changes that had taken place within 40 
them. 

A leading character in a work of fiction 
has a fair right to the aid which can be ob- 
tained from a poetical view of the subject. 

It is in this vic'w, rather than in one more 45 
strictly circumstantial, that Leather-Stocking 
has been drawn. The imagination has no 
great task in portraying to it.self a being re- 
moved from the every-day inducements to 
err, which abound in civilized life, while he 50 
retains the best and simplest of his early 
impressions; who sees Gtxl in the forest; 


hears him in the wands; bows to him in the 
firmament that o’ercanopies all; submits to 
his sway in a humble belief of his justice and 
mercy; in a w'ord, a being who finds the 
impress of the Deity in all the works of na- 
ture, without any of the blots produced b\ 
the expedients, and passion, and mistakes 
of man. This is the most that has been at- 
tempted in the character of Leather-Stock- 
ing. Had this been done without any of the 
drawbacks of humanity, the picture would 
have been, in all probability, more pleasing 
than just. In order to preserve the vrai- 
semblable, therefore, traits derived from the 
prejudices, tastes, and even the weaknesses 
of his youth, have been mixed up with 
these higher qualities and longings, in a 
way, it is hoped, to represent a reasonable 
picture of human nature, without offering 
to the spectator a “monster of goodness.” 

It has been objected to these books that 
they give a more favorable picture of the 
red man than he deserves. The writer ap- 
prehends that much of this objection arises 
irom the habits of those who have made it 
One of his critics, on the appearance of the 
first work in which Indian character was 
])ortrayed, objected that its “characters were 
Indians of the school of Heckewelder, rather 
than of the school of nature.” These w'ords 
quite probably contain the substance of the 
true answer to the objection. Heckewelder 
w'as an ardent, benevolent missionary, bent 
on the good of the red man, and seeing in him 
one wTo had the soul, reason, and character- 
istics of a fellow’-bcing. The critic is un- 
derstood to have been a ver)’ distinguished 
agent of the government, one very familiar 
with Indians, as they are seen at the councils 
to treat for the sale of their lands, where little 
or none of their domestic qualities come 
in play, and where, indeed, their evil pas- 
sions are known to ha\'e the fullest scope. 
As just would it be to draw conclusions of 
the general state of American society from 
the scenes of the capital, as to suppose that 
the negotiating of one of these treaties is a 
fair picture of Indian life. 

It is the privilege of all writers of fiction, 
more particularly when their works aspire 
to the elevation of romances, to present the 
beau-ideal of their characters to the reader. 
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This it is which constitutes poetry, and to 
suppose that the red man is to be represented 
only in the squalid misery or in the degraded 
moral state that certainly more or less be- 


longs to his condition, is, we apprehend, 
taking a very narrow view of an author’s 
privileges. Such criticism would have de- 
prived the \^’orld of even Homer. 


William Cullen Bryant (1794-1878) 


Eleven years younger than Irving, Bryant published his first important jioem when 
Irving was speculating on the imminence of bankruptcy and the possibility of a liter- 
ary career, and published his first important volume one year after Irving’s Sketch 
Book. In the autobiographical account of his early years (which may be found in 
Godwin’s Lije., listed below) Bryant tells of his birth at Cummington, in the Berkshire 
Hills of Massachusetts, on November 3, 1794; of his father, a pot try -loving physician, 
his mother, descended from John and Prise ilia Alden, and liis maternal grandfather, a 
devout Calvinist in whose home he spent muth of his childhood; ol his experience in 
country activities — fishing, cornhusking, making maple syruj) and cidc’’; of his en- 
thusiasm over Pope’s translation of the Iliad., of his own first writing of verse, and his 
Popcan political satire “The Embargo,” published in 18()H and rejiublished the next 
year; of his one year at Williams College, his law studies, and his admission to the 
bar; and of his reading just prior to the composition of “Tliaintopsis.” 

The reception accorded “Thanatopsis,” even in its early form (see ncAe on poem), 
and the success of other early writings, lost Massachusetts a lawyer and gave America 
a man of letters. “Ah, Phillips, you have been imposed u])on,'’ said R. II. Dana to 
one of the editors of the North American Review who showed him tin; newly-submitted 
manuscript of “Thanatopsis.” “No one on this side of the Atlantic is cajiablc of 
writing such verses.” In 1821 Bryant read the Phi Beta Kajijia })oem at 1 larvard and 
published his first important volume of verses. In 1825 he. abandoned the jiractice of 
law and removed to New York to edit the New York Review. 'The following year he 
became assistant editor of the New York Evening Post., and three years later, in 1829, 
he became editor in chief and part owner. 

Bry^ant’s editorship of the Evening Post is a distinguished chapter in the history of 
American journalism. Says V. L. Parrington: “The journalist and critic who for 
fifty years sat in judgment on matters political and economic, as v.ell as cultural, who 
reflected in the Evening Post a refinement of taste and dignity of character before un- 
equaled in American journalism, was of service to America quite apart from his con- 
tribution to our incipient poetry. He was the father of nineteenth-century American 
poetry. In the columns of the Evening Post the best lilx;rali.sm of the time's found a 
place, inspired and guided by Bryant’s clear intelligence ” 

Bryant’s poetical output was slight. He issued another volume in 1832, two years 
before his first visit to Europe, and in his later years found time to translate both th 
Iliad and Odyssey into English blank verse. 

Parke Godwin’s A Biography oj William Cullen Bryant, 1883, is the, standard life. 
Godwin’s editions of Bryant’s poems, 1883, and his prose worl'.s, 1889, are also 
standard. The Roslym edition of the poems, 1903, is a good one-volume edition. For 
information on Bryant as journalist see The Evening Post., by Allan Nevins, 1922. 
There is a gcxxi volume of selections from Bryant, edited by T. McDowell, 1935, 
in the AWS. 
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Thanatopsis 

{ca. 1811 - 21 ) 

“My father brought home, I think from one 
of his visits to Boston, the Remains of Henry Kirke 
White, which had been republished in this coun- 
try. I read the poems with great eagerness, 
and so often that I had committed several of 
them to memory, par licularly the ode to the Rose- 
mary. I’he melancholy tone which prevails in 
them deepened the interest with which I read 
«hcm, for about that time I had, as young poets 
arc apt to have, a liking for poetry of a querulous 
caste. I remember reading, at this time, that re- 
markable poem Blair’s ‘Grave,’ and dwelling with 
great satisfaction ujion its finer passages. I had the 
opportunity of comjiaring it with a poem on a 
kindred sub]ect, also in blank verse, that of Bishop 
Porteus on ‘Death,’ and of observing how much 
the verse of the obscure Scottish minister excelled 
in originality of thought and vigor of expression 
that of the English prelate. In my father’s library 
I found a small, thin volume of the miscellaneous 
poems of Southey, to which he had not called my 
attention, containing some of the finest of Southey’s 
shorter poems. I read it greedily. Cowper's 
poems had Ijt'cn in my hands from an early age, 
and I now passed from his shorter poems, which are 
generally mere rhymed prose, to his ‘Task,’ the 
liner passages of which suppjlied a form of blank 
veisc that captivated my admiration.” The effect 
of this reading, and of Bryant’s Calvinistic en- 
vironment in the Berkshire forest, may be plainly 
seen in the jioem that he now proceeded to write. 

“Thanatopsis,” or “view of death” (Greek 
06.mTos and was first published in the 

Morth Anu'ucan Rivu'w, September, 1817, in a 
shorter and inferior form beginning “Yet a few 
days” (line 18 of the present version) and ending 
“And make their bed with thecl” (line 06 of the 
present version). Accoidmg to Bryant's own 
statement, it w-as written w'hcn he was but seven- 
teen or eighteen years old, probably in his “soli- 
tary rambles in the woods ” I hough a sufficiently 
remarkable performance for a mere youth, it first 
became a masterpiece in the longer version pub- 
lished in 1821, when the poet was tv\enty-scvcn. 

On the growth of the poem see “'riianatopsis. 
Old and New,” bs W. F. Johnson, Soith American 
Revitw, November, 1627, and “Bryant’s Practice 
in Composition and Revision,” by T. McDowell, 
June, 1937. 

To him who in the love of Nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she 
speaks 

A various language: for his gayer hours 
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 
And eloquence of beauty; and she glides s 
Into his darker musings with a mild 
And healing sympathy that steals away 


Their sharpness ere he is aware. When 
thoughts 

Of the last bitter hour come like a blight 
Over thy spirit, and sad images lo 

Of the stern agony and shroud and pall 
And breathless darkness and the narrow 
house 

Make thee to shudder and grow sick at 
heart, 

Go forth under the open sky and list 
To Nature’s teachings, while from all 
around — 15 

Earth and her waters and the depths of air — 
Comes a still voice: 

Yet a few days, and tbcc 
The all-beholding sun shall see no more 
In all his course; nor yet in the cold ground, 
Where thy pale form was laid with many 
tears, 20 

Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist 
Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee shall 
claim 

Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again 
And, lost each human trace, surrendering up 
Thine individual being, shalt thou go 25 
To mix for ever with the elements, 

To be a brother to the insensible rock 
And to the sluggish clod, which the rude 
swain 

Turns with his share and treads upon; the 
oak 

Shall send his roots abroad and pierce thy 
mould. 30 

Yet not to thine eternal resting-place 
Shalt thou retire alone, nor couldst thou wish 
Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt he 
down 

\Vith patriarclis of the infant world, with 
kings, 

The powerful of the earth, the wise, the good. 
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past, 36 
All in one mighty sepulchre. The hills 
Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun; the 
vales 

Stretching in pensi\e quietness between; 

The venerable w'oods, rivers that mov^e 40 
In majesty, and the complaining brooks 
That make the meadows green; and, poured 
round all, 

Old Ocean’s gray and melancholy waste, — 
Are but the solemn decorations all 
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Of the great tomb of man. The golden 
sun, 45 

The planets, all the infinite host of heaven. 
Are shining on the sad abodes of death, 
Through the still lapse of ages. All that 
tread 

The globe are but a handful to the tribes 
That slumber in its bosom. Take tlie 
wings 50 

Of morning, pierce the Barcan wilderness. 

Or lose thyself in the continuous woods 
Where rolls the Oregon, and hears no 
sound 

Save his own dashings; yet the dead are 
there. 

And millions in those solitudes, since first 55 
The flight of years began, have laid them 
down 

In their last sleep: the dead reign there 
alone. 

So shaft thou rest; and what if thou with- 
draw 

In silence from the living, and no friend 
Take note of thy departure? All that 

breathe 60 

\Vill share thy destiny. The gay will laugh 
When thou art gone, the solemn brood of 
care 

Plod on, and each one as before will chase 
His favorite phantom; yet all these shall 
leave 

Their mirth and their employments, and 

shall come 65 

And make their bed with thee. As the long 
train 

Of ages glide away, the sons of men — 

The youth in life’s green spring, and he who 
goes 

In the full strength of years, matron and 
maid. 

The speechless babe, and the gray-headed 
man — 70 

Shall one by one be gathered to thy side 
By those who in their turn shall follow them. 

So live that when thy summons comes to 
join 

The innumerable caravan which moves 
To that mysterious realm where each shall 
take 75 

His chamber in the silent halls of death. 
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night, 
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Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and 
soothed 

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave 
Like one who wraps the drapery of his 
couch 80 

About him and lies down to pleasant dreams. 

The Yellow Violet 

{ 7874 ) 

While a law student at Bridgewater, Bryant be- 
came acquainted with the poems of Wordsworth 
in Lyric J Ballads. “I shall never forget,” Rich- 
ard H. Dana wrote, “with what feeling rny friend 
Bryant, some years ago, described to me the effect 
produced upon him by his meeting for the first 
lime with Wordsworth’s ballads. He said that, 
upon opening the book, a thousand springs seemed 
to gush up at once m his heart, and the face of 
Nature, of a sudden, to thange into a strange fresh- 
ness and life.” 

Compare thi'' poem witli W ordswoi th’s poems 
on flowers, such as “ l o the Daisy” (beginning “In 
)outh from rock to rock I went”). 

When bcechcn buds begin to swell, 

And wotxls the bluebird’s warble know, 
The yellow violet’s modest bell 

Peeps from the last year’s leaves below. 

Lrc russet fields their green resume, 5 

Sweet flower, 1 love, in forest bare, 

To meet thee, when thy faint perfume 
Alone is in the virgin air. 

Of all her train, the hands of Spring 

Tirsl plant thee in the watery mould, 10 
And 1 have seen thee blossoming 
Beside the snow-bank’s edges cold. 

Thy parent sun, who bade thee view 
Pale skies, and chilling moisture sip. 

Has bathed thee in his own bright hue, 15 
And streaked with jet thy glowing lip. 

Yet slight thy form, and low thy seat. 

And earthward bent thy gentle eye, 

Unapt the passing view to meet, 

When loftier flowers are flaunting nigh, ac 

Oft, in the sunless April day. 

Thy early smile has stayed my walk; 

But midst the gorgeous blooms of May, 

I passed thee on thy humble stalk. 
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So they, who climb to wealth, forget 25 

The friends in darker fortunes tried. 

I copied them — but I regret 

That 1 should ape the ways of pride. 

And when again the genial hour 

Awakes the {tainted tribes of light, 30 

I’ll not o’crlook the modest flower 
That made the woods of April bright. 

Inscription for the Entrance 
to a Wood 

{1815) 

As first pui)lis}K‘d in the North American Review in 
1817, tlie poem (“iided at line 39. “The wood re- 
f(Tred to was at Gummington, Mass., nearly in 
front of the hous(‘ ncjw known as the Bryant Home- 
stead” (P. G(xiwin). 

Stranger, if thou hast learned a truth which 
needs 

No school of long experience, that the world 
Is full of guilt and misery, and hast seen 
Enough ol all its sorrows crimes and cares 
To tire thee of it, enter this wild wood 5 
And view the haunts of Nature. The calm 
shade 

Shall bring a kindred calm; and the sweet 
breeze, 

That makes the green leaves dance, shall 
waft a balm 

To thy sick heart. Thou wilt find nothing 
here 

Of all that pained thee in the haunts of 
men 10 

And made thee loathe thy life. The primal 
curse 

Fell, it is true, upon the unsinning earth. 

But not in vengeance. God hath yoked to 
guilt 

Her pale tormentor, misery. Hence these 
shades 

Are still the abodes of gladness: the thick 
roof 15 

Of green and stirring branches is alive 
And musical with birds, that sing and sport 
In wantonness of spirit; while, below, 

The squirrel, with raised paws and form erect, 
Chirps merrily. Throngs of insects in the 
shade 20 

Try their thin wings and dance in the w’arm 
beam 


That waked them into life. Even the green 
trees 

Partake the deep contentment; as they bend 
To the soft winds, the sun from the blue skv 
Looks in and sheds a blessing on the scene. 25 
Scarce less the cleft-born wild-flower seems 
to enjoy 

Existence than the winged plunderer 
That sucks its sweets. The mossy rocks 
themselves, 

And the old and ponderous trunks of pros- 
trate trees 

That lead from knoll to knoll a causey rude 
Or bridge the sunken brook, and their dark 
roots, 3 1 

With all their earth upon them, twisting high. 
Breathe fixed tranquillity. The rivulet 
Sends forth glad sounds, and, tripping o'er 
its bed 

Of pebbly sands or leaping down the rocks. 
Seems with continuous laughter to rejoice 30 
In its own being. Softly tread the marge, 
Lest from her midw^ay perch thou scare the 
w'rei 

That dips her bill in water. The cool wind, 
That stirs the stream in play, shall come to 
thee, 40 

Like one that loves thee nor will let thee pass 
Ungreeted, and shall give its light embrace 

To a Waterfowl 
(7575) 

Written Dec. 15, 1815, in Plainfield, Mass , 
whither Brvant had walked to inquire into the op- 
portunities offered there for beginning the practice 
of law. Br\ant “sa\i in a letter that he felt, as he 
W'alkcd up the hills, \erv forlorn and desolate in- 
deed, not knowing what was to become cjf him in 
the big world. . . . The sun had already set, leaving 
behind it one of those brilliant seas of chrysolite and 
opal which often flood the New England skits; and 
while he was looking upon the rosy splendor with 
rapt admiration, a solitary bird made wing along 
the illuminated horizon. He watched the lone 
wanderer until it was lost in the distance, asking 
himself whither it had come and to what far home 
it was flvfng. 3Vhen he went to the house where 
he was to stop for the night, his mind was still full 
of what he had seen and felt, and he wrote those 
lines, as imperishable as our language, ‘The 
WaterfowP ” (P. Godwin). 

^\^lither, midst falling dew, 

Wliile glow the heavens with the last steps 
of day, 
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Far through their rosy depths dost thou 
pursue 

Thy solitary way? 

Vainly the fowler’s eye 5 

Might mark thy distant flight to do thee 
wrong, 

As, darkly seen against the crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek’st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake or marge of ri\’er wide. 

Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 
On the chafed ocean-side? 

There is a Power whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast — 
The desert and illimitable air, — 15 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

All day thy wings have fanned, 

At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere. 
Vet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 
Though the dark night is near. 20 

And soon that toil shall end* 

Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and 
rest. 

And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall 
bend, 

Soon, o’er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou’rt gone, the abyss of heaven 25 
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my 
heart 

Deeply has sunk the lesson thou hast given, 
And shall not soon depart. 

He who, from zone to zone, 

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain 
flight, 30 

In the long way, that I must tread alone, 
Will lead my steps aright. 

I Cannot Forget with WTiat 
Fervid Devotion 
( 1815 - 26 ) 

“He became consciou'' of a certain change in 
himself with respect to the external world such as is 
often observed by subjective poets in their spiritual 
exp>erience as thev pass from boyhocxl to manhood. 
There was a feeling of having grown away from 


something intimate and precious in his old joyless, 
heedless association wiih nature. The scenes were 
tlie same, but he had not the same power to iden- 
tify himself w ith iht m as of old. Between him and 
them was interposed a barrier of soilure and so- 
phistication taken on through the worldly exp^i- 
once of life. Thought did not follow feeling with 
the same exultant sense of inspiration as of old, 
and the mood with which lie viewed the objects 
faimliar to him since youth, was one of depression 
and regretfulness, do these feelings, which have 
received classical expression at the hands of Cole- 
ridge in ihe ‘Lime-'l roc Bower,’ Bryant gives ut- 
terance a little rhetoricallv and awkwardly, but 
not w’ithoul a certain passionate sincerity, in the 
poem eniiiled T Cuinnot forget VNitli Wliat Fervid 
l)c\otion’ ’* (^Bradley's Lilt). 

I cannot forget with what fcrsicl devotion 

1 worshipped the visions ol \erse and of 
fame; 

Each gaze at the glories of earth, sky, and 
ocean, 

do my kindled emotions, was wind over 
llaine 

And d(‘ep were my musiiigs in life’s early 
blossom, 5 

Mid the twilight of mountain-groves wan- 
dering long; 

How thrilled my young veins, and how 
ihrobiied my full bosom. 

When o'er me descended the spirit of song! 

'Mong the deep-cloven f(dls that for ages had 
listened 

To the rush of the pebble-paved river 
between, 

Where the kingfislicr screamed and gray 
precipice glistened, 

All breathless with awe have I gazed on 
the scene; 

Till I felt the dark power o’er my reveries 
stealing. 

From the gloom of the thicket that over 
me hung. 

And the thoughts that awoke, in that rapture 
of feeling, iS 

Were formed into verse as they rose to my 
tongue. 

Bright visions ! I mTxed with the world, and 
ye faded. 

No longer your pure rural worshipper now; 



THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


354 

In the haunts your continual presence per- 
vaded, 

Ye shrink from the signet of care on my 
brow. 20 

In the old mossy groves on the breast of the 
mountain, 

In deep lonely glens where the waters com- 
plain, 

By the shade of the rock, by the gush of the 
fountain, 

I seek your loved footsteps, but seek them 
in vain. 

Oh, leave not forlorn and forever forsaken, 25 
Your pupil and victim to life and its tears ! 
But sometimes return, and in mercy awaken 
The glories ye showed to his earlier years. 

O Fairest of the Rural Maids 

{ 1820 ) 

This poem Bryant addressed to his betrothed a 
year bdorc their inarria^;c. It may be compared 
with Wordsworth’s “Three Years She Grew in Sun 
and Sliowei.” 

O fairest of the rural maids! 
d’hy birth was in tiie forest shades; 

Green boughs, and glimpses of the sky. 

Were all that met dime infant eye. 

Thy sports, thy wanderings, when a child, 5 
Were ever in the sylvan wild; 

And all the beauty of the place 
Is in thy heart and on thy face. 

The twilight of the trees and rocks 
Is in the light shade of thy locks; 10 

Thy step is as the wind, that weaves 
Its playful way among the leaves. 

Thine eyes are springs, in whose serene 
And silent waters heaven is seen; 

Their lashes are the herbs that look 15 

On their young figures in the brook. 

The forest deptlis, by foot impressed. 

Are not more sinless than thy breast; 

The holy peace, that fills the air 

Of those calm solitudes, is there. 20 


I Broke the Spell that Held Me 
Long 

{ 1824 ) 

I broke the spell that held me long, 

The dear, dear witchery of song. 

I said, the poet’s idle lore 

Shall waste my prime of years no more, 

For Poetry, though heavenly born, 5 

Consorts with poverty and scorn. 

I broke the spell — nor deemed its power 
Could fetter me another hour. 

Ah, thoughtless! how could I forget 

Its causes were around me yet? 10 

For wheresoe’er I looked, the while, 

Was Nature’s everlasting smile. 

Still came and lingered on my sight 
Of flowers and streams the bloom and light, 
And glory of the stars and sun; — 15 

And these and poetry are one. 

They, ere the world had held me long. 
Recalled me to the love of song. 

Mutation 

{ 1824 ) 

They talk of short-lived pleasure — be it 
so — 

Pain dies as quickly: stern, hard-featured 
pain 

Expires, and lets her weary prisoner go. 

The fiercest agonies have shortest reign; 
And after dreams of horror, comes again 
The welcome morning with its rays of 
peace. 6 

Obliv'ion, softly wdping out the stain, 
Makes the strong secret pangs of shame to 
cease: 

Remorse is virtue’s root; its fair increase 
Are fruits of innocence and blessedness: 10 
Thus joy, o'erborne and bound, doth still 
release 

His y’oting limbs from the chains that 
round him press. 

Weep not that the world changes — did it 
keep 

A stable, changeless state, ’twere cause in- 
deed to weep. 
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A Forest Hymn 

{ 1825 ) 

The grov^es were God’s first temples. Ere 
man learned 

To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, 

And spread the roof above them — ere he 
framed 

The lofty vault, to gather and roll back 
The sound of anthems; in the darkling wood, 
\.mid the cool and silence, he knelt down, 6 
V’ld offered to the Mightiest solemn thanks 
And supplication. For his simple heart 
Might not resist the sacred influence 
Which, from the stilly twilight of the place, lo 
And from the gray old trunks that high in 
heaven 

Mingled their mossy boughs, and from the 
sound 

Of the invisible breath that swayed at once 
All their green tops, stole over him, and 
bowed 

His spirit with the thought of boundless 
power 15 

And inaccessible majesty. Ah, why 
Sliould ^ve, in the world’s riper )ears, neglect 
God’s ancient sanctuaries, and adore 
Only among the crowd, and under roofs 
That our frail hands have raised? Let me, 
at least, 20 

Here, in the shadow of this aged wood, 

Offer one hymn — thrice happy, if it find 
Acceptance in His ear. 

Father, thy hand 

Flath reared these venerable columns, thou 
Didst weav^e this verdant roof. Thou didst 
look down 25 

Upon the naked earth, and, forthwith, rose 
All these fair ranks of trees. They, in thy 
sun, 

Budded, and shook their green leaves in thy 
breeze. 

And shot toward heaven. The century- 
living crow 

Whose birth was in their tops, grew old and 
died 30 

Among their branches, till at last they stood. 
As now they stand, massy and tall and dark. 
Fit shrine for humble worshipper to hold 
Communion with his Maker. These dim 
vaults, 


These winding isles, of human pomp or 
pride 35 

Report not; no fantastic carvings show 
The boast of our vain race to change the form 
Of thy fair vvorks. But thou art here — thou 
filFst 

The solitude. Thou art in the soft winds. 
That run along the summit of these trees 40 
In music; thou art in the cooler breath. 

That fiom the inmost darkness of the place, 
Comes, scarcely felt; the barky trunks, the 
ground, 

The fresh moist ground, are all instinct with 
thee. 

Here is continual worship: Nadirc, here, 45 
In llie iranquilliiy that thou dost love. 

Enjoys thy presence'. Noiselessly around, 
Fiom perch to perch, the solitary bird 
Passes; and yon clear sj^ring, that midst its 
herbs 

\Vells softly forth and, wandering, steeps the 
roots 50 

Of half the mighty forest, tells no tale 
Of all the good it does. Thou hast not left 
Thyself without a witness, in these shades. 

Of thy perfections: grandeur, strength, and 
grace 

Arc here to speak of thee. This mighty 

55 

By whose immovable stem I stand and seem 
Almost annihilated — not a prince. 

In all that proud old world beyond the deep, 
E’er wore his crown as loftily as he 
Wears the green coronal of leaves with 
which 60 

Thy hand has graced him. Nestled at his 
root 

Is beauty such as blooms not in the glare 
Of the broad sun: that delicate forest flower. 
With scented breath and look .so like a smile, 
Seems, as it issues from the shai:)cJess mould, 
An emanation of the indwelling Life, 66 
A visible token of the upholding Love, 

That are the soul of this great universe. 

My heart is awed within me when I think 
Of the great miracle that still goes on, 70 
In silence, round me — the perpetual work 
Of thy creation, finished, yet renewed 
Forever. Written on thy works I read 
The lesson of thy own eternity: 

Lo, all grow old and die; but see, again, 7S 
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How on tlie falierin^r footsteps of decay 
Youth f)rcsses, ever gay and beautiful youth 
In all its beautiful forms. These lofty trees 
Wave not less proudly that their ancestors 
Moulder freneath them. Oh, there is not 

]f>St 8o 

Or e of earth’s charms; upon her bosom yet, 
After the flight of untold centuries, 

The freshness of her far beginning lies 
And yet shall lie. Life mocks the idle hate 
Of his arch-enemy, Death; yea, seats him- 
self 8.S 

Llpon the tyrant’s throne, the sepulchre. 

And of ihe triumphs of his ghastly foe 
Makes his own nourishment; for he came 
forth 

From thine own bosom, and shall have no 
end. 

Then' havt* be(‘n holy men who hid them- 
selves 90 

Deep in the woody wilderness, and gave 
'rhen- li\(‘S to thought and jiraycr, till they 
outlived 

7 ’he g(‘n('r<itiori liorn with them, nor seemed 
I.ess aged than the hoary trees and rocks 
Around them; and there have been holy 
men 95 

Who deemed it were not well to pass life thus. 
But let me often to these solitudes 
Reiin', and in thy ])resence reassure 
Tviy feelih' virtue. Here its enemies, 
llie passions, at thy plainer footsteps 

shrink 100 

And tremble and are still. O God! when 
thou 

Dost scare tlie world with tempests, set on 
lire 

The hea\’ens Nvith falling thunderbolts, or fill 
With all the waters of the firmament 
The swift dark whirlwiral that uproots the 
w'oods 105 

And drow'us the \illages; when, at thy call, 
l^prises the great deep and throws himself 
L{K)n the continent and overwhelms 
Its cities; who forgets not, at the sight 
Of these tremendous toket^s of thv power, no 
His pride, and lays his strifes and follies by? 
Oh, from these sterner aspects of thy face 
Spare me and mine, nor let us need the wrath 
Of the mad unchained elements to teach 
Who rules them. Be it ours to meditate 115 


In these calm shades thy milder majesty, 

And to the beautiful order of thy works 
Learn to conform the order of our liv^es. 

To the Fringed Gentian 
( 1829 ) 

Thou blossom bright with autumn dew. 

And colored with the heav'en’s own blue. 
That openest wLen the quiet light 
Succeeds the keen and frosty night. 

Thou comest not when violets lean 5 

O’er wandering brooks and springs unseen, 

Or columbines, in purple dressed, 

Nod o’er the ground-bird's hidden nest. 

Thou w’aitest late, and com'st alone, 

When woods are bare and birds are flown, 10 
And frosts and shortening days portend 
The aged year is near his end. 

Then doth thy sweet and quiet eye 
Look through its fringes to the sky. 

Blue — blue — as if that sky let fall 15 

A flower from its cerulean wall. 

1 would that thus, when I shall sec 
The hour of death draw near to me, 

Hope Iflossoming within my heart, 

May look to heaven as I depart. 20 

The Prairies 

( 1832 ) 

In 1832 Biwant crossed the Allegheny Moun- 
tains hv stage, went down the Ohio River by 
steamboat, and traveled over Illinois by wagon 
and on horseback. 

These are the gardens of the Desert, these 
The unshorn Adds, boundless and beautiful. 
For which the speech of England has no 
name — 

The Prairies. I behold them for the first. 
And my heart swells while the dilated sight 5 
Takes in the encircling vastness. Lo, they 
stretch 

In airs' undulations, far away. 

As if the Ocean, in his gentlest swell, 

Stood still, with all his rounded billows fixed 
And motionless forever. Motionless? 10 
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So, they are all unchained again: the clouds 
S\'eep over with their shadows, and, be- 
neath, 

The surface rolls and fluctuates to the eye; 
Dark hollows seem to glide along and chase 
The sunny ridges. Breezes of the South, 15 
Who toss the golden and the flame-like 
flowers, 

And pass the prairie-hawk that, poised on 
high, 

Flaps his broad wings, yet moves not, ye 
have played 

Among the palms of Mexico and vines 
Of Texas, and have crisped the limjnd 
brooks 20 

That from the fountains of Sonora glide 
Into the calm Pacific: have \c fanned 
A nobler or a lo\ elier scene than this? 

Man hath no part in all this glorious work: 
The hand that built the firmament hath 
heaved 25 

And smoothed thche \erdant swells, and 
sown their slopes 

With herbage, planted them with island 
groves. 

And hedged them round with forests. Fit- 
ting floor 

For this magnificent temple of the sky, 

With flowers whose glory and whose multi- 
tude 30 

Rival the constellations! The great heavens 
Seem to stoop dowm upon the scene in love — 
A nearer vault, and of a tenderer blue, 

Than that which bends above our Eastern 
hills. 

As o’er the verdant waste I guide my steed, 
Among the high rank grass that .sweeps his 
sides, 36 

The hollow beating of his footstep seems 
A sacrilegious sound. 1 think of those 
Upon whose rest he tramples: are they here, 
The dead of other days? and did the dust 40 
Of these fair solitudes once stir with life 
And burn with passion? Let the mighty 
mounds 

That overlook the rivers, or that rise 
In the dim forest crowMed with old oaks, 
Answer. A race that long has passed away 45 
Built them; a disciplined and populous race 
Heaped, with long toil, the earth, w'hile yet 
the Greek 


Was hewing the Pentelicus to forms 
Of symmetry, and rearing on its rock 
The glittering Parthenon. These ample 
fields 50 

Nourished their harvests; here their herds 
were fed, 

When haply by their stalls the bison lowed. 
And bowed his maned shoulder to the yoke. 
All day this desert murmured with their toils, 
Till twilight blushed, and lovers w'alked, and 
w ooed 55 

In a forgotten language, and old tunes. 

From in.struments of uiiremembercd form, 
Gave the soft winds a \oicc. The red man 
came, 

The roaming hunter tribes, warlike and fierce, 
And the mound-builders vanished from the 
earth. 60 

The solitude of centuries untold 
Has settled where they dw'clt. The prairic- 
w'olf 

Hunts in their me.idows, and his fresh-dug 
den 

Yawns by my path. The gopher mines the 
ground 

Where stood their swarming cities. All is 
gone: 65 

All save the jiiles of earth that hold their 
bones; 

The platforms where they worshipped un- 
known gods; 

The Ijarriers which they Iniilded from the 
.soil 

To keep the foe at bay, till o’er the walls 
The wild beleaguerers broke, and, one by 
one, 70 

The stnmgholds of the plain were forced and 
heaped 

With cor[)scs. The brown vultures of the 
W’(jod 

Flocked to tho.se vast uncovered sepulchres, 
And sat, un.scared and .silent, at their feast. 
Haply .some solitary fugitive, 75 

Lurking in marsh and forest, till the sense 
Of desolation and of fear became 
Bitterer than death, yielded himself to die. 
Man’s better nature triumphed then: kind 
words 

Welcomed and soothed him; the rude con- 
querors 80 

Seated the captive with their chiefs; he chose 
A bride among their maidens, and at length 
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Seemed to forget — yet ne’er forgot — the 
wife 

Of his first love, and her sweet little ones 
Butchered amid their shrieks, with all his 
race. 85 

Thus change the forms of being. Thus 
arise 

Races of living things, glorious in strength, 
And perish, as the quickening breath of God 
Fills them or is withdrawn. The red man, 
too, 

Has left the blooming wilds he ranged so 
long, 90 

And, nearer to the Rocky Mountains, sought 
A wilder hunting-ground. The beaver builds 
No longer by these streams, but far aw'ay, 

On waters whose blue surface ne’er gave 
l)a( k 

The white man’s face, among Missouri’s 
Sjirings, 95 

And j^ools whose issues swell the Oregon, 

He lears his hide Venice. In these plains 
d'he bison feeds no more: twice twenty 
leagues 

Beyond remotest smoke of hunter’s camp. 
Roams the majestic brute, in herds that 
shake 100 

The earth with thundering steps — yet here 
1 meet 

His ancient footprints stamped beside the 
pool. 

Still this great solitude is quick with life. 
Myriads of insects, gaudy as the flow'ers 
They flutter over, gentle quadrupeds, 105 
And birds that scarce have learned the fear 
of man. 

Are here, and sliding reptiles of the ground, 
Startlingly beautiful. The graceful deer 
Bounds to the wood at my approach. The 
bee, 

A more adventurous colonist than man, 110 
W'ith whom he came across the eastern deep, 
Fills the sav’annas with his murmurings. 

And hides his sweets, as in the golden age. 
Within the hollow oak. I listen long 
To his domestic hum, and think I hear 115 
The sound of that advancing multitude 
Which soon shall fill these deserts: from the 
ground 

Gomes up the laugh of children, the soft voice 


Of maidens, and the sweet and solemn hy^nn 
Of Sabbath worshippers; the low of herds 120 
Blends with the rustling of the heavy grain 
Over the dark-brown furrows. All at once 
A fresher wind sweeps by and breaks mv 
dream. 

And I am in the wilderness alone. 

The Poet 

{ 1863 ) 

Thou who wouldst wear the name 

Of poet ’mid thy brethren of mankind, 
And clothe in w’ords of flame 

Thoughts that shall live within the genera] 
mind ! 

Deem not the framing of a deathless lay 5 
The pastime of a drowsy summer day. 

But gather all thy powers 

And wreak them on the verse that thou 
dost weave, 

And in thy lonely hours. 

At silent morning or at wakeful eve, 10 
While the warm current tingles through thy 
veins 

Set forth the burning words in fluent strains 

No smooth array of phrase. 

Artfully sought and ordered though it be, 
Which the cold rhymer lays 15 

Upon his page with languid industry, 

Can w'ake the listless pulse to livelier speed. 
Or fill with sudden tears the eyes that read. 

The secret wouldst thou know' 

To touch the heart or fire the blood at 
will? 20 

Let thine own eyes o’erflow; 

Let thy lips quiver with the passionate 
thrill; 

Seize the great thought, ere yet its power be 
past, 

And bind, in words, the fleet emotion fast. 

Then, should thy verse appear 25 

Halting and harsh, and all unaptly 
wrought, 

Touch the crude line with fear. 

Save in the moment of impassioned 
thought; 



359 


WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT 


Then summon back the original glow, and 
mend 

The strain with rapture that with fire was 
penned. 30 

Vet let no empty gust 
Of passion find an utterance in thy lay, 

A blast that whirls the dust 
Along the howling street and dies away; 
But feelings of calm power and mighty 
sweep, 35 

Like currents journeying through the wind- 
less deep. 

Seek’st thou, in living lays, 

To limn the beauty of the earth and sky? 
Before thine inner gaze 

Let all that beauty in clear vision lie; 40 
Look on it with exceeding love, and write 
The words inspired by wonder and delight. 

Of tempests wouldst thou sing, 

Or tell of battles — make thyself a part 
Of the great tumult; cling 45 

To the tossed wreck with terror in thy 
heart; 

Scale, with the assaulting host, the rampart’s 
height, 

And strike and struggle in the thickest fight. 

So shalt thou frame a lay 
That haply may endure from age to age, 
And they who read shall say: 51 

“What witchery hangs upon this poet’s 
page ! 

^Vhat art is his the written spells to find 
That sway from mood to mood the willing 
mind !” 


On the Nature of Poetry 

This is the first of a series of four lectures on 
poetry which Bryant delivered before the Ath- 
enaeum Society in New York in April, 1826. They 
were not published till 1884. 

Of the nature of poetry different ideas 
have been entertained. The ancient critics 
seemed to suppose that they did something 
toward giving a tolerable notion of it by call- 
ing it a mimetic or imitative art, and classing 
it with sculpture and painting. Of its af- 
finity with these arts there can be no doubt; 


but that affinity seems to me to consist almost 
wholly in the principles by which they all 
produce their effect, zind not in the manner 
in which those principles are reduced to 
5 practice. There is no propriety in applying 
to poetry the term imttattve in a literal and 
philosophical sense, as there is in applying 
It to painting and sculpture. The latter 
speak to the senses; poetry speaks directly to 
10 the mind. They reproduce sensible objects, 
and, by means of these, suggest the feeling or 
sentiment connected with them; poetry, by 
the symbols of words, suggests both the sensi- 
ble object and the association. 1 should be 
15 glad to learn how a poem descriptive of a 
scene or an event is any more an imitation of 
that scene or that event than a prose de- 
scription would be. A prose composition 
giving an account of the proportions and 
20 dimensions of a building, and the materials 
of which it is constructed, is certainly, so far 
as mere exactness is concerned, a better 
imitation of it than the finest poem that could 
be vvritten about it. Yet who, after all, ever 
25 thought of giving such a composition the 
name of an imitation? The truth is, painting 
and sculpture are, literally, imitative arts, 
while poetry is only metaphorically so. The 
epithet as applied to poetry may be well 
30 enough, perhaps, as a figure of speech, but 
to make a metaphor the foundation of a 
philosophical classification is putting it to a 
.service in which it is sure to confuse what it 
professes to make clear. 

35 I would rather call poetry a suggestive art. 
Its power of affecting the mind by pure sug- 
gestion, and employing, instead of a visible 
or tangible imitation, arbitrary symbols, as 
unlike as possible to the things with which it 
40 deals, is what distinguishes this from its two 
sister arts. It is owing to its operation by 
means of suggestion that it affects different 
minds with such different degrees of force. 
In a picture or a statue the colors and forms 
45 employed by the artist impress the senses 
with the greatest distinctness. In painting, 
there is little — in sculpture, there is less — 
for the imagination to supply. It is true 
that different minds, according to their 
50 several degrees of cultivation, will receive 
different degrees of pleasure from the pro- 
ductions of these arts, and that the moral as- 
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sociations they suggest will be variously felt, 
and in some instances variously interpreted. 
Still, the impression made on the senses is in 
all cases the same; the same figures, the same 
lights and shades, are seen by all beholders 5 
alike. But the creations of Poetry have in 
themselves nothing of this precision and 
fixedness of form, and depend greatly for 
their vividness and clearness of impression 
upon the mind to which they are presented. 10 
Language, the great machine with which her 
miracles arc wrought, is contrived to have an 
ajiplication to all possible things; and wonder- 
ful as this contrivance is, and numerous and 
varied as are its combinations, it is still 15 
limited and imperfect, and, in point of com- 
prehensiveness, distinctness, and variety, 
falls infinitely short of the mighty and di- 
versified world of matter and mind of which 
it professes to be the representative. It is, 20 
however, to the very limitation of this power 
of language, as it seems to me, that Poetry 
owes her magic. The most detailed of her 
descriptions, which, by the way, are not 
always the most striking, are composed of a 25 
few touches; they are glimpses of things 
thrown into the mind; here and there a trace 
of the outline; here a gleam of light, and 
there a dash of shade. But these very touches 
act like a spell upon the imagination and 30 
awaken it to greater activity, and fill it, per- 
haps, with greater delight than the best de- 
fined objects could do. The imagination is 
the most active and the least siLSceptible of 
fatigue of all the faculties of the human mind; 35 
its more intense exercise is tremendous, and 
sometimes unsettles the reason; its repose is 
only a gentle sort of activity; nor am I certain 
that it is ever quite unemployed, for even in 
our sleep it is still awake and busy, and 40 
amuses itself with fabricating our dreams. To 
this restless faculty — which is unsatisfied 
when the whole of its work is done to its 
hands, and which is ever w'andering from the 
combination of ideas directly presented to it 45 
to other combinations of its own — it is the 
office of poetry to furnish the exercise in 
which it delights. Poetry is that art which 
selects and arranges the s>Tnbols of thought 
in such a manner zis to excite it the most 50 
powerfully and delightfully. The imagina- 
tion of the reader is guided, it is true, by the 


poet, and it is his business to guide it skilfully 
and agreeably; but the imagination in the 
mean time is by no means passive. It pur- 
sues the path which the poet only points out, 
and shapes its visions from the scenes and 
allusions which he giv^es. It fills up his 
sketches of beauty wdth wLat suits its own 
highest conceptions of the beautiful, and 
completes his outline of grandeur with the 
noblest images its own stores can furnish. 
It is obvious that the degree of perfection 
with which this is done must depend great!)' 
upon the strength and cultivation of that 
faculty. For example, in the following pas- 
sage, in which Milton describes the general 
mother passing to her daily task among the 
flowers: 

“With goddess-like demeanor forth she went 
Not unattended, for on her as queen 
A pomp of winning graces waited still.” 

The coldest imagination, on reading it, 
will figure to itself, in the person of Eve, the 
finest forms, attitudes, and movements of 
female loveliness and dignity, which, after 
all, are not described, but only hinted at b\ 
the poet. A w'ariner fancy, kindling at the 
delicate allusions in these lines, will not onlv 
bestow these attractions on the principal 
figure, but will fill the air around her with 
beauty, and people it with the airy forms of 
the graces; it will see the delicate proportions 
of their limbs, the lustre of their flowing hair, 
and the soft light of their eyes. Take, also, 
the following passage from the same poet, 
in which, speaking of Satan, he sa\s: 

“His face 

Deep sears of thunder had entrenched, and car^ 
Sal on his faded cheek — but under brows 
Of dauntless courage and considerate pride 
Waiting revenge; eruel his e\e but cast 
Signs of remorse and passion to behold 
The fellows of his crime, the followers rather, 
(Far other once beheld in bliss), condemned 
P'or evermore to have their lot in pain,” 

The imagination of the reader is stimulated 
by the hints in this powerful passage to form to 
itself an idea of the features in which reside 
this strong expression of malignity and de- 
jection — the brow, the cheek, the eye of the 
fallen angel, bespeaking courage, pride, the 
settled purpose of revenge, anxiety, sorrow 
for the fate of his followers, and fearfully 
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marked with the wrath of the Almighty. 
There can be no doubt that the picture which 
ihis passage calls up in the minds of different 
individuals will vary accordingly cis the im- 
a?ination is more or less vivid, or more or 
less excited in the perusal. It will vary, also, 
accordingly as the individual is more or less 
experienced in the visible expression of strong 
passion, and as he is in the habit of associat- 
ing the idea of certain emotions with certain 
configurations of the countenance. 

There is no question that one principal 
office of poetry is to excite the imagination, 
but this is not its sole, nor perhaps its chief, 
province; another of its ends is to touch the 
lieart, and, as I expect to show in this lecture. 
It has something to do with the understand- 
ing. I know that some critics have made 
poetry to consist solely in the exercise of the 
imagination. They distinguish poetry from 
pathos. They talk of pure ])oeti'y, and by this 
phrase they mean passages of mere imagery, 
with the least possible infusion of human 
emotion. I do not know by what authority 
these gentlemen take the term poetry from 
the people, and thus limit its meaning. 

In its ordinary acceptation, it has, in all 
ages and all countries, included something 
more. When we speak of a poem, we do 
not mean merely a tissue of striking images. 
The most beautiful poetry is that which 
takes the strongest hold of the feelings, and, 
if it is really the most beautiful, then it is 
poetry in the highest sense. Poetry is con- 
stantly resorting to the language of the 
passions to heighten the effect of her pictures; 
and, if this be not enough to entitle that 
language to the appellation of poetical, I am 
not aware of the meaning of the term. Is 
there no poetry in the wrath of Achilles? 
Is there no poetry in the passage where Lear, 
in the tent of Cordelia, just recovered from 
his frenzy, his senses yet infirm and unassured, 
addresses his daughter as she kneels to ask 
his blessing? 

“Prav do not mock me; 

I am a very foolish, fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward: 

Not an hour more or less, and to deal plainly 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind.” 

Is there no poetry in the remorse of Othello, 
in the terrible consciousness of guilt which 


haunts Macbeth, or the lamentations of 
Antony over the body of his friend, the de- 
voted love of Juliet, and the self-sacrificing 
affection of Cleopatra? In the immortal 
5 work of Milton, is there no poetry in the 
penitence of Adam, or in the sorrows of Eve 
at being excluded from Paradise? The truth 
is, that poetry which docs not find its way 
to the heart is scarcely deserving of the name; 
lo it may be brilliant and ingenious, but it soon 
wearies the attention. The feelings and the 
imagination, when skiliully touched, act 
reciprocally on each other. For example, 
when the poet introduces Ophelia, young, 
15 beautiful, and unfortunate, the wildness of 
frenzy in her eye, dressed willi fiintastic 
garlands of wild flowers, and singing snatches 
of old tunes, there is a picture for the imagina- 
tion, but it is one which iffeets the heart. 
20 But when, in the midst of her incoherent 
talk, she utters some simple allusion to her 
own sorrows, as when she says, 

“We know what we arc, but know not 
what we may be,” this touching sentence, 
25 addressed merely to our sympathy, strongly 
excites the imagination. It sets before us the 
days when site knew sorrow only by name, 
belore her father was slain by the hand of 
her lover, and Ijcfore her lover was estranged, 
30 and makes us feel the hea\ incss of that afflic- 
tion which crushed a being so gentle and in- 
nocent and happy. 

Those poems, however, as I have already 
hinted, which arc ap{)arently the most af- 
35 fluent of imagery, arc not always those 
which most kindle the reader’s imagination. 
It is because the ornaments with which they 
abound arc not naturally suggested by the 
sul>ject, not poured forth from a mind 
40 warmed and occupied by it; but a forced 
fruit of the fancy, jjroduced by labor, with- 
out .spontaneity or excitement. 

The language of passion is naturally 
figurative, but its figures are only employed 
45 to heighten the intensity of the expression; 
they are never introduced for their own sake. 
Important, therefore, as may be the office 
of the imagination in poetry, the great spring 
of poetry is emotion. It is this power that 
50 holds the key of the storehouse where the 
mind has laid up its images, and that alone 
can op>en it without violence. All the forms 
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of fancy stand ever in its sight, ready to ex- 
ecute its bidding. Indeed, I doubt not that 
most of the offences against good taste in this 
kind of composition are to be traced to the 
absence of emotion. A desire to treat agree- 
ably or impressively a subject by which the 
writer is himself little moved, leads him into 
great mistakes about the means of effecting 
his purpose. This is the origin of cold con- 
ceits, of prosing reflections, of the minute 
painting of uninteresting circumstances, and 
of the opposite extremes of tameness and ex- 
travagance. On the other hand, strong feel- 
ing is always a sure guide. It rarely offends 
against good taste, because it instinctively 
chooses the most effectual means of com- 
municating itself to others. It gives a variety 
to the composition it inspires, with which the 
severest taste is delighted. It may some- 
times transgress arbitrary rules, or offend 
against local associations, but it speaks a 
language which reaches the heart in all 
countries and all times. Everywhere are the 
sentiments of fortitude and magnanimity 
uttered in strains that brace our own nerves, 
and the dead mourned in accents that draw 
our tears. 

But poetry not only addresses the passions 
and the imagination; it appeals to the under- 
standing also. So far as this position relates 
to the [irinciples of taste which lie at the 
foundation of all poetry, and by which its 
merits are tried, I believe its truth will not 
be doubted. These principles have their 
origin in the reason of things, and are in- 
vestigated and applied by the judgment. 
True it is that they may be observed by one 
who has never speculated about them, but 
it is no less true that their observance alwuys 
gratifies the understanding with the fitness, 
the symmetry, and the congruity it produces. 
To write fine poetry requires intellectual 
faculties of the highest order, and among 
these, not the least important, is the faculty 
of reason. Poetiy is the worst mask in the 
world behind which folly and stupidity could 
attempt to hide their features. Fitter, safer, 
and more congenial to them is the solemn 
discussion of unprofitable questions. Any 
obtuseness of apprehension or incapacity for 
drawing conclusions, which shows a de- 
ficiency or want of cultivation of the reason- 


ing power, is sure to expose the unfortunate 
poet to contempt and ridicule. 

But there is another point of view in which 
poetry may be said to address the under- 
5 standing — I mean in the direct lessons of 
wisdom that it delivers. Remember that it 
does not concern itself with abstract reason- 
ings, nor with any course of investigation 
that fatigues the mind. Nor is it merely 
lo didactic; but this does not prevent it from 
teaching truths which the mind instinctively 
acknowledges. The elements of moral truili 
are few and simple, but their combinations 
with human actions are as innumerable and 
15 diversified as the combinations of language. 
Thousands of inductions resulting from the 
application of great principles to human 
life and conduct lie, as it were, latent in our 
minds, which we have never drawm for our- 
20 selves, but which we admit the moment they 
are hinted at, and which, though not ab- 
struse, are yet new. Nor are these of less 
value because they require no laborious re- 
search to discover them. The best riches of 
25 the earth are produced on its surface, and 
we need no reasoning to teach us the folly of a 
people who should leave its harvests un- 
gathered to dig for its ores. The truths of 
which I have spoken, when possessing any 
30 peculiar force or beauty, are properly within 
the province of the art of which I am treating, 
and, when recommended by harmony of 
numbers, become poetry of the highest kind. 
Accordingly, they abound in the works of the 
35 most celebrated poets. When Shakespeare 
says of mercy, 

‘it is twice blessed — 

It blesses him that gives and him that takes,” 

does he not utter beautiful poetry as well as 
unquestionable truth? There are passages 
also in Milton of the same kind, which sink 
into the heart like the words of an oracle. 
For instance: 

“Evil into the mind of God or man 
May come and go so unapproved, and leave 
No spot or blame behind.” 

Take, also, the following example from Covv- 
per, in which he bears witness against the 
so guilt and folly of princes: 

“War is a game which, were their subjects wise, 
Kings should not play at. Nations would do well 
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To extort their truncheons from the puny hands 
Of heroes whose infirm and baby minds 
Arc gratified with mischief, and who spoil, 

Because men suffer it, their toy — the world.” 

call these passages poetry, because the mind 5 
nstantly acknowledges their truth and feels 
heir force, and is moved and filled and ele- 
ated by them. Nor does poetry refuse to 
arry on a sort of process of reasoning by 
leducing one truth from another. Her lo 
lemonstrations differ, however, from ordinary 
)nes by requiring that each step should be in 
tself beautiful or striking, and that they all 
hould carry the mind to the final conclusion 
.vithout the consciousness of labor. 15 

All the ways by which poetry affects the 
nind are open also to the prose-writer. All 
[hat kindles the imagination, all that excites 
emotion, all those moral truths that find an 
“cho in our bosoms, are his property as well 20 
as that of the poet. It is true that in the 
□rnaments of style the poet is allowed a 
greater license, but there are many excellent 
poems which are not distinguished by any 
liberal use of the figures of speech from prose 25 
writings composed with the same degree of 
excitement. What, then, is the ground of 
the distinction between prose and poetry? 
This is a question about which there has 
been much debate, but one which seems to 30 
me of easy solution to those who are not too 
ambitious of distinguishing themselves by 
profound researches into things already suf- 
ficiently clear. I suppose that poetry dif- 
fers from prose, in the first place, by the 35 
employment of metrical harmony. It differs 
from it, in the next place, by excluding all 
that disgusts, all that tasks and fatigues the 
understanding, and all matters which are 
too trivial and common to excite any emo- 40 
tion whatever. Some of these, verse cannot 
raise into dignity; to others, verse is an en- 
cumbrance: they are, therefore, all unfit for 
poetry; put them into verse, and they are 
prose still. 45 

A distinction has been attempted to be 
made between poetry and eloquence, and I 
acknowledge that there is one; but it seems 
to me that it consists solely in metrical ar- 
rangement. Eloquence is the poetry of s® 
prose; poetry is the eloquence of verse. The 
max^im that the poet is bom and the orator 


made is a pretty antithesis, but a moment*? 
reflection will convince us that one can be- 
come neither without natural gifts improved 
by cultivation. By eloquence I do not mean 
mere persuasiveness: there are many processes 
of argument that are not susceptible of elo- 
quence, because they require close and pain- 
ful attention. But by eloquence I under- 
stand those appeals to our moral perceptions 
that produce emotion as soon as they are 
uttered. It is in these that the orator is him- 
self affected with the feelings he would 
communicate, that his eyes glisten, and his 
frame seems to dilate, and his voice acquires 
an unwonted melody, and his sentences ar- 
range themselves into a .sort of measure and 
harmony, and the listener is chained in in- 
voluntary and breathless attention. This 
is the very enthusiasm that is the parent of 
poetry. Let the same man go to his closet and 
clothe in numbers conceptions full of the 
same fire and spirit, and they will be poetry. 

In conclusion, I will observe that the ele- 
ments of jxx'try make a part of our natures, 
and that every individual is more or less a 
poet. In this “bank-note world,” as it has 
been happily denominated, wc sometimes 
meet with individuals who declare that they 
have no taste for jioetry. But by their leave 
I will a.ssert they are mistaken; they have it, 
although they may have never cultivated it. 
Is there any one among them who will con- 
fess himself insensible to the beauty of order 
or to the pleasure of varu‘ty — two princijilcs, 
the happy mingling of whic>h makes the per- 
fection of poetic nunibers? Is there any one 
whose eye is uridelighied with beautiful 
forms and colors, whose car is not charmed 
by sweet sounds, and who sees no loveliness 
in the returns of light and darkne.ss, and the 
changes of the sea.sons? Is there any one for 
whom the works of Nature have no associa- 
tions but such as relate to his animal wants? 
Is there any one to whom her great courses 
and operations show no majesty, to whom 
they impart no knowledge, and from whom 
they hide no secrets? Is there any one who 
is attached by no tifs to his fellow-beings, 
who has no hopes for the future, and no mem- 
ory of the past? Have they all forgotten the 
days and the friends of their childhood, and 
do they all shut their eyes to the advances of 
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age? Have they nothing to desire and noth- 
ing to lament, and are their minds never 
darkened with the shadows of fear? Is it, in 
short, for these men that life has no pleasures 
and no pains, the grave no solemnity, and 
the world to come no mysteries? All these 
things are the sources of poetry, and they 
are not only part of ourselves, but of the 
universe, and will expire only with the last 
of the creatures of God. 

Editorial 

[The Election oj Lincoln] 

{ 7860 ) 

What the more sagacious calculators of 
chances in the different political parties were 
prepared for has now become a fact; the 
Republican party has triumphed, and Abra- 
ham Lincoln, if he lives to the Fourth of 
March next, will be President of the United 
States. An immense majority in the free 
states are now rejoicing in the result; a large 
minority of the citizens of southern states, 
hitherto trampled under the iron heel of an 
oligarchy which has shown itself as impatient 
of the freedom of thought as any of the des- 
potisms of the Old World, are rejoicing with 
still more intense delight. Even in the slave 
slates the elections have taken a turn which 
shows how strongly a large proportion of their 
])rople sympathize with their brethren of the 
North. V irginia, the most powerful of them 
all, has emphatically rebuked the disunionists 
and their treasonable schemes by giving her 
voice for Bell and Everett. In Kentucky, one 
of the most flourishing of the offshoots from 
Virginia, the disunionists are beaten by a 
large majority; Breckinridge, one of her sons, 
who should have had her vote, if he had not 
held opinions and cherished views offensive 
to her people, is set aside, and electors who 
arc to vote for Bell are chosen by a large 
majority. In Marvland the struggle between 
Bell and Breckinridge is close, but the state 


slave state, gives a majority of two hundred 
for the Lincoln ticket. Missouri turns her 
back on Breckinridge, and gives her vote to 
Douglas. It is impossible to regard these 
results of the election in that great belt of 
slave states which immediately adjoin the 
free, otherwise than as the strongest expres- 
sion they could give of their inflexible de- 
termination to abide by our federal Union. 

There are various causes of congratulation 
in this survey of our successes. It is most 
gratifying to see what we believe to be a 
righteous cause — the cause of justice and 
humanity — after a long and weary struggle, 
5 closed by a decisive triumph. It is consoling 
to those who cherish high hopes of tlie 
destinies of our race, to see a great people, 
after a long discussion, in which the subtlest 
skill has been employed to varnish over wrong 
and give it a semblance of fairness, and, after 
allowing itself for a time to be misled by 
these sophistries, at length breaking through 
them all, and deciding boldly and firmly for 
the right. 

We congratulate the country, moreover, 
on having escaped the confusion, the agita- 
tions and the corruption which must almost 
necessarily attend the choice of a President 
by the House of Representatives. These 
dangers have of late been so strongly pressed 
upon the public attention that we need not 
dwell upon them here. This consideration 
had no doubt its effect in enabling us to foil 
the scheme of those who hoped, by a com- 
bination of all the factions opposed to the 
Republican party in the free states, to carry 
the choice of a President into Congress, and 
to convulse the Union with another series of 
manoeuvTes and intrigues, such as were put 
in motion last winter to prevent the election 
of a Republican Speaker. 

We congratulate the country also in the 
termination of the almost frantic struggle of 
the slaveholders for the introduction of their 
baleful institution into the territories. How 
violent that struggle has been; how reckless 
those who w^ere engaged in it have been of 


would have gone for Bell by a considerable the plainest rules of justice, and how indif- 
majority had not the friends of Lincoln ferent to the peace of the country, we need 


nominated and supported a ticket of their 50 not stop to describe. The contest is now 


own. Wilmington, one of the most busy, necessarily at an end; it can go no further, 
enterprising and prosperous tow'ns in any The controversy is closed. There can be no 
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hope of influencing the Executive to favor 
their designs; the expectation of re-opening 
the slave trade to people these territories with 
African bondmen is at an end, never, prob- 
ably, to be revived. 

We might enlarge this list of reasons for 
congratulation to an indefinite extent; but 
we rather pass on to remark that our re- 
joicing at the success we have obtained 
should be sobered by the reflection that we 
have taken upon ourselves immense responsi- 
bilities which we must consider how we shall 
faithfully discharge. For two years to come 
we must expect to find a majority in both 
Houses of Congress influenced by a spirit of 
distrust, if not of hostility, to the Republican 
administration. We must have patience to 
wait till, by a wise and impartial course of 
conduct, by a strict regard to the rights of the 
states, by a careful abstinence from every 
doubtful exercise of authority, by a frugal 
administration of the finances, and by the 
selection of wise, able and upright men as 
the agents of the government in every post, 
distrust shall be changed to confidence, and 
hostility disarmed of its weapons. We have 
pronounced in favor of a most conscientious 
as well as most able man to fill the Executive 
chair. The administration of the federal 
government must be conformed in all re- 


spects to the character of our Chief Magis- 
trate, or the hold which we have obtained 
on the people is lost. Our success in the 
election, by deciding one question, the ex- 
tension of slavery to the territories, has de- 
prived our party of one important bond of 
union, one of the most powerful causes which 
have attracted to it the interest and favor of 
the people. Its place can only be supplied 
by an earnest endeavor to distinguish the 
Republican administration by an enlightened 
zeal for the public welfare. 

In closing our remarks we take this oc- 
casion to congratulate the old friends of the 
Evening Post, who have read it for the last 
score of years or thereabouts, on this new 
triumph of the principles which it maintains. 
The Wilmot Proviso is now consecrated as a 
part of the national public policy by this 
election; but earlier than the Wilmot Proviso 
was the opposition of our journal to the en- 
largement of slavery. It began with the first 
whisper of the scheme to annex Texas to the 
American Union, and it has been steadily 
maintained from that moment till now, 
when the right and justice of our cause is 
proclaimed, in a general election, by the 
mighty voice of a large majority of thirty 
millions of people. 


Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) 


Edgar Poe was born in Boston, January 19, 1809, to parents who were itinerant 
actors. His parents died less than three years later, and he was taken into the Rich- 
mond home of Mr. and Mrs. John Allan, whose name he later adopted. Although 
Poe’s relation to them was never happy, they opened educational opportunities to the 
orphan. From 1815 to 1820 he studied at schools in England and during the next 
five years in Richmond. In February, 1826, he entered the University of Virginia, 
soon acquired heavy gambling debts and a reputation as a hard drinker, and was 
taken out of the University by Allan in December of the same year. Over the settle- 
ment of the debts they had the last and bitterest of many quarrels, and in 1827 Foe 
enlisted, in Boston, in the United States battery of artillery. Another result of the 
trip to Boston was Tamerlane and Other Poems “by a Bostonian,’^ published 1827. 

Within two years Poe had risen to the rank of sergeant-major, and had found time 
to produce another volume of verse, Al Aaraaj, Tamerlane ^ and Minor Poems (1829). 
Because of his honorable record in the battery he was recommended to a cadetship 
at West Point, where he matriculated July 1, 1830. Less than eight months later he 
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secured his dismissal when he was disowned by his foster-father. From this time 
Poe was dependent on his pen for a livelihood. 

A new volume of poems issued in 1 831 showed a surer touch. The next four years 
he spent mostly in Baltimore, writing poems and stories. In 1833 the Baltimore Sat- 
urday Visitor awarded to him a prize of $100 for the best short story submitted to its 
contest. It was one of his few financial successes (“The Raven,” in 1844, brought 
him much fame and ten dollars in cash). He was never free from want and poverty, 
and his personal habits were not conducive to conserving what he did make. In 1835 
he removed to Richmond and became editor of the Southern Literary Messenger, for 
which publication his contributions won a great reputation. In 1836 he married his 
cousin, Virginia Clernm, a girl of thirteen. The next year he lost his position on the 
Messenger, because of frequent absence usually due to alcohol. 

He spent a year in New York, then settled in Philadelphia, and became editor of 
Graham^ s Magazine (1841-42). His Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque were published 
in 1840, and in 1843 “The Gold Bug” won him another $100 prize. His wife was an 
invalid and he was drinking more than ever when, soon after, he took his family to 
New York to seek new opportunities. 

The Raven and Other Poems, 1845, made him famous, and in 1845 and 1846 (until the 
failure of the journal) he was editor of the Broadway Journal. In 1 846 he contributed 
the “Literati” sections to Godefs Lady'*s Book. His wife died in 1847. The rest of his 
story is one of poverty, intoxication, mistaken love affairs, and, frequently, fine 
poems. In 1849 he visited Richmond for the last time, and became engaged to a 
sweetheart of his youth, then a wealthy widow. On his way south for the marriage, 
he celebrated the coming event with some acquaintances in Baltimore, was found 
unconscious on the street, and died four days later, October 7, 1 849. 

Much of Poe’s writing is as sombre and tragic as his life. “The saddest and the 
strangest figure in American literary history,” Campbell called him in CHAL. “Few 
writers have lived a life so full of struggle and disappointment, and none have lived 
and died more com{)letely out of sympathy with their times . . . the widest differences 
of opinion hav e existed as to his place and his achievements. But there are few today 
who will not readily concede to him a place among the foremost writers of America, 
whether in prose or in verse, and there are not wanting those who account him one of 
the two or three writers of indisputable genius that America has produced.” 

The best collected edition of Poe is the Virginia edition, edited in 17 volumes by 
J. A. Harrison in 1902. The best edition of the poems alone is that by Killis Camp- 
bell, 1917. There is a good biography in the American Men of Letters series by 
George E. Woodberry, 1885, which was expanded into a 2-volume work, The Life of 
Edgar Allan Poe, 1909, admirably judicious and well written. A work of scholarship, 
thorough and cautious, is A. H. Quinn’s Edgar Allan Poe: A Critical Biography, 1941. 
A numlx-r of Killis Campbell’s learned articles were collected in The Mind of Poe and 
Otfier Studies, 1933. Poe’s literary theory'' is the subject of the first chapter in N. Foer- 
ster’s American Criticism, 1928. Perhaps the most acute criticism of Poe is that by 
W. C. Brownell in American Prose Masters, 1909. 

Note. In addition to the following selected poems, see the poems that Poe in- 
cluded in his tales: “The Conqueror Worm,” page 383, and “The Haunted Palace,” 
pages 392-393. 
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’Neath Blue-Bell or Streamer 

Song from Al Aaraaf 

{ca 1827-29) 

’Neath blue-bell or streamer — 

Or tufted wild spray 
That keeps, from the dreamer, 

The moonbeam away — 

Bright beings ! that ponder, 5 

With half closing eyes, 

On the stars which your wonder 
Hath drawn from the skies. 

Till they glance thro’ the shade, and 

Come down to your brow lo 

Like eyes of the maiden 

Who calls on you now — 

Arise! from your dreaming 
In violet bowers, 

To duty beseeming i5 

These star-litten hours — 

And shake from your tresses 
Encumber’d with dew 
The breath of those kisses 

That cumber them too — 20 

(0 1 how, without you. Love ! 

Could angels be blest?) 

Those kisses of true love 
That lull’d ye to rest ! 

Up! — shake from your wing 25 

Each hindering thing: 

The dew of the night — 

It would weigh down your flight; 

And true love caresses — 

O! leave them apart! 30 

They are light on the tresses, 

But lead on the heart. 

Ligeia! Ligeia! 

My beautiful one! 

Whose harshest idea 35 

Will to melody run, 

O ! is it thy will 

On the breezes to toss? 

Or, capriciously still. 

Like the lone Albatross, 40 

Incumbent on night 
(As she on the air) 

To keep watch with delight 
On the harmony there? 

Ligeia! wherever 45 

Thy image may be. 


No magic shall sever 
Thy music from thee. 

Thou hast bound many eyes 

In a dreamy sleep — So 

But the strains still arise 

Which thy vigilance keep — 

The sound of the rain 

Which leaps down to the flower, 

And dances again 55 

In the rhythm of the shower — 

The murmur that springs 
From the growing of grass 
Are the music of things — 

But are modell’d, alas ! — 60 

Away, then my dearest, 

O! hie thee away 
To springs that lie clearest 
Beneath the moon-ray — 

To lone lake that smiles, 6 $ 

In its dream of deep rest. 

At the many star-isles 

That enjewel its breast — 

Where wild flowers, creeping. 

Have mingled their shade, 70 

On its margin is sleeping 
Full many a maid — 

Some have left the cool glade, and 
Have slept with the bee — 

Arouse them my maiden, 75 

On moorland and lea — 

Go ! breathe on their slumber. 

All softly in ear, 

The musical number 

They slumber’d to hear — 80 

For what can awaken 
An angel so soon 
Whose sleep hath been taken 
Beneath the cold moon. 

As the spell which no slumber 8 $ 

Of witchery may test. 

The rhythmical number 
Which lull’d him to rest? 

Romance 

(1829) 

Romance, who loves to nod and sing. 

With drowsy head and folded wing, 

Among the green leaves as they shake 
Far down within some shadowy lake, 

To me a painted paroquet 
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Hath been — a most familiar bird — 
Taught me my alphabet to say — 

To lisp my very earliest words 
While in the wild wood I did lie, 

A child — with a most knowing eye. i< 

Of late, eternal Condor years 
So shake the very Heaven on high 
With tumult as they thunder by, 

I have no time for idle cares 
Through gazing on the unquiet sky. 15 

And when an hour with calmer wings 
Its down upon my spirit flings — 

That little time with lyre and rhyme 
To while away — forbidden things! 

My heart would feel to be a crime 20 

Unless it trembled with the strings. 

Sonnet — To Science 

(1829) 

Science! true daughter of Old Time thou art! 
Who alterest all things with thy peering eyes. 
Why preycst thou thus upon the poet’s heart. 
Vulture, whose wings are dull realities? 

How should he love thee? or how deem thee 
wise, ^ 

Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering 
To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies, 
Albeit he soared with an undaunted wing? 
Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car? 
<\nd driven the Hamadryad from the wood 
To seek a shelter in some happier star? n 
Hast thou not torn the Naiad from her flood, 
The Elfin from the green grass, and from me 
The summer dream beneath the tamarind 
tree? 

A Dream Within a Dream 

(1827, 1829, 1849) 

Take this kiss upon the brow! 

And, in parting from you now, 

Thus much let me avow — 

You arc not wrong, who deem 

That my days have been a dream; 5 

Yet if hope has flown away 

In a night, or in a day. 

In a vision, or in none, 

Is it therefore the less gone? 


All that we see or seem 

Is but a dream within a dream. 

I stand amid the roar 
Of a surf-tormented shore. 

And I hold within my hand 
Grains of the golden sand — 

How few ! yet how they creep 
Through my fingers to the deep. 

While I weep — while I weep ! 

O God ! can I not grasp 

Them with a tighter clasp? 20 

O God! can I not save 

One from the pitiless wave? 

Is all that we see or seem 
But a dream within a dream? 

To Helen 
(1831) 

According to Poe’s own statement, this poem was 
inspired by his love for Mrs. Jane Stith Stanard, of 
Richmond, whose home he had visited when a boy. 
“The truest, tenderest of this world’s most womanly 
souls, and an angel to my forlorn and darkened 
nature,” she became the object of “the first purely 
ideal love of my soul.” After her death in 1824, 
the youth disconsolately cherished her memory. 
Though Lowell stated that Poe wrote the poem 
about a year after her death, when he was but 
fourteen, it is probable that it was composed con- 
siderably later. The version of 1831 is plainly in- 
ferior to the final form. Lines 9, 10, for example 
in 1831 read: ^ 

“To the beauty of fair Greece 
And the grandeur of old Rome.” 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 

Like those Nicean barks of yore. 

That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 

The weary, way-worn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 5 

On desperate seas long wont to roam, 

Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face. 

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

And the grandeur that was Rome. 10 

Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand. 

The agate lamp within thy hand ! 

Ah, Psyche, from the regions which 
Are Holy-Land ! 
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Israfel 

( 1831 ) 

“And the angel Israfel, whose heart-strings are a 
lute and who has the sweetest voice of all God’s 
creatures. — Koran” (Poe’s note, 1845). It may 
be noted that Poe is here quoting (and garbling), 
not the Koran itself, but Sale’s Preliminary Dis- 
course on the Koran, section IV: “the angel 
who has the most melodious voice of all Gods 
creatures.” The interpolated phrase “whose 
heart-strings are a lute” Poe probably derived from 
Beranger’s “Le Refus”: 

“Son coeur est un luth suspendu; 

Sitot qu’on le touche, il r6sonne,” 

— the same lines that he used for the motto of “The 
Fall of the House of Usher.” 

In Heaven a spirit doth dwell 
“Whose heart-strings are a lute;” 

None sing so wildly well 
As the angel Israfel, 

And the giddy stars (so legends tell) 5 

Ceasing their hymns, attend the sjdcII 
Of his voice, all mute. 

Tottering above 

In her highest noon. 

The enamoured moon lo 

Blushes with love. 

While, to listen, the red levin 
(With the rapid Pleiads, even, 

Which were seven,) 

Pauses in Heaven. ^5 

And they say (the starry choir 
And the other listening things) 

That Israfeli’s fire 
Is owing to that lyre 

By which he sits and sings — 20 

The trembling living wire 
Of those unusual strings. 

But the skies that angel trod, 

Where deep thoughts are a duty — 

Where Love’s a grown-up God — 25 

Where the Houri glances are 
Imbued with all the beauty 
Which we worship in a star. 

Therefore, thou art not wrong, 

Israfeli, who despisest 30 

An unimpassioned song; 

To thee the laurels belong. 
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Best bard, because the wisest! 

Merrily live, and long I 

The ecstasies above 35 

With thy burning measures suit — 

Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love. 

With the fervour of thy lute 
Well may the stars be mute 1 

Yes, Heaven is thine; but this 40 

Is a world of sweets and sours; 

Our flowers are merely — flowers. 

And the shadow of thy perfect bliss 
Is the sunshine of ours. 

If I could dwell 45 

Where Israfel 

Hath dwelt, and he where I, 

He might not sing so wildly well 
A mortal melody, 

While a bolder note than this might swell 50 
From my lyre within the sky. 

The City in the Sea 

( 1831 , 1845 ) 

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne 
In a strange city lying alone 
Far down within the dim West, 

Where the good and the bad and the worst 
and the best 

Have gone to their eternal rest. 5 

There shrines and palaces and towers 
(Time-eaten towers that tremble not !) 
Resemble nothing that is ours. 

Around, by lifting winds forgot, 

Resignedly beneath the sky 10 

The melancholy waters lie. 

No rays from the holy heaven come down 
On the long night-time of that town; 

But light from out the lurid sea 
Streams up the turrets silently — 15 

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free 
Up domes — up spires — up kingly nails 
Up fanes — up Babylon-like walls — 

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers 
Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers 20 

Up many and many a marvellous shrine 
Whose wreathed friezes intertwine 
The viol, the violet, and the vine. 
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Resignedly beneath the sky 
The melancholy waters lie. 

So blend the turrets and shadows there 
That all seem pendulous in air, 

While from a proud tower in the town 
Death looks gigantically down. 

There open fanes and gaping graves 
Yawn level with the luminous waves; 

But not the riches there that lie 
In each idol’s diamond eye — 

Not the gayly-jewelled dead 
1 empt the waters from their bed; 

For no ripples curl, alas! 

Along that wilderness of glass — 

No swellings tell that winds may be 
Upon some far-off happier sea — 

No heavings hint that winds have been 
On seas less hideously serene. 

But lo, a stir is in the air! 

The wave — there is a movement there ! 
As if the towers had thrust aside, 

In slightly sinking, the dull tide — 

As if their tops had feebly given 
A void within the filmy Heaven. 

The waves have now a redder glow — 
"J’he hours are breathing faint and low — 
And when, amid no earthly moans, 
Down, down that town shall settle hence, 
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones. 
Shall do it reverence. 

The Sleeper 
( 1831 ) 

At midnight, in the month of June, 

I stand beneath the mystic moon. 

An opiate vapor, dewy, dim. 

Exhales from out her golden rim. 

And, softly dripping, drop by drop. 

Upon the quiet mountain top. 

Steals drowsily and musically 
Into the universal valley. 

The rosemary nods upon the grave; 

The lily lolls upon the wave; 

Wrapping the fog about its breast, 

The ruin moulders into rest; 

Looking like Lethe, see ! the lake 
A conscious slumber seems to take, 

And would not, for the world, awake. 


All Beauty sleeps! — and lo! where lies 
Irene, with her Destinies! 

Oh, lady bright! can it be right — 

This window open to the night? 

The wanton airs, from the tree-top, 
Laughingly through the lattice drop — 

The bodiless airs, a wizard rout. 

Flit through thy chamber in and out. 

And wave the curtain canopy 

So fitfully — so fearfully — 2s 

Above the closed and fringed lid 

’Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lies hid. 

That, o’er the floor and down the wall. 

Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall ! 

Oh, lady dear, has thou no fear? 30 

Why and what art thou dreaming here? 

Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas, 

A wonder to these garden trees ! 

Strange is thy pallor ! strange thy dress ! 
Strange, above all, thy length of tress, 35 
And this all solemn silentness! 

The lady sleeps ! Oh, may her sleep. 

Which is enduring, so be deep! 

Heaven have her in its sacred keep ! 

This chamber changed for one more holy, 40 
This bed for one more melancholy, 

I pray to God that she may lie 
Forever with unopened eye. 

While the pale sheeted ghosts go by ! 

My love, she sleeps ! Oh, may her sleep, 45 
As it is lasting, so be deep ! 

Soft may the worms about her creep ! 

Far in the forest, dim and old, 

For her may some tall vault unfold — 

Some vault that oft hath flung its black 50 
And winged panels fluttering back, 
Triumphant, o’er the crested palls. 

Of her grand family funerals — 

Some sepulchre, remote, alone, 

Against whose portal she hath thrown, 55 
In childhood, many an idle stone — 

Some tomb from out whose sounding door 
She ne’er shall force an echo more. 

Thrilling to think, poor child of sin! 

It was the dead who groaned within. 60 

Lenore 

( 1831 , 1843 , 1845 ) 

To 'vhom if to any one — Poe refers, is not 
known. The name Lenore, first used in the text of 



EDGAR ALLAN POE 


1843, may have been derived from Burger’s famous 
romantic ballad “Lenore,” which Scott and others 
had translated. The first and third stanz 2 is are 
spoken by the relatives of the dead Lenore, the 
second and fourth by her lover, Guy De Vere. 

Ah, broken is the golden bowl! the spirit 
flown forever! 

Let the bell toll ! — a saintly soul floats on the 
Stygian river; 

And, Guy De Vere, hast thou no tear? — 
weep now or never more! 

See ! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy 
love, Lenore ! 

Come ! let the burial rite be read — the fu- 
neral song be sung ! — 5 

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever 
died so young — 

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she 
died so young. 

“Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and 
hated her for her pride, 

“And when she fell in feeble health, ye 
blessed her — that she died ! 

“How shall the ritual, then, be read? — the 
requiem how be sung lo 

“By you — by yours, the evil eye, — by 
yours, the slanderous tongue 
“That did to death the innocence that died, 
and died so young?” 

Peccavimus; but rave not thus! and let a Sab- 
bath song 

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel 
no wrong! 

The sweet Lenore hath “gone before,” with 
Hope, that flew beside, 15 

Leaving thee wild for the dear child that 
should have been thy bride — 

For her, the fair and debonair, that now so 
lowly lies, 

The life upon her yellow hair but not within 
her eyes — 

The life still there, upon her hair — the death 
upon her eyes. 

“Avaunt! to-night my heart is light. No 
dirge will I upraise. 20 

“But waft the angel on her flight with a 
paean of old days! 

“Let no bell toll! — lest her sweet soul, amid 
its hallowed mirth, 
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“Should catch the note, as it doth float up 
from the damnM Earth. 

“To friends above, from fiends below, the 
indignant ghost is riven — 

“From Hell unto a high estate far up within 
the Heaven — 25 

“From grief and groan, to a golden throne, 
beside the King of Heaven.” 

The Valley of Unrest 
(1831, 1845) 

Once it smiled a silent dell 
Where the people did not dwell; 

They had gone unto the wars, 

Trusting to the mild-eyed stars, 

Nightly, from their azure towers, S 

To keep watch above the flowers. 

In the midst of which all day 
The red sun-light lazily lay. 

Now each visiter shall confess 

The sad valley’s restlessness. 10 

Nothing there is motionless — 

Nothing save the airs that brood 
Over the magic solitude. 

Ah, by no wind are stirred those trees 
That palpitate like the chill seas 15 

Around the misty Hebrides! 

Ah, by no wind those clouds are driven 
That rustle through the unquiet Heaven 
Uneasily, from morn till ev('n, 

Over the violets there that lie 20 

In myriad types of the human eye — 

Over the lilies there that wave 
And weep above a nameless grave! 

They wave: — from out their fragrant tops 
Eternal dews come down in drops. 25 

They weep: — from off their delicate stems 
Perennial tears descend in gems. 

The Coliseum 
(1833) 

Type of the antique Rome ! Rich reliquary 
Of lofty contemplation left to Time 
By buried centuries of pomp and power! 

At length — at length — after so many days 
Of weary pilgrimage and burning thirst, s 
(Thirst for the springs of lore that in thee lie,) 
I kneel, an altered and an humble man. 
Amid thy shadows, and so drink within 
My very soul thy grandeur, gloom, and glory ! 
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Vastness ! and Age ! and Memories of Eld ! lo 
Silence! and Desolation! and dim Night! 

I feel ye now — I feel ye in your strength — 
O spells more sure than e’er Judaean king 
Taught in the gardens of Gethsemane! 

O charms more potent than the rapt Chaldee 
Ever drew down from out the quiet stars! i6 

Here, where a hero fell, a column falls! 

Here, where the mimic eagle glared in gold, 
A midnight vigil holds the swarthy bat! 

Here, where the dames of Rome their gilded 
hair 20 

Waved to the wind, now wave the reed and 
thistle ! 

Here, where on golden throne the monarch 
lolled. 

Glides, spectre-like, unto his marble home, 
Lit by the wan light of the horned moon, 

The swift and silent lizard of the stones! 25 

But stay! these walls — these ivy-clad ar- 
cades — 

These mouldcrirg pjlinths — these sad and 
blackened shafts — 

These vague entablatures — this crumbling 
frieze — 

These shattered cornices — this wreck — this 
ruin — 

These stones — alas! these gray stones — are 
they all — 30 

All of the famed and the colossal left 
By the corrosive Hours to Fate and me? 

“Not all” — the Echoes answer me — “not 
all ! 

Prophetic sounds and loud, arise forev^er 
From us, and from all Ruin, unto the wdse, 35 
As melody from Memnon to the Sun. 

We rule the hearts of mightiest men — we 
rule 

With a despotic sway all giant minds. 

\Ve are not impotent — we pallid stones. 

Not all our power is gone — not all our 
fame — 40 

Not all the magic of our high renown — 

Not all the wonder that encircles us — 

Not all the mysteries that in us lie — 

Not all the memories that hang upon 
And cling around about us as a garment, 45 
Clothing us in a robe of more than glory.” 


To One in Paradise 

(ca. 1835 ) 

Thou wast that all to me, love. 

For which my soul did pine — 

A green isle in the sea, love, 

A fountain and a shrine, 

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flow'ers, 5 
And all the flowers were miine. 

Ah, dream too bright to last! 

Ah, starry Hope ! that didst arise 
But to be overcast! 

A voice from out the Future cries, 10 

“On! on!” — but o’er the Past 
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies 
Mute, motionless, aghast! 

For, alas! alas! with me 

The light of Life is o’er! 15 

No more — no more — no more — 

(Such language holds the solemn sea 
To the sands upon the shore) 

Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 

Or the stricken eagle soar! 2c 

And all my days are trances, 

And all my nightly dreams 
Are where thy grey eye glances, 

And where thy footstep gleams — 

In what ethereal dances, 25 

By what eternal streams. 

Dream-Land 

( 1844 ) 

By a route obscure and lonely, 

Haunted by ill angels only. 

Where an Eidolon, named Night, 

On a black throne reigns upright, 

I have reached these lands but newly 5 
From an ultimate dim Thule — 

From a wild weird clime that lieth, sublime, 
Out of Space — cut of Time. 

Bottomless vales and boundless floods. 

And chasms, and caves, and Titan woods, 
With forms that no man can discover u 
For the tears that drip all over; 

Mountains toppling ev’ermore 
Into seas without a shore; 
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Seas that restlessly aspire, iS 

Surging, unto skies of fire; 

Lakes that endlessly outspread 
Their lone waters — lone and dead, — 
Their still waters — still and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily. 20 

By the lakes that thus outspread 
Their lone waters, lone and dead, — 

Their sad waters, sad and chilly 
With the snows of the lolling lily, — 

By the mountains — near the river 25 
Murmuring lowly, murmuring ever, — 

By the grey woods, — by the swamp 
Where the toad and the newt encamp, — 
By the dismal tarns and pools 

Where dwell the Ghouls, — 30 

By each spot the most unholy — 

In each nook most melancholy, — 

There the traveller meets, aghast. 

Sheeted Memories of the Past — 

Shrouded forms that start and sigh 35 
As they pass the wanderer by — 
White-robed forms of friends long given. 

In agony, to the Earth — and Heaven. 

For the heart whose woes are legion 
’Tis a peaceful, soothing region — 40 

For the spirit that walks in shadow 
’Tis — oh ’tis an Eldorado! 

But the traveller, travelling through it. 

May not — dare not openly view it; 

Never its mysteries are exposed 45 

To the weak human eye unclosed; 

So wills its King, who hath forbid 
The uplifting of the fringed lid; 

And thus the sad Soul that here passes 
Beholds it but through darkened glasses. 50 

By a route obscure and lonely, 

Haunted by ill angels only. 

Where an Eidolon, named Night, 

On a black throne reigns upright, 

I have wandered home but newly 55 

From this ultimate dim Thule. 

The Raven 
{ca. 1842-44) 

Poe’s account of the composition of this poem 
Is given in the prose essay “The Philosophy of 
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Composition” (see page 429 ). To what extent 
this account is faithful to the facts is quite uncer- 
tain. 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pon- 
dered, weak and weary. 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of 
forgotten lore — 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly 
there came a tapping. 

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my 
chamber door. 

“’Tis some visiter,” I muttered, “tapping at 
my chamber door — 5 

Only this and nothing more.” 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak 
December; 

And each separate dying ember wrought its 
ghost upon the floor. 

Eagerly I wished the morrow; — vainly I 
had souglu to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow — sorrow 
for the lost Lenore — 10 

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the 
angels name Lenore — 

Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each 
purple curtain 

Thrilled me — filled me with fantastic terrors 
never felt before; 

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, 

I stood repeating 15 

“’Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my 
chamber door — 

Some late visiter entreating entrance at my 
chamber door; — 

This it is and nothing more.” 

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating 
then no longer, 

“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgive- 
ness I implore; 20 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently 
you came rapping. 

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at 
my chamber door. 

That I scarce was sure I heard you” — here 
I opened wide the door; — 

Darkness there and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood 
there wondering, fearing, 25 
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Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever 
dared to dream before; 

But the silence was unbroken, and the still- 
ness gave no token, 

And the only word there spoken was the 
whispered word, “Lenore!” 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured 
back the word “Lenore!” 

Merely this and nothing more. 30 

Back into the chamber turning, 21II my soul 
within me burning, 

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat 
louder than before. 

“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at 
my window lattice; 

Let me sec, then, what thereat is, and this 
mystery explore — 

Let my heart be still a moment and this mys- 
tery explore; — 35 

’Tis the wind and nothing more!” 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with 
many a flirt and flutter 

In there stepped a stately Raven of the 
saintly days of yore. 

Not the least obeisance made he; not a min- 
ute stopped or stayed he; 

But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above 
my chamber door — 40 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my 
chamber door — 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy 
into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the counte- 
nance it wore, 

'“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, 
thou,” I said, “art sure no craven, 45 

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering 
from the Nightly shore — 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the 
Night’s Plutonian shore!” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.” 

Much I mar\'clled this ungainly fowl to hear 
discourse so plainly. 

Though its answer little meaning — little 
relevancy bore; 50 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living 
human being 


Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above 
his chamber door — 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above 
his chamber door. 

With such name as “Nevermore.” 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid 
bust, spoke only 55 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word 
he did outpour. 

Nothing farther then he uttered — not a 
feather then he fluttered — 

Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other 
friends have flown before — 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes 
have flown before.” 

Then the bird said “Nevermore.” 60 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so 
aptly spoken, 

“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only 
stock and store 

Caught from some unhappy master whom 
unmerciful Disaster 

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs 
one burden bore — 

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy 
burden bore 65 

Of ‘Never — nevermore.’ ” 

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy 
into smiling, 

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front 
of bird, and bust and door; 

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook my- 
self to linking 

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous 
bird of yore — 70 

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and 
ominous bird of yore 
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.” 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable 
expressing 

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into 
my bosom’s core; 

This and more I sat diHning, with my head 
at ease reclining 75 

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp- 
light gloated o’er, 
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But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp- 
light gloating o’er, 

She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, per- 
fumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled 
on the tufted floor. 8o 

‘‘Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee 
— by these angels he hath sent thee 
Respite — respite and nepenthe from thy 
memories of Lenore; 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget 
this lost Lenore !” 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil! prophet 
still, if bird or devil ! — 85 

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest 
tossed thee here ashore. 

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert 
land enchanted — 

On this home by Horror haunted — tell me 
truly, I implore — 

Is there — is there balm in Gilead? — tell 
me — tell me, I implore !” 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 90 

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil! — prophet 
still, if bird or devil ! 

By that Heaven that bends above us — by 
that God we both adore — 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the 
distant Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the 
angels name Lenore — 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the 
angels name Lenore.” 95 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or 
fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting — 

“Get thee back into the tempest and the 
Night’s Plutonian shore! 

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie 
thy soul hath spoken ! 

Leave my loneliness unbroken ! — quit the 
bust abov'e my door! 100 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take 
thy form from off my door!” 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 
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And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, 
still is sitting 

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my 
chamber door; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s 
that is dreaming, 105 

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming 
throws his shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies 
floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted — nevermore ! 

Ulalume 

( 1847 ) 

On the meaning of this poem, consult the dis- 
cussion in Campbell's edition of the poems, pages 
269-71, beginning “ ‘Ulalume’ has proved very 
much of a riddle to the commentators.” 

The skies they were ashen and sober; 

The leaves they were crispM and sere — 
The leaves they were withering and sere; 

It was night in the lonesome October 

Of my most immemorial year; 5 

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 

In the misty mid region of Weir — 

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber, 

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

Here once, through an alley Titanic, 10 
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul — 

Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 

These were days when my heart was volcanic 
As the scoriae rivers that roll — 

As the lavas that restlessly roll 15 

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek 
In the ultimate climes of the pole — 

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek 
In the realms of the boreal pole. 

Our talk had been serious and sober, 20 

But our thoughts they were palsied and 
sere — 

Our memories were treachercus and 
sere — 

For we knew not the month was October, 
And we marked not the night of the year — 
(Ah, night of all nights in the year !) 25 

We noted not the dim lake of Auber — 
(Though once we have journeyed down 
here) — 
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Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber, 
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

And now, as the night was senescent 30 
And star-dials pointed to morn — 

As the star-dials hinted of morn — 

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born, 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 35 

Arose with a duplicate horn — 

Astarte’s bcdiamonded crescent 
Distinct with its duplicate horn. 

And I said — “She is warmer than Dian: 

She rolls through an ether of sighs — 40 

She revels in a region of sighs: 

She has seen that the tears are not dry on 
These cheeks, where the worm never dies 
And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies — 45 

To the Lethean peace of the skies — 

Come up, in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on us with her bright eyes — 
Come up through the lair of the Lion, 

With love in her luminous eyes.” 50 

But Psyche, uplifting her finger, 

Said — “Sadly this star I mistrust — 

Her pallor 1 strangely mistrust: — 

Oh, hasten ! — oh, let us not linger! 

Oh, fly ! — let us fly I — for we must.” 55 
In terror she spoke, letting sink her 
Wings until they trailed in the dust — 

In agony sobbed, letting sink her 

Plumes till they trailed in the dust — 

Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 60 

I replied — “This is nothing but dreaming: 
Let us on by this tremulous light ! 

Let us bathe in this crystalline light! 

Its Sibyllic splendor is beaming 

\Vith Hope and in Beauty to-night: — 65 

See ! — it flickers up the sky through the 
night ! 

Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming, 

And be sure it will lead us aright — 

We safely may trust to a gleaming 

That cannot but guide us aright, 70 

Since it flickers up to Heaven through the 
night.” 


Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her, 

And tempted her out of her gloom — 

And conquered her scruples and gloom; 
And we passed to the end of the vista, 75 
But were stopped by the door of a tomb — 
By the door of a legended tomb; 

And I said — “What is written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb?” 

She replied — “Ulalume — Ulalume — 80 
’Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume !” 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 
As the leaves that were crisped and sere — 
As the leaves that were withering and sere, 
And I cried — “It was surely October 85 
On this very night of last year 
That I journeyed — I journeyed down 
here — 

That I brought a dread burden down 
here — 

On this night of all nights in the year. 

Ah, what demon has tempted me here? 90 
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber — 
This misty mid region of Weir — 

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber, 
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.” 

The Bells 
{ 1848 - 49 ) 

I 

Hear the sledges with the bells — 

Silver bells! 

What a world of merriment their melody fore- 
tells ! 

How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 

In the icy air of night! 5 

While the stars that oversprinkle 
All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a cr>’stalline delight; 
Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort of Runic rhyme, 10 

To the tintinnabulation that so musically 
wells 

From the bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells — 

From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells. 

II 

Hear the mellow wedding bells — 15 

Golden bells! 
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What a world of happiness their harmony 
foretells ! 

Through the balmy air of night 
How they ring out their delight ! — 
From the molten-golden notes, 20 
And all in tune, 

What a liquid ditty floats 
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she 
gloats 

On the moon! 

Oh, from out the sounding cells, 25 
W^hat a gush of euphony voluminously wells 1 
How it swells! 

How it dAvells 

On the Future! — how it tells 
Of the rapture that impells 30 

To the ‘^winging and the ringing 
Of the bells, bells, bells — 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells — 34 

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells! 

Ill 

Hear the loud alarum bells — 

Brazen bells! 

What a tale of terror, now their turbulency 
tells ! 

In the startled ear of night 
How they scream out their afifright! 40 
Too much horrified to speak. 

They can only shriek, shriek. 

Out of tune. 

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the 
fire. 

In a mad expostulation with the deaf and 
frantic fire, 45 

Leaping higher, higher, higher. 
With a desperate desire, 

And a resolute endeavor 
Now — now to sit, or never. 

By the side of the pale-faced moon. 50 
Oh, the bells, bells, bells! 

What a tale their terror tells 
Of Despair! 

How they clang, and clash, and roar! 
What a horror they outpour 55 

On the bosom of the palpitating air! 

Yet the ear, it fully knows. 

By the twanging, 

And the clanging. 

How the danger ebbs and flows; 60 
Yet the ear distinctly tells. 


In the jangling. 

And the wrangling, 

How the danger sinks and swells, 

By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of 
the bells — 65 

Of the bells — 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Bells, bells, bells — 

In the clamor and the clanging of the bells ! 

IV 

Hear the tolling of the bells — 70 

Iron bells! 

WTat a world of solemn thought their mon- 
ody compels! 

In the silence of the night. 

How we shiver with affright 
At the melancholy menace of their tone! 
For every sound that floats 76 

From the rust within their throats 
Is a groan. 

And the people — ah, the people — 
They that dwell up in the steeple, 80 
All alone. 

And who, lolling, tolling, tolling. 

In that muffled monotone, 

Feel a glory in so rolling 

On the human heart a stone — 85 

They are neither man nor woman — 
They are neither brute nor human — 
They are Ghouls: — 

And their king it is who tolls — 

And he rolls, rolls, rolls, go 

Rolls 

A paean from the l)ells! 

And his merry bosom .swells 
With the paean of the bells ! 

And he dances, and he yells; 95 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort of Runic rhyme. 

To the paean of the bells: — 

Of the hells: 

Keeping time, time, lime, 100 

In a sort of Runic rhyme. 

To the throbbing of the bells — 

Of the bells, bells, bells — 

To the sobbing of the bells: — 
Keeping time, time, time, los 

As he knells, knells, knells. 

In a happy Runic rhyme. 

To the rolling of the bells — 

Of the bells, bells, bells: — 
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To the tolling of the bells — no 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells — 

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 

For Annie 
{ 1849 ) 

For Mrs. Annie Richmond, of Lowell, Massa- 
chusetts, a friend of Poe’s. 

Thank Heaven ! the crisis — 

The danger is past. 

And the lingering illness 
Is over at last — 

And the fever called “Living” 5 

Is conquered at last. 

Sadly, I know 
I am shorn of my strength, 

And no muscle I move 

As I lie at full length — 10 

But no matter! — I feel 
I am better at length. 

And I rest so composedly 
Now, in my bed, 

That any beholder 15 

Might fancy me dead — 

Might start at beholding me. 

Thinking me dead. 

The moaning and groaning. 

The sighing and sobbing, 20 

Arc quieted now. 

With that horrible throbbing 
At heart: — ah that horrible. 

Horrible throbbing! 

Tile sickness — the nausea — 25 

The pitiless pain — 

Have ceased with the fever 
That maddened my brain — 

With the fever called “Living” 

That burned in my brain. 30 

And oh! of all tortures 
That torture the worst 
Has abated — the terrible 
Torture of thirst 

For the napthaline river 35 

Of Passion accurst: — 


I have drank of a water 
That quenches all thirst: — 

Of a water that flows, 

With a lullaby sound, 

From a spring but a very few 
Feet under ground — 

From a cavern not very far 
Down under ground. 

And ah! let it never 
Be foolishly said 
That my room it is gloomy 
And narrow my bed; 

For a man never slept 

In a different bed — 50 

And, to sleep, you must slumber 
In just such a bed. 

My tantalized spirit 
Here blandly reposes. 

Forgetting, or never 55 

Regretting, its roses — 

Its old agitations 
Of myrtles and roses: 

For now, while so quietly 

Lying, it fancies 60 

A holier odor 

About it, of pansies — 

A rosemary odor, 

Commingled with pansies — 

With rue and the beautiful 65 

Puritan pansies. 

And so it lies happily. 

Bathing in many 
A dream of the truth 

And the beauty of Annie — 70 

Drowned in a bath 
Of the tresses of Annie. 

She tenderly kissed me. 

She fondly caressed. 

And then I feU gently 75 

To sleep on her breast — 

Deeply to sleep 

From the heaven of her breast. 

Wflien the light was extinguished, 

She covered me warm, 80 
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And she prayed to the angels 
To keep me from harm — 

To the queen of the angels 
To shield me from harm. 

And I lie so composedly, 85 

Now, in my bed, 

(Knowing her love) 

That you fancy me dead — 

And I rest so contentedly. 

Now, in my bed, 90 

(With her love at my breast) 

That you fancy me dead — 

That you shudder to look at me. 
Thinking me dead: — 

But my heart it is brighter 95 

Than all of the many 
Stars of the sky, 

For it sparkles with Annie — 

It glows with the light 

Of the love of my Annie — 100 

With the thought of the light 
Of the eyes of my Annie. 

Annabel Lee 
( 7849 ) 

Generally held to have been written in memory 
of Virginia Clemm, Poe’s “child-wife.” 

It was many and many a year ago. 

In a kingdom by the sea. 

That a maiden there lived whom you may 
know 

By the name of Annabel Lee; 

And this maiden she lived with no other 
thought S 

Than to love and be loved by me. 

I was a child and she was a child. 

In this kingdom by the sea. 

But we loved with a love that was more than 
love — 

I and my Annabel Lee 10 

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 
Coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that, long ago. 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 15 

My beautiful Annabel Lee; 


So that her high-bom kinsmen came 
And bore her away from me. 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 

In this kingdom by the sea. 20 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven. 
Went envying her and me — 

Yes ! — that was the reason (as all men know. 
In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud by 
night, 25 

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

But our love it was stronger by far than the 
love 

Of those who were older than wc — 

Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in heaven above, 30 
Nor the demons down under the sea. 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: 

For the moon never beams, without bringing 
me dreams 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 35 

And the stars never rise, but 1 feel the bright 
eyes 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the 
side 

Of my darling — my darling — my life and 
my bride. 

In the sepulchre there by the sea — 40 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

Eldorado 

( 1849 ) 

Gaily bedight 
A gallant knight. 

In sunshine and in shadow, 

Had journeyed long. 

Singing a song, 5 

In search of Eldorado. 

But he grew old — 

This knight so bold — 

And o’er his heart a shadow 

Fell as he found 10 

No sjx)t of ground 
That looked like Eldorado. 
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And, as his strength 
Failed him at length, 

He met a pilgrim shadow — 15 

“Shadow,” said he, 

“Where can it be — 

This land of Eldorado?” 

“Over the Mountains 
Of the Moon, 20 

Down the ValJey of the Shadow, 

Ride, f)oldly ride,” 

The shade ref)lied, — 

“If you seek Icjr Eldorado.” 

Ligeia 

{ 1838 ) 

“In ‘Lic^eia,’ which he regarded as his finest talc, 
he rewrote ‘Moiella,’ but for much of its pecuhar 
power he went back to the' sources of his youngest 
inspiiaiion. In ‘Al Aaraaf he had framed out of 
the hreatli of the mght-wmd and the idea of the 
harmony ol universai nature a fairy creature, — 
‘Eigeid, E)g('ia, my beautiful one!’ 

Now by a liner touc h ho incarnated the motions of 
the bieo/o and the musical voices of nature in the 
form of a woman; but the Lady Ligcia has still no 
human quality; her aspirations, her thoughts and 
capabilities, are those of a spirit; the very beam 
and glitter and silence of her mellablc eyes belong 
to the visionary world. She is, in fact, the maiden 
of Poe's dream, the ladolon he s<“r\ed, the air- 
woven divinit\ in which he believed, for he had the 
true inyth-mahing faculiv, the power to make his 
senses aver w'liat his imagination pc'rceivcd. In re- 
vealing through ‘1 igeia’ the avsful might of the 
soul in the victory of its will over death and in the 
eternity of its love, Poe woikc'd in the very clement 
of his revel le, in the libertv of a world as he would 
have it” (Woodbeiiy, Liji, I, 226-27). 

And the \cill therein lieih, which dieth not. Who 
knoweth the mysteries of the will, with its vigor? 
For God is but a great will pervading all things by 
nature of its intentness. Man doth not yield him- 
self to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only 
through the weakness of his fc'cble will. 

Joseph Glanvill 

I cannot, for my soul, remember how, 
when, or even precisely where, I first became 
acquainted witli the lady Ligeia. Ix)ng years 
have since elapsed, and my memory' is feeble 
through much suffering. Or, perhaps, I can- 
nct now bring these points to mind, because, in 
truth, the character of my beloved, her rare 
learning, her singular yet placid cast of 


beauty, and the thrilling and enthralling elo- 
quence of her low musical language, made 
their way into my heart by paces so steadily 
and stealthily progressive that they have been 
5 unnoticed and unknown. Yet I believe that 
I met her first and most frequently in some 
large, old, decaying city near the Rhine. Of 
her family — I have surely heard her speak. 
That it is of a remotely ancient date cannot 
10 be doubted. Ligeia ! Ligeia ! Buried in 
studies of a nature more than all else adajited 
to deaden impressions of the outward world, 
it is by that sweet word alone — by Ligeia — 
that I bring before mine eyes in fancy ilie 
15 image of her who is no more. And now. 
while I write, a recollection flashes upon me 
that I have never known the paternal name of 
her who was my friend and my betrothed, 
and who became the partner of my studies, 
20 and finally the wife of my bosom. \Vas it a 
playful charge on the part of my Ligeia? or 
W'as it a test of my strength of affection, that I 
should institute no inquiries upon this point? 
or was it rather a caprice of my own — a 
25 wildly romantic offering on the shrine of the 
most passionate devotion? I but indistuictly 
recall the fact itself — what wonder that I 
have utterly forgotten the circumstances 
W'hich originated or attended it? And, in- 
30 deed, if ever that spirit which is entitled 
Romance — if ever she, the w'an and the misty- 
winged Ashtophet of idolatrous Egypt, pre- 
sided, as they tell, over marriages ill-omened, 
then most surely she presided over mine. 

35 There is one dear topic, however, on which 
my memory fails me not. It is the person of 
Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat 
slender, and, in her latter days, even emaci- 
ated. I would in vain attempt to portray the 
40 majesty, the quiet ease, of her demeanor, or 
the incomprehensible lightness and elasticity 
of her footfall. She came and departed as a 
shadow. I w as never made aware of her en- 
trance into my closed study, save by the dear 
45 music of her low sweet voice, as she placed 
her marble hand upon my shoulder. In 
beauty of face no maiden ev’er equalled her. 
It w'as the radiance of an opium-dream — an 
airy and spirit-lifting vision more wildly di- 
50 vine than the fantasies which hovered about 
the slumbering souls of the daughters of 
Delos. Yet her features w'ere not of that 
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regular mould which we have been falsely 
taught to worship in the classical labors of the 
heathen. ^‘There is no exquisite beauty,” 
says Bacon, Lord Verulam, speaking truly of 
all the forms and genera of beauty, “without 
some strangeness in the proportion.” Yet, al- 
though I saw that the features of Ligeia were 
not of a classic regularity — although I per- 
ceived that her loveliness was indeed “ex- 
quisite,” and felt that there was much of 
“strangeness” pervading it, yet I have tried in 
vain to detect the irregularity and to trace 
home my own perception of “the strange.” I 
examined the contour of the lofty and pale 
forehead: it was faultless — how cold indeed 
that word when applied to a majesty so di- 
vine ! — the skin rivalling the purest ivory, the 
commanding extent and repose, the gentle 
prominence of the regions above the temples; 
and then the raven-black, the glossy, the 
luxuriant, and naturally-curling tresses, set- 
ting forth the full force of the Homeric epi- 
thet, “hyacinthine !” I looked at the delicate 
outlines of the nose — and nowhere but in 
the graceful medallions of the Hebrews had I 
beheld a similar perfection. There were the 
same luxurious smoothness of surface, the 
same scarcely perceptible tendency to the 
aquiline, the same harmoniously curved nos- 
trils speaking the free spirit. I regarded the 
sweet mouth. Here was indeed the triumph 
of all things heavenly — the magnificent turn 
of the short upper lip — the soft, voluptuous 
slumber of the under — the dimples which 
sported, and the color which spoke — the 
teeth glancing back, with a brilliancy almost 
startling, every ray of the holy light which fell 
upon them in her serene and placid, yet most 
exultingly radiant of all smiles. I scrutinized 
the formation of the chin: and here, too, I 
found the gentleness of breadth, the softness 
and the majesty, the fulness and the spiritual- 
ity, of the Greek — the contour which the 
god Apollo revealed but in a dream to Cleo- 
menes, the son of the Athenian. And then I . 
peered into the large eyes of Ligeia. 

For eyes we have no models in the remotely 
antique. It might have been, too, that in 
these eyes of my beloved lay the secret to 
which Lord Verulam alludes. They were, I i 
must believe, far larger than the ordinary 
eyes of our own race. They were even fuller 


than the fullest of the gazelle eyes of the tribe 
of the valley of Nourjahad. Yet it w'as only 
at intervals — in moments of intense excite- 
ment — that this peculiarity became more 
5 than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. And at 
such moments was her beauty — in my 
heated fancy thus it appeared perhaps — the 
beauty of beings either above or apart from 
the earth, the beauty of the fabulous Houri of 
lo the Turk. The hue of the orbs was the most 
brilliant of black, and, far over them, hung 
jetty lashes of great length. The brows, 
slightly irregular in outline, had the same 
tint. The “strangeness,” however, which I 
15 found in the eyes, was of a nature distinct 
from the formation, or the color, or the bril- 
liancy of the features, and must, after all, be 
referred to the expN’s'siun. All, word of no 
meaning! behind whose vast latitude of mere 
20 sound we intrench our ignorance of so much 
of the spiritu.il. The exjiression of the eyes of 
Ligeia! How for long hours have 1 pondered 
upon it! How have 1 , through the whole of a 
midsummer night, struggled to lathom it! 
25 What was it — that soniclhing more profound 
than the well of Democritus — which lay far 
within the pupils of my beloved;’ What was 
it? I was possessed with a jiassion to discover. 
Those eyes! those large, those shining, those 
30 divine orbs! they became to me twin stars of 
Leda, and I to them devoulcst of astrologers. 

There is no point, among the m.'iny incom- 
prehensible anomalies of the science of mind, 
more thrillingly exciting than the fact — 
35 never, I believe, noticed in the schools — that 
in our endeavors to recall to memory some- 
thing long forgotten, we often find ourselves 
upon the very verge of remembrance, without 
being able, in the end, to remember. And 
40 thus how frequently, in rny intense scrutiny of 
Ligeia’s eyes, have I felt apjiroaching the full 
knowledge of their exjiression — felt it ap- 
proaching, yet not quite be mine, and so at 
length entirely depart! And (strange, oh 
15 strangest mystery of all!) I found, in the 
commonest objects of the universe, a circle of 
analogies to that expression. I mean to say 
that, subsequently to the period when Li- 
geia’s beauty passed into my spirit, there 
;o dwelling as in a shrine, I derived, from many 
existences in the material world, a sentiment 
such as I felt always aroused within me by her 
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large and luminous orbs. Yet not the more 
could I define that sentiment, or analyze, or 
even steadily view it. I recognized it, let me 
repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly 
growing vine — in the contemplation of a 
moth, a butterfly, a chrysalis, a stream of run- 
ning water. I have felt it in the ocean; in the 
falling of a meteor. I have felt it in the 
glances of unusually aged people. And there 
are one or two stars in heaven, (one especially, 
a star of the sixth magnitude, double and 
changeable, to be found near the large star in 
Lyra,) in a telescopic scrutiny of which I have 
been made aware of the feeling. I have been 
filled with it by certain sounds from stringed 
instruments, and not unfrequently by pas- 
sages from books. Among innumerable other 
instances, I well remember something in a 
volume of Joseph Glanvill, which (perhaps 
merely from its quaint ness — who shall say?) 
never failed to inspire me with the sentiment: 
“And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. 
Who knoweth the mysteries of the will, with 
its vigor? Lor God is but a great will pervad- 
ing all things by nature of its intentness. Man 
doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto 
death utterly, save only through the weakness 
of his feeble will.” 

Length of years and subsequent reflection 
have enabled me to trace, indeed, some re- 
mote connection between this passage in the 
English moralist and a portion of the char- 
acter of Ligcia. An intensity in thought, ac- 
tion, or speech, was possibly, in her, a result, 
or at least an index, of that gigantic volition 
which, during our long intercourse, failed to 
give other and more immediate evidence of 
its existence. Of all the women whom I have 
ever known, she, the outwardly calm, the 
ever-placid Ligeia, was the most violently a 
prey to the tumultuous vultures of stern pas- 
sion. And of such passion I could form no 
estimate, save by the miraculous expansion of 
those eyes which at once so delighted and 
appalled me — by' the almost magical mel- 
ody, modulation, distinctness, and placidity 
of her very low voice — and by the fierce 
energy (rendered doubly’ effective by con- 
trast with her manner of utterance) of the 
wild words which she habitually uttered. 

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it 
was immense — such as I have never known 


in woman. In the classical tongues was she 
deeply proficient, and as far as my own ac- 
quaintance* extended in regard to the modem 
dialects of Europe, I have never known her at 
fault. Indeed upon any theme of the most 
admired, because simply the most abstruse of 
the boasted emdition of the academy, have I 
ever found Ligeia at fault? How singularly, 
how thrillingly, this one point in the nature of 
my wife has forced itself, at this late period 
only, upon my attention ! I said her Imowl- 
edge was such as I have never known in wo- 
man — but where breathes the man who has 
traversed, and successfully, all the wide areas 
of moral, physical, and mathematical science? 
I saw not then what I now clearly perceive, 
that the acquisitions of Ligeia were gigantic, 
were astounding; yet I was sufficiently aware 
of her infinite supremacy to resign myself, 
with a child-like confidence, to her guidance 
through the chaotic world of metaphysical 
investigation at which I was most busily occu- 
pied during the earlier years of our marriage. 
With how vast a triumph, with how vivid a 
delight, with how much of all that is ethereal 
in hope, did I feel^ as she bent over me in 
studies but little sought — but less known — 
that delicious vista by slow degrees expanding 
before me, down whose long, gorgeous, and 
all untrodden path, I might at length pass 
onward to the goal of a wisdom too divinely 
precious not to be forbidden ! 

How poignant, then, must have been the 
grief w'ith which, after some years, I beheld 
my well-grounded expectations take wings to 
themselves and fly away! Without Ligeia I 
was but as a child groping benighted. Her 
presence, her readings alone, rendered vividly 
luminous the many mysteries of the transcen- 
dentalism in which we were immersed. Want- 
ing the radiant lustre of her eyes, letters, lam- 
bent and golden, grew duller than Saturnian 
lead. And now those eyes shone less and less 
frequently upon the pages over which I pored. 
Ligeia grew ill. The wild eyes blazed with a 
too — too glorious effulgence; the pale fingers 
became of the transparent waxen hue of the 
grave; and the blue veins upon the lofty fore- 
head swelled and sank impetuously with the 
tides of the most gentle emotion. I saw that 
she must die — and I struggled desperately in 
spirit with the grim Azrael. And the strug- 
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gles of the pzissionate wife were, to my aston- 
ishment, even more energetic than my own. 
There had been much in her stem nature to 
impress me with the belief that, to her, death 
would have come without its terrors; but not 5 
so. Words are impotent to convey any just 
idea of the fierceness of resistance with which 
she wrestled with the Shadow. I groaned in 
anguish at the pitiable spectacle. I would 
have soothed — I would have reasoned; but, 10 
in the intensity of her wild desire for life — 
for life — but for life — solace and reason 
were alike the uttermost of folly. Yet not 
until the last instance, amid the most convul- 
sive wri things of her fierce spirit, was shaken 15 
the external placidity of her demeanor. Her 
voice grew more gentle — grew more low — 
yet I would not wish to dwell upon the wild 
meaning of the quietly uttered words. My 
brain reeled as I hearkened, entranced, to a 20 
melody more than mortal — to assumptions 
and aspirations which mortality had never 
before known. 

That she loved me I should not have 
doubted; and I might have been easily aware 25 
that, in a bosom such as hers, love would have 
reigned no ordinary passion. But in death 
only was I fully impressed with the strength 
of her affection. For long hours, detaining 
my hand, would she pour out before me the 30 
overflowing of a heart whose more than pas- 
sionate devotion amounted to idolatry. How 
had I deserved to be so blessed by such con- 
fessions? How had I deserved to be so cursed 
with the removal of my beloved in the hour 35 
of her making them? But upon this subject I 
cannot bear to dilate. Let me say only, that 
in Ligeia’s more than womanly abandonment 


Lo! ’tis a gala night 

VVhthin the lonesome latter years! 

An angel throng, bewinged, bedight 
In veils, and drowned in tears, 

Sit in a theatre, to see 

A play of hopes and fears, 

While the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres. 

Mimes, in the form of God on high. 

Mutter and mumble low, 

And hither and thither fly — 

Mere puppets they, who come and go 
At bidding of vast formless things 
That shift the scenery to and fro. 

Flapping from out their condor wings 
Invisible Woe! 

That motley drama — oh, be sure 
It shall not be forgot! 

With its Phantom c based for evermore. 

By a crowd that seize it not, 

Through a circle that ever returneth in 
To the self-satnc spot. 

And much of Madness, and more of Sin, 

And Horror the soul of the plot. 

But see, amid the mimic rout 
A crawling shape intrude! 

A blood-red thing that writhes from out 
The .scenic solitude! 

It writhes — it writhes' with mortal pangs 
The mimes become its food, 

And seraphs sob at vermin f.ings 
In human gore imbued. 

Out — out are the lights — out all! 

And over each quivi'iing form 
The curtain, a funeral pall, 

Comes down with the rush of a storm, 
While the angels, all pallid and wan, 
Uprising, unveiling, affirm 
That the play is the tragedy, “\Ian,” 

And its hero, the Conqui-ror Worm. 

“O God!” half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to 


to a love, alas ! all unmerited, all unworthily her feet and extending her arm.s aloft with a 

bestowed, I at length recognized the principle 40 spasmodic movement, as I made an end of 

of her longing, with so wildly earnest a desire, these lines — “O God ! O Divine Father! 

for the life which was now fleeing so rapidly shall these things be undcviatingly so? shall 

away. It is this wild longing, it is this eager this Conqueror be not once conquered? Are 

vehemence of desire for life — but for life, that we not part and parcel in Thee? Who — 

I have no power to portray, no utterance 45 who knoweth the mysteries of the will with 

capable of expressing. its vigor? ‘Man doth not yield him to the 

At high noon of the night in which she de- angels, nor unto death utterly save only through 

parted, beckoning me peremptorily to her the weakness of his feeble will.’ ” 

side; she bade me repeat certain verses com- And now, as if exhausted with emotion, she 
posed by herself not many days before. I 50 suffered her white arms to fall, and returned 
obeyed her. They were these: solemnly to her bed of death. And ais she 

breathed her last sighs, there came mingled 
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with them a low murmur from her lips. I 
bent to them my ear, and distinguished, 
again, the concluding words of the passage in 
Glanvill: ^'Man doth not yield him to the angels, 
nor unto death utterly, saoe only through the weak- 
ness of his feeble will^ 

She died: and I, crushed into the very dust 
witfi sorrow, could no longer endure the 
lonely desolation of my dwelling in the dim 
and decaying city by the Rhine. I had no 
lack of what the world calls wealth. Ligeia 
had brought me far more, very far more, than 
ordinarily falls to the lot of mortals. After a 
few months, therefore, of weary and aimless 
wandering, 1 purchased, and put in some 
repair, an abbey, which I shall not name, in 
one of the wildest and least frequented por- 
tions of fair England. The gloomy and 
dreary grandeur of the building, the almost 
savage aspect of the domain, the many melan- 
choly and lime-honored memories connected 
with both, had much in unison with the feel- 
ings of utter abandonment which had driven 
me into that remote and unsocial region of 
the country. Yet although the external ab- 
bey, with its vcTclant decay hanging about it, 
suficred but little alteration, I gave way with 
a child-like ])er\ersity, and perchance with a 
faint hope of alleviating my sorrows, to a dis- 
play of more than regal magnificence within. 
For such follies, even in childhood, I had im- 
bibed a taste, and now they came back to me 
as if in the dotage of grief. Alas, I feel how 
much even of incij)ient madness might have 
been discovered in the gorgeous and fantastic 
draperies, in tlie solemn carvings of Egypt, in 
the wild co^nice^ and fuiriture, in the Bedlam 
patterns of the t.irpets of tufted gold! I had 
become a bounden slave in the trammels of 
opium, and my labors and my orders had 
taken a coloring from my dreams. But these 
absurdities I must not pause to detail. Let 
me speak only of that one chamber, ev'er ac- 
cursed, whither, in a moment of mental alien- 
ation, I led from the altar as my bride — as 
the succe.SvSor of the unforgotten Ligeia — the 
fair-haired and blue-eyed Lady Rovvena Tre- 
vanion, of Tremaine. 

There is no individual portion of the archi- 
tecture and decoration of that bridal chamber 
which is not now visibly before me. Where 
were the souls of the haughty family of the 


bride, when, through thirst of gold, they per- 
mitted to pass the threshold of an apartment 
so bedecked, a maiden and a daughter so be- 
loved? I hav'e said that I minutely remember 
5 the details of the chamber — yet I am sadlv 
forgetful on topics of deep moment; and here 
there was no system, no keeping, in the fan- 
tastic display, to take hold upon the memory. 
The room lay in a high turret of the castei- 
10 lated abbey, was pentagonal in shape, and of 
capacious size. Occupying the whole south- 
ern face of the pentagon was the sole window 
— an immense sheet of unbroken glass from 
Venice — a single pane, and tinted of a 
15 leaden hue, so that the rays of either the sun 
or moon, passing through it, fell with a ghastly 
lustre on the objects within. Over the upper 
portion of this huge window extended the 
trellis-w’ork of an aged vine, which clambered 
20 up the massy walls of the turret. The ceiling, 
of gloomy-looking oak, was excessively lofty, 
vaulted, and elaborately fretted with the wnid- 
est and most grotesque specimens of a semi- 
Gothic, semi-Druidical device. From out the 
25 most central recess of this melancholy vault- 
ing depended, by a single chain of gold with 
long links, a huge censer of the same rnetal, 
Saracenic in pattern, and with many perfora- 
tions so contrived that there writhed in and 
30 out of them, as if endued with a serpent vital- 
ity, a continual succession of parti-colored 
fires. 

Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, 
of Eastern figure, w'ere in various statioi s 
35 about; and there was the couch, too — the 
bridal couch — of an Indian model, and low , 
and sculptured of solid ebony, with a pah- 
like canopy above. In each of the angles cf 
the chamber stood on end a gigantic sarcoph- 
40 agus of black granite, from the tombs of the 
kings over against Luxor, with their aged lies 
full of immemorial sculpture. But in the 
draping of the apartment lay, alas! the chief 
fantasy of all. The lofty walls, gigantic in 
45 height, even unproportionably so, were hung 
from summit to foot, in vast folds, with a 
heavy and massive-looking tapestry — tap' 
estry of a material which was found alike as a 
carpet on the floor, as a covering for the otto- 
50 mans and the ebony bed, as a canopy for the 
bed, and as the gorgeous volutes of the cur- 
tains which partially shaded the window. 
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The material was the richest cloth of gold. It 
was spotted all over, at irregular intervals, 
with arabesque figures, about a foot in diame- 
ter, and wrought upon the cloth in patterns of 
the most jetty black. But these figures par- 
took of the true character of the arabesque 
only when regarded from a single point of 
view. By a contrivance now common, and 
indeed traceable to a very remote period of 
antiquity, they were made changeable in 
aspect. To one entering the room, they bore 
the appearance of simple monstrosities; but 
upon a farther advance, this appearance 
gradually departed; and, step by step, as the 
visitor moved his station in the chamber, he 
saw himself surrounded by an endless succes- 
sion of the ghastly forms which belong to the 
superstition of the Norman, or arise in the 
guilty slumbers of the monk. The phantas- 
magoric effect was vastly heightened by the 
artificial introduction of a strong continual 
current of wind behind the draperies, giving 
a hideous and uneasy animation to the whole. 

In halls such as these, in a bridal chamber 
such as this, I passed, with the Lady of Tre- 
maine, the unhallow^ed hours of the first 
month of our marriage — passed them with 
but little disquietude. That my wife dreaded 
the fierce moodiness of my temper — that she 
shunned me, and loved me but little — I 
could not help perceiving; but it gave me 
rather pleasure than otherwise. I loathed her 
with a hatred belonging more to demon than 
to man. My memory flew back (oh, with 
what intensity of regret!) to Ligeia, the be- 
loved, the august, the beautiful, the en- 
tombed. I revelled in recollections of her 
purity, of her wisdom, of her lofty, her ether- 
eal nature, of her passionate, her idolatrous 
love. Now, then, did my spirit fully and 
freely burn with more than all the fires of her 
ow n. In the excitement of iny opium dreams 
(for I wms habitually fettered in the shackles 
of the drug), I would call aloud upon her 
name, during the silence of the night, or 
among the sheltered recesses of the glens by 
day, as if, through the wdid eagerness, the 
solemn passion, the consuming ardor of my 
longing for the departed, I could restore her 
to the pathway she had abandoned — ah, 
could it be forever? — upon the earth. 

About the commencement of the second 


month of the marriage, the Lady Rowena was 
attacked with sudden illness, from which her 
recovery was slow. The fever 'W'hich con- 
sumed her, rendered her nights uneasy; and 
; in her perturbed state of half-slumber, she 
spoke of sounds, and of motions, in and about 
the chamber of the turret, w'hich I concluded 
had no origin save in the distemper of her 
fancy, or perhaps in the phantasmagoric in- 
o fluences of the chamber itself. She became 
at length convalescent — finally, well. Yet 
but a brief period elapsed, ere a second more 
violent disorder again threw her upon a bed 
of suffering; and from this attack her frame, 
5 at all times feeble, never altogether recovered. 
Her illnesses were, after this epoch, of alarm- 
ing character, and of more alarming recur- 
rence, defying alike the knowledge and the 
great exertions of her ])hysicians. With the 
0 increase of the chronic disease, which had 
thus apparently taken too sure liold upon her 
constitution to be eradicated by human 
means, I could not fail to ob.serve a similar 
increase in the nervous irritation of her tem- 
5 perament, and in her excitability by trivial 
causes of fear. She spoke again, and now 
more frequently and pertinaciously, of the 
sounds — of the .slight sounds — and of the 
unusual motions among the tapestries, to 
) which she had fcjrmerly alluded. 

One night, near the closing in of Septem- 
ber, she pressed this distrc'ssing subject with 
more than usual emphasis upcjn my attention. 
She had just awakened frean an unquiet slum- 
; her, and I had l)cen watching, with feelings 
hall of anxiety, half of vague terror, the work- 
ings cT her emaciated countenance. I sat by 
the side of her ebony bed, uf)on one of the 
ottomans of India. She partly arose, and 
) spoke, in an earnest low whisjjcr, of sounds 
which she then heard, but which I could not 
hear — of motions which she then saw, but 
W’hich I could not perceive. The wind was 
rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, and I 
; wished to show her (what, let me confess it, I 
could not all believe) that tho.se almost in- 
articulate breathings, and tho.se very gentle 
variations of the figures upon the w^all, were 
but the natural effects cjf that customary ru.sh- 
• ing of the wind. But a deadly pallor, over- 
spreading her face, had proved to me that my 
exertions to reassure her would be fruitless. 
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She appeared to be fainting, and no attend- 
ants were within call. I remembered where 
was deposited a decanter of light wine which 
had been ordered by her physicians, and 
hastened across the chamber to procure it. 5 
But, as I stepped beneath the light of the cen- 
ser, two circumstances of a startling nature 
attracted my attention. I had felt that some 
palpable although invisible object had passed 
lightly by my person; and I saw that there lay ro 
upon the golden carpet, in the very middle of 
the rich lustre thrown from the censer, a 
shadow — a faint, indefinite shadow of an- 
gelic aspect — such as might be fancied for 
the shadow of a shade. But I was wild with 15 
the excitement of an immoderate dose of 
opium, and heeded these things but little, nor 
spoke of them to Rowena. Having found the 
wine, I recrossed the chamber, and poured 
out a gobletful, which I held to the lips of the 20 
fainting lady. She had now partially recov- 
ered, however, and took the vessel herself, 
while I sank upon an ottoman near me, with 
my eyes fastened upon her person. It was 
then that I became distinctly aware of a gen- 25 
tie footfall upon the carpet, and near the 
couch; and in a second thereafter, as Rowena 
was in the act of raising the wine to her lips, I 
saw, or may have dreamed that I saw, fall 
within the goblet, as if from some invisible 30 
spring in the atmosphere of the room, three or 
four large drof)s of a brilliant and ruby- 
colored fluid. If this 1 saw — not so Rowena. 
She swallow'cd the wine unhesitatingly, and I 
forbore to speak to her of a circumstance 35 
w hich must after all, I considered, have been 
but the suggestion of a vivid imagination, 
rendered morbidly active by the terror of the 
lady, by the opium, and by the hour. 

Yet I cannot conceal it from my own p)er- 40 
ception that, immediately subsequent to the 
fall of the ruby-drops, a rapid change for the 
worse took place in the disorder of my wife; 
so that, on the third subsequent night, the 
hands of her menials prepared her for the 45 
tomb, and on the fourth, I sat alone, with her 
shrouded body, in that fantastic chamber 
which had recci\ ed her as my bride. Wild 
visions, opium-engendered, flitted shadow- 
like before me. I gazed with unquiet eye 50 
upon the sarcophagi in the angles of the room, 
upon the varying figures of the drapery, and 


upon the writhing of the particolored fires in 
the censer overhead. My eyes then fell, as I 
called to mind the circumstances of a former 
night, to the spot beneath the glare of the 
censer where I had seen the faint traces of the 
shadow. It was there, however, no longer; 
and breathing with greater freedom, I turned 
my glances to the pallid and rigid figure upon 
the bed. Then rushed upon me a thousand 
memories of Ligeia — and then came back 
upon my heart, with the turbulent violence 
of a flood, the whole of that unutterable woe 
with which I had regarded her thus en- 
shrouded. The night waned; and still, with a 
bosom full of bitter thoughts of the one only 
and supremely beloved, I remained gazing 
upon the body of Rowena, 

It might have been midnight, or perhaps 
earlier, or later, for I had taken no note of 
time, when a sob, low, gentle, but very dis- 
tinct, startled me from my re very. I Jelt that 
it came from the bed of ebony — the bed of 
death. I listened in an agony of superstitious 
terror — but there was no repetition of the 
sound. I strained my vision to detect any 
motion in the corpse — but there was not the 
slightest perceptible. Yet I could not have 
been deceived. I had heard the noise, how- 
ever faint, and my soul was awakened within 
me. I resolutely and perseveringly kept my 
attention riveted upon the body. Many min- 
utes elapsed before any circumstance occurred 
tending to throw light upon the mystery. At 
length it became evident that a slight, a very 
feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of color 
had flushed up within the cheeks, and along 
the sunken small veins of the eyelids. Through 
a species of unutterable horror and awe, for 
which the language of mortality has no suffi- 
ciently energetic expression, I felt my heart 
cease to beat, my limbs grow rigid where I 
sat. Yet a sense of duty finally operated to 
restore my self-possession. I could no longer 
doubt that we had been precipitate in our 
preparations — that Rowena still lived. It 
was necessary' that some immediate exertion 
be made; yet the turret was altogether apart 
from the portion of the abbey tenanted by the 
servants — there were none within call — I 
had no means of summoning them to my aid 
without leaving the room for many minutes 
— and this I could not venture to do. I 



EDGAR ALLAN POE 


387 


therefore struggled zilone in my endeavors to 
call back the spirit still hovering. In a short 
period it was certain, however, that a relapse 
had taken place; the color disappeared from 
both eyelid and cheek, leaving a wanness even 
more than that of marble; the lips became 
doubly shrivelled and pinched up in the 
ghastly expression of death; a repulsive clam- 
miness and coldness overspread rapidly the 
surface of the body; and all the usual rigorous 
stiffness immediately supervened. I fell back 
with a shudder upon the couch from which I 
had been so startlingly aroused, and again 
gave myself up to passionate waking visions 
of Ligeia. 

An hour thus elapsed, when (could it be 
possible?) I was a second time aware of some 
vague sound issuing from the region of the 
bed. I listened — in extremity of horror. 
The sound came again — it was a sigh. Rush- 
ing to the corpse, I saw — distinctly saw — a 
tremor upon the lips. In a minute afterwards 
they relaxed, disclosing a bright line of the 
pearly teeth. Amazement now struggled in 
my bosom with the profound awe which had 
hitherto reigned there alone. I felt that my 
vision grew dim, that my reason wandered; 
and it was only by a violent effort that I at 
length succeeded in nerving myself to the task 
which duty thus once more had pointed out. 
There was now a partial glow upon the fore- 
head and upon the cheek and throat; a per- 
ceptible warmth pervaded the whole frame; 
there was even a slight pulsation at the heart. 
The lady lived; and with redoubled ardor I 
betook myself to the task of restoration. I 
chafed and bathed the temples and the hands, 
and used every exertion which experience, 
and no little medical reading, could suggest. 
But in vain. Suddenly, the color fled, the 
pulsation ceased, the lips resumed the expres- 
sion of the dead, and, in an instant afterward, 
the whole body took upon itself the icy chilli- 
ness, the livid hue, the intense rigidity, the 
sunken outline, and all the loathsome peculi- 
arities of that which has been, for many days, 
a tenant of the tomb. 

And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia — 
and again, (what marvel that I shudder while 
I write?) again there reached my ears a low 
sob from the region of the ebony bed. But 
why shall I minutely detail the unspeakable 


horrors of that night? Why shall I pause to 
relate how, time after time, until near the 
period of the gray dawn, this hideous drama 
of revivification was repeated; how each ter- 
5 rific relapse w as only into a sterner and appar- 
endy more irredeemable death; how each 
agony wore the aspect ol' a struggle with some 
invisible foe; and how each struggle was suc- 
ceeded by I know not what of wild change in 
lo the personal appearance of the corpse? Let 
me hurry to a conclusion. 

The greater part of the fearful night had 
worn away, and she who had been dead, once 
again stirred — and now more vigorously 
15 than hitherto, although arousing from a dis- 
solution more appalling in its utter helpless- 
ness than any. I li.id long ceased to struggle 
or to move, and remained sitting rigidly upon 
the ottoman, a helpless prey to a whirl of 
20 violent emotions, of which extreme awe was 
perhaps the least terrible, the least consum- 
ing. The corpse, I rcjieat, stirred, and now 
more vigorously than before. The hues of 
life flushed up with unwonted energy into the 
25 countenance — and limbs relaxed — and, 
save that the eyelids were yet pressed heavily 
together, and that the bandages and draper- 
ies of the grave still imparted their charnel 
character to the figure, I might have dreamed 
30 that Rowena had indeed shaken off, utterly, 
the fetters of Death. But if this idea was not, 
even then, altogether adopted, I could at 
least doubt no longer, when, arising from the 
bed, tottering, with feeble stejDS, with closed 
35 eyes, and with the manner of one bewildered 
in a dream, the thing that was enshrouded 
advanced bodily and palpably into the mid- 
dle of the apartment. 

I trembled not — I stirred not — for a 
40 crowd of unutterable fancies connected with 
the air, the stature, the demeanor of the fig- 
ure, rushing hurriedly through my brain, had 
paralyzed — had chilled me into stone. I 
stirred not — but gazed upon the apparition. 
45 There was a mad disorder in my thoughts — 
a tumult unappeasable. Could it, indeed, be 
the living Rowena who confronted me? Could 
it indeed be Rowena at all — the fair-haired, 
the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion of 
50 Tremaine? Why, why should I doubt it? 
The bandage lay heavily about the mouth — 
but then might it not be the mouth of the 
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breathing Lady of Tremaine? And the 
checks — there were the roses as in her noon 
of life — yes, these might indeed be the fair 
cheeks of the living Lady of Tremaine. And 
the chin, with its dimples, as in health, might 
it not be hers? but had she then grown taller 
since hei malady? What inexpressible madness 
seized me with that thought? One bound, 
and I had reached her feet! Shrinking from 
my touch, she let fall from her head the 
ghastly cerements which had confined it, and 
there streamed forth, into the rushing atmos- 
phere of the chamber, huge masses of long 
and dishevelled hair; it was blacker than the 
raven wings of the midnight! And now slowly 
opened the eye? of the figure which stood be- 
fore me. “Here then, at least,” I shrieked 
aloud, “can I never — can I never be mis- 
taken — these are the full, and the black, and 
the wild eyes — of my lost love — of the lady 
— of the Lady Ligeia.” 

The Fall of the House of Usher 
( 1839 ) 

Son coTur est un luth suspendu; 

Sitot qu’on Ic touche il resonne. 

BeRANGER.I 

During the whole of a dull, dark, and 
soundless day in the autumn of the year, 
when the clouds hung oppressively low in the 
heavens, I had been passing alone, on horse- 
back, through a singularly dreary tract of 
country; and at length found myself, as the 
shades of the evening drew on, within view of 
the melancholy House of Usher. I know not 
how it was — but, with the first glimpse of 
the building, a sense of insufferable gloom 
pervaded my spirit. I say insufferable; for 
the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half- 
pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment with 
which the mind usually receives even the 
sternest natural images of the desolate or ter- 
rible. I looked upon the scene before me — 
upon the mere house, and the simple land- 
scape features of the domain, upon the bleak 

' On the motto, sec the note to “Israfcl.” For a 
general discussion of .'\incrican “talcs of terror’* 
(Brockden Brown, Irving, Hawthorne, Poe) see 
E. Birkhcad's study of 7 he Tale of Terror, 1921, ch. XI. 

The motto may be translated: His heart is a lute 
suspended; whenever it is touched it sounds. 


walls, upon the vacant eye-like windows 
upon a few rank sedges, and upon a few white 
trunks of decayed trees — with an utter de- 
pression of soul which I can compare to no 
S earthly sensation more properly than to the 
after-dream of the reveller upon opium; the 
bitter lapse into everyday life, the hideous 
dropping off of the veil. There was an ici- 
ness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart, an 
lo unredeemed dreariness of thought which no 
goading of the imagination could torture into 
aught of the sublime. What was it — I 
paused to think — what was it that so un- 
nerved me in the contemplation of the House 
15 of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor 
could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that 
crowded upon me as I pondered. I was 
forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory 
conclusion, that while, beyond doubt, there 
20 aie combinations of very simple natural ob- 
jects W'hich have the power of thus affecting 
us, still the analysis of this power lies among 
considerations beyond our depth. It w'as pos- 
sible, I reflected, that a mere different ar- 
25 rangement of the particulars of the scene, of 
the details of the picture, would be sufficient 
to modify, or perhaps to annihilate, its capac- 
ity for sorrowful impression; and acting upon 
this idea, I reined my horse to the precipitous 
30 brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay in 
unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed 
down — but with a shudder even more thrill- 
ing than before — upon the remodelled and 
inverted images of the gray sedge, and the 
35 ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant and eye- 
like windows. 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom 1 
now proposed to myself a sojourn of some 
weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had 
40 been one of my boon companions in boyhood; 
but many years had elapsed since our last 
meeting. A letter, however, had lately 
reached me in a distant part of the country — 
a letter from him — which in its w ildly im- 
45 portunate nature had admitted of no other 
than a personal reply. The MS. gave evi- 
dence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke 
of acute bodily illness, of a mental disorder 
which oppressed him, and of an earnest de- 
50 sire to see me, as his best and indeed his only 
personal friend, w ith a xdew' of attempting, by 
the cheerfulness of my society, some allevia- 
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tlon of his malady. It was the manner in 
which all this, and much more, was said — it 
was the apparent heart that went with his re- 
quest — which allowed me no room for hesi- 
tation; and I accordingly obeyed forthwith 
what I still considered a very singular sum- 
mons. 

Although as boys we had been even inti- 
mate associates, yet I really knew little of my 
friend. His reserve had been always exces- 
sive and habitual. I was aware, however, 
that his very ancient family had been noted, 
time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility of 
temperament, displaying itself, through long 
ages, in many works of exalted art, and mani- i 
Tested of late in repeated deeds of munificent 
yet unobtrusive charity, as well as in a pas- 
sionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps 
even more than to the orthodox and easily 
recognizable beauties, of musical science. I 
had learned, too, the very remarkable fact 
that the stem of the Usher race, all time- 
honored as it was, had put forth at no period 
any enduring branch; in other words, that 
the entire family lay in the direct line of de- 
scent, and had always, w'ith very trifling and 
very temporary variation, so lain. It was this 
deficiency, I considered, while running over 
in thought the perfect keeping of the charac- 
ter of the premises with the accredited charac- 
ter of the people, and while speculating upon 
the possible influence which the one, in the 
long lapse of centuries, might have exercised 
upon the other — it was this deficiency, per- 
haps of collateral issue, and the consequent 
undeviating transmission from sire to son of 
the patrimony with the name, which had, at 
length, so identified the tw^o as to merge the 
original title of the estate in the quaint and 
equivocal appellation of the “House of 
Usher” — an appellation which seemed to 
include, in the minds of the peasantry who 
used it, both the family and the family man- 
sion. 

I have said that the sole effect of my some- 
what childish experiment, that of looking 
down within the tarn, had been to deepen the 
first singular impression. There can be no 
doubt that the consciousness of the rapid in- 
crease of my superstition — for why should I 
not so term it? — served mainly to accelerate 
the increase itself. Such, I have long known, 


is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having 
terror as a basis. And it might have been for 
this reason only, that, when I again uplifted 
my eyes to the house itself, from its image in 
; the pool, there grew in my mind a strange 
fancy — a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, that I 
but mention it to show the vivid force of the 
sensations which oppressed me. I had so 
w'orked upon my imagination as really to be- 
o lieve that about the whole mansion and do- 
main there hung an atmosphere peculiar to 
themselves and their immediate vicinity: an 
atmosphere which had no affinity with the 
air of heaven, but which had recked up from 
5 the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the 
silent tarn: a pestilent and mystic vajxir, dull, 
sluggish, faintly discernible, and lt*aden-hued. 

Shaking off from my spirit what must have 
been a dream, 1 scanned more narrowly the 
:o real aspect of the building. Its ]:)rincipal 
feature seemed to be that of an excessive 
antiquity. The discoloration of ages had 
been great. Minute fungi overspread the 
whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled 
5 webwork from the eaves. Yet all this was 
apart from any extraordinary dilapidation. 
No portion of the masonry had fallen; and 
there appeared to be a wild inconsistency 
between its still perfect adaptation of parts 
o and the crumbling condition of the individual 
stones. In this there was much that reminded 
me of the specious totality of old wood-work 
which has rotted for long years in some ne- 
glected vault, with no disturbance from the 
5 breath of the external air. Beyond this indi- 
cation of extensive decay, however, the fabric 
gave little token of instability. Perhaps the 
eye of a scrutinizing observer might have dis- 
covered a barely perceptible fissure, which, 
0 extending from the roof of the building in 
front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag 
direction, until it became lost in the sullen 
waters of the tarn. 

Noticing these things, I rode over a short 
5 causeway to the house. A servant in waitings 
took my horse, and I entered the Gothic arnest 
way of the hall. A valet, of stealtlry of my 
thence conducted me, in siletvDgether; or I 
many dark and intricate , to the wild im- 
3 progress to the studio cihg guitar. And thus, 
that I encountered .f closer intimacy admitted 
know not how.,ervedly into the recesses of his 
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merits of which I have already spoken. While 
the objects around me — while the carvings 
of the ceilings, the sombre tapestries of the 
walls, the ebon blackness of the floors, and the 
phantasmagoric armorial trophies which rat- 
tled as I strode, were but matters to which, or 
to such as which, I had been accustomed from 
my infancy — while I hesitated not to ac- 
knowledge how familiar was all this — I still 
wondered to find how unfamiliar were the 
fancies which ordinary images were stirring 
up. On one of the staircases, I met the physi- 
cian of the family. His countenance, I 
thought, wore a mingled expression of low 
cunning and perplexity. He accosted me 
with trepidation and passed on. The valet 
now threw open a door and ushered me into 
the presence of his master. 

The room in which 1 found myself was very 
large and lofty. Tlic windows were long, 
narrow, and pointed, and at so vast a distance 
from the black oaken floor as to be altogether 
inaccessible from within. Feeble gleams of 
encrimsoiied light made their way through 
the trcllised panes, and served to render suffi- 
ciently distinct the more prominent objects 
around; the eye, however, struggled in vain 
to reach the remoter angles of the chamber, 
or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceil- 
ing. Dark draperies hung upon the walls. 
The general furniture was profuse, comfort- 
less, antique, and tattered. Many books and 
musical instruments lay scattered about, but 
failed to give any vitality to the scene. I felt 
that 1 breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An 
air of stern, deep, and irredeemable gloom 
hung over and pervaded all. 

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a 
sofa on which he had been lying at full length, 
and greeted me with a vivacious warmth 
which had much in it, I at first thought, of an 
overdone cordiality — of the constrained 
effort of the rnriuye man of the world. A 
glance, however, at his countenance con- 
vinced me of his perfect sincerity. We sat 
dowm; and for some moments, while he sp>oke 
not, I gazed upon him with a feeling half of 
pity, half of awe. Surely man had nev'er be- 
fore so terribly altered, in so brief a period, as 
had Roderick Fisher! It w'as with difficulty 
tliat I could bring myself to admit the iden- 
tity of the w an being before me with the com- 


panion of my early boyhood. Yet the char- 
acter of his face had been at all times remark- 
able. A cadaverousness of complexion; an 
eye large, liquid, and luminous beyond com- 
parison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, 
but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose 
of a delicate Hebrew model, but with a 
breadth of nostril unusual in similar forma- 
tions; a finely moulded chin, speaking, in its 
want of prominence, of a want of moral 
energy; hair of a more than web-like softness 
and tenuity; these features, with an inordi- 
nate expansion above the regions of the tem- 
ple, made up altogether a countenance not 
easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere 
exaggeration of the prevailing character of 
these features, and of the expression they were 
wont to convey, lay so much of change that I 
doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghastly 
pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous 
lustre of the eye, above all things startled and 
even awed me. The silken hair, too, had 
been suffered to grow all unheeded, and as, in 
its wild gossamer texture, it floated rather 
than fell about the face, I could not, even 
with effort, connect its arabesque expression 
with any idea of simple humanity. 

In the manner of my friend I was at once 
struck with an incoherence, an inconsistency, 
and I soon found this to arise from a series of 
feeble and futile struggles to overcome an 
habitual trepidancy, an excessive nervous 
agitation. For something of this nature I had 
indeed been prepared, no less by his letter 
than by reminiscences of certain boyish 
traits, and by conclusions deduced from his 
peculiar physical conformation and tempera- 
ment. His action W’as alternately vivacious 
and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a 
tremulous indecision (when the animal spirits 
seemed utterly in abeyance) to that species of 
energetic concision — that abrupt, weighty, 
unhurried, and hollow-sounding enunciation 
— that leaden, self-balanced and perfectly 
modulated guttural utterance — which may 
be obser\"ed in the lost drunkard, or the irre- 
claimable eater of opium, during the periods 
of his most intense excitement. 

It was thus that he spoke of the object of 
my visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and of 
the solace he expected me to afford him. He 
entered, at some length, into what he con- 
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ceived to be the nature of his malady. It was, 
he said, a constitutional and a family evil, 
and one for which he despaired to find a 
remedy — a mere nervous affection, he im- 
mediately added, which w'ould undoubtedly 5 
soon pass off. It displayed itself in a host of 
unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he 
detailed them, interested and bewildered me; 
although, perhaps, the terms and the general 
manner of the narration had their weight. 10 
He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of 
the senses; the most insipid food was alone 
endurable; he could wear only garments of 
certain texture; the odors of all flowers were 
oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a 15 
faint light; and there were but peculiar 
sounds, and these from stringed instruments, 
which did not inspire him with horror. 

To an anomalous species of terror I found 
him a bounden slave. ‘T shall perish,” said 20 
he, ‘T must perish in this deplorable folly. 
Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost. 

I dread the events of the future, not in them- 
selves, but in their results. 1 shudder at the 
thought of any, even the most trivial, incident, 25 
which may operate upon this intolerable agi- 
tation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence 
of danger, except in its absolute effect — in 
terror. In this unnerved — in this pitiable 
condition, I feel that the period will sooner or 30 
later arrive when I must abandon life and 
reason together, in some struggle with the 
grim phantasm. Fear,” 

I learned moreover at intervals, and 
through broken and equivocal hints, another 35 
singular feature of his mental condition. He 
was enchained by certain superstitious im- 
pressions in regard to the dwelling which he 
tenanted, and whence, for many years, he 
had never ventured forth — in regard to an 40 
influence whose supposititious force was con- 
veyed in terms too shadowy here to be re- 
stated — an influence which some peculiar- 
ities in the mere form and substance of his 
family mansion, had, by dint of long suffer- 45 
ance, he said, obtained over his spirit — an 
effect which the physique of the gray walls 
and turrets, and of the dim tarn into which 
they all looked down, had, at length, brought 
about upon the morale of his existence. 50 

He admitted, however, 2ilthough with hesi- 
tation, that much of the peculiar gloom 


which thus afflicted him could be traced to a 
more natural and far more palpable origin — 
to the severe and long-continued illness, in- 
deed to the evidently approaching dissolu- 
tion, of a tenderly beloved sister — his sole 
companion for long years, his last and only 
relative on earth. “Her decease,” he said, 
with a bitterness which I can never forget, 
“would leave him (him the hopeless and the 
frail) the last of the ancient race of the Ush- 
ers.” While he spoke the lady Madeline (for 
so w'as she called) passed slowly through a 
remote portion of the apartment, and, with- 
out having noticed my presence, disappeared. 
I regarded her with an utter astonishment 
not unmingled with dread, and yet I found it 
impossible to account for such feelings. A 
sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my eyes 
followed her retreating steps. When a door, 
at length, closed upon her, my glance sought 
instinctively and eagerly the ccmntenance of 
the brother; but he had buried his face in his 
hands, and 1 could only })crccive that a far 
more than ordinary wanness had overspread 
the emaciated fingers tlirough which trickled 
many passionate tears. 

The disease of the lady Madeline had long 
baffled the skill of her j)hysicians. A settled 
apathy, a gradual wasting away of the person, 
and frequent although transient affections of 
a partially catalcptical character, were the 
unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily 
borne up against the pressure of her malady, 
and had not betaken herself finally to bed; 
but, on the closing in of the evening of my 
arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her 
brother told me at night with inexpressible 
agitation) to the prostrating power of the de- 
stroyer; and I learned that the glimpse I had 
obtained of her person would thus probably 
be the last I should obtain — that the lady, 
at least while living, would be seen by me no 
more. 

For several days ensuing, her name was 
unmentioned by either Usher or myself; and 
during this period I was busied in earnest 
endeavors to alleviate the melancholy of my 
friend. We painted and read together; or I 
listened, as if in a dream, to the wild im- 
provisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, 
as a closer and still closer intimacy admitted 
me more unreservedly into the recesses of his 
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spirit, the more bitterly did I perceive the 
futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from 
which darkness, as if an inherent positive 
quality, poured forth upon all objects of the 
moral and physical universe, in one unceasing 
radiation of gloom. 

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the 
many solemn hours I thus spent alone with 
the master of the House of Usher. Yet I 
should fail in any attempt to convey an idea 
of the exact character of the studies, or of the 
occupations, in which he involved me, or led 
me the way. An excited and highly distem- 
pered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over 
all. His long improvised dirges will ring for- 
ever in my cars. Among other things, I hold 
painfully in mind a certain singular perver- 
sion and amplification of the wild air of the 
last waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings 
over which his elaborate fancy brooded, and 20 
which grew, touch by touch, into vague- 
nesses at which I shuddered the more thrill- 
ingly because 1 shuddered knowing not why; 

— from these paintings (vivid as their images 
now are before me) I would in vain endeavor 25 
to educe more than a small portion which 
should lie within the compass of merely writ- 
ten words. By the utter simplicity, by the 
nakedness of his designs, he arrested and over- 
awed attention. If ever mortal painted an 30 
idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For 
me at least, in the circumstances then sur- 
rounding me, there arose, out of the pure ab- 
stractions which the hypochondriac contrived 
to throw upon his canvas, an intensity of in- 35 
tolerable awe, no shadow of which felt I ever 
yet in the contemplation of the certainly glow- 
ing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli. 

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of 
my friend, partaking not so rigidly of the 40 
spirit of abstraction, may be shadowed forth, 
although feebly, in words. A small picture 
presented the interior of an immensely long 
and rectangular vault or tunnel, with low 
walls, smooth, white, and without interrup- 45 
tion or device. Certain accessory points of 
the design served well to convey the idea that 
this excavation lay at an exceeding depth be- 
low the surface of the earth. No outlet was 
observed in any portion of its vast extent, aind 50 
no torch or other artificial source of light was 
discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled 


throughout, and bathed the whole in a 
ghastly and inappropriate splendor. 

I have just spoken of that morbid condition 
of the auditory nerve which rendered all 
music intolerable to the sufferer, with the 
exception of certain effects of stringed instru- 
ments. It was, perhaps, the narrow limits to 
which he thus confined himself upon the 
guitar, which gave birth, in great measure, to 
the fantastic character of his performances. 
But the fervid facility of his impromptus could 
not be so accounted for. They must have 
been, and were, in the notes, as well as in the 
words of his wild fantasias (for he not unfre- 
quently accompanied himself with rhymed 
verbal improvisations), the result of that in- 
tense mental collectedness and concentration 
to which I have previously alluded as obser\ - 
able only in particular moments of the high- 
est artificial excitement. The words of one of 
these rhapsodies I have easily remembered. I 
was, perhaps, the more forcibly impressed 
with it, as he gave it, because, in the under or 
mystic current of its meaning, I fancied that I 
perceived, and for the first time, a full con- 
sciousness, on the part of Usher, of the totter- 
ing of his lofty reason upon her throne. The 
verses, which were entitled “The Haunted 
Palace,” ran very nearly, if not accurately, 
thus: 

I 

In the greenest of our valleys 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace — 

Radiant palace — reared its head. 

In the monarch Thought’s dominion, 

It stood there ! 

Never seraph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair ! 

n 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 

On its roof did float and flow, 

(This — all this — was in the olden 
Time long ago) 

And every gentle air that dallied, 

In that sweet day. 

Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 

A winged odor went away. 

Ill 

Wanderers in that happy valley, 

Through two luminous windows, saw 
Spirits moving musically 
To a lute’s well-tun^d law, 
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Round about a throne where, sitting, 
Porphyrogene ! 

In state his glory well befitting, 

The ruler of the realm was seen. 

IV 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door, 

Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing 
And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty 
Was but to sing. 

In voices of surpassing beauty. 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 

V 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 

Assailed the monarch’s high estate. 

(Ah, let us mourn ! — for never morrow 
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!) 

And round about his home the glory 
That blushed and bloomed 
Is but a dim-remembered story 
Of the old time entombed. 

VI 

And travellers, now, within that valley. 
Through the red-litten windows see 
Vast forms that move fantastically 
To a discordant melody; 

While, like a ghastly rapid river, 

Through the pale door 
A hideous throng rush out forever. 

And laugh — but smile no more. 

I well remember that suggestions arising 
from this ballad led us into a train of thought, 
wherein there became manifest an opinion of 
Usher’s which I mention not so much on 
account of its novelty, (for other men ^ have 
thought thus), as on account of the pertinac- 
ity with which he maintained it. This opin- 
ion, in its general form, was that of the senti- 
ence of all vegetable things. But in his dis- 
ordered fancy the idea had assumed a more 
daring character, and trespassed, under cer- 
tain conditions, upon the kingdom of inorgan- 
ization. I lack words to express the full ex- 
tent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. 
The belief, how'ever, was connected (as I have 
previously hinted) with the gray stones of the 
home of his forefathers. The conditions of 
the sentience had been here, he imagined, ful- 
filled in the method of collocation of these 
stones — in the order of their arrangement, 

^ Watson, Dr. Percival, Spallanzani, and especially 
the Bishop of Landaff. — See Chemical Essays, vol. v. 
[Author’s note.] 


as well as in that of the many fungi which 
overspread them, and of the decayed trees 
which stood around — above all, in the long 
undisturbed endurance of this arrangement, 
5 and in its reduplication in the still waters of 
the tarn. Its evidence — the evidence of the 
sentience — was to be seen, he said (and 1 
here started as he spoke), in the gradual yet 
certain condensation of an atmosphere of 
10 their own about the waters and the walls. 
The result was discoverable, he added, in 
that silent, yet importunate and terrible in- 
fluence which for centuries had moulded the 
destinies of his family, and which made him 
15 w'hat 1 now saw him — what he was. Such 
opinions need no comment, and 1 will make 
none. 

Our books — the books which, for years, 
had formed no small portion of the mental 
20 existence of the invalid — were, as might be 
supposed, in slrict keejiing witli this character 
of phantasm. We ])ored together over such 
works as the Vcrvcit and Chartreuse of Gresset; 
the Bclphegor of Machiavelli; the Heaven and 
25 Hell of Swedenborg; the Subterranean Voyage of 
Nicholas Klimm liy llolberg; tlie Chiromancy of 
Robert Flud, of Jean D’lndagine, and of De 
la Chambre; the Journey into the Blue Distance 
of Tieck; and the City of the Sun of Campanella. 
30 One favorite volume was a small octavo edi- 
tion of the Direct oriurn luquisitorum by the 
Dominican Eymeric de Ginmne; and there 
were passages in Pomponius Mela, about the 
old African Satyrs and yl']gipans, over which 
35 Usher would sit dreaming lor hours. His 
chief delight, however, was found in the pe- 
rusal of an exceedingly rare and curious book 
in quarto Gothic — the manual of a forgotten 
church — the Vigilia Mortuorum Secundum 
40 Chorum Ecclesice Maguntince} 

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual 
of this work, and of its probable influence 
upon the hypochondriac, when one evening, 
having informed me abruptly that the lady 
45 Madeline was no more, he stated his inten- 
tion of preserving her corpse for a fortnight, 
(previously to its final interment,) in one of 
the numerous vaults within the main walls of 
the building. The worldly reason, however, 
50 assigned for this singular proceeding, was one 

^ Vigils for the dead according to the choir of the 
church of Mayencc. 
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which 1 did not feel at liberty to dispute. The maturity of youth, had left, as usual in all 
brother had been led to his resolution (so he maladies of a strictly cataleptical character, 
told me) by consideration of the unusual char- the mockery of a faint blush upon the bosom 
acter of the malady of the deceased, of certain and the face, and that suspiciously lingering 
obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part of 5 smile upon the lip which is so terrible in 
her medical men, and of the remote and ex- death. We replaced and screwed down the 
posed situation of the burial-ground of the lid, and, having scoured the door of iron, 
family. I will not deny that when I called to made our way, with toil, into the scarcely less 
mind the sinister countenance of the person gloomy apartments of the upper portion of 
whom 1 met upon the staircase, on the day of 10 the house. 

my arrival at the house, I had no desire to And now, some days of bitter grief having 
oppose what I regarded as at best but a harm- elapsed, an observable change came over the 
less, and by no means an unnatural precau- features of the mental disorder of my friend, 
tion. His ordinary manner had vanished. His 

At the request of Usher, I personally aided 15 ordinary occupations v/ere neglected or for- 
him in the arrangements for the temporary gotten. He roamed from chamber to cham- 
entombment. The body having been en- ber with hurried, unequal, and objectless 
cofiined, wc two alone bore it to its rest. The step. The pallor of his countenance had as- 
vault in which we placed it (and which had sumed, if possible, a more ghastly hue — but 
been so long unopened that our torches, half 20 the luminousness of his eye had utterly gone 
smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave out. The once occasional huskiness of his 
us little opportunity for investigation) was tone was heard no more; and a tremulous 
small, damp, and entirely without means of quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually 
admission for light; lying, at great depth, im- characterized his utterance. There were 
mediately beneath that portion of the build- 25 times, indeed, when I thought his unceas- 
ing in which was my own sleeping apartment. ingly agitated mind was laboring with some 
It had been used, apparently, in remote oppressive secret, to divulge which he strug- 
feudal times, for the worst purposes of a don- gled for the necessary courage. At times, 
jon-keep, and in later days as a place of de- again, I was obliged to resolve all into the 
posit for powder, or some other highly com- 30 mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for I 
bustible substance, as a portion of its floor, beheld him gazing upon vacancy for long 
and the vhole interior of a long archway hours, in an attitude of the profoundest at- 
through which w^e reached it, were carefully tention, as if listening to some imaginary 
sheathed w'ith copper. The door, of massive sound. It w^as no wonder that his condition 
iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its 35 terrified — that it infected me. I felt creep- 
immense weight caused an unusually sharp ing upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the 
grating sound, as it moved upon its hinges. wild influences of his own fantastic yet im- 
Having deposited our mournful burden pressive superstitions, 
upon tresscls wathin this region of horror, we It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late 

partially turned aside the yet unscrewed lid 40 in the night of the seventh or eighth day after 
of the collm, and looked upon the face of the the placing of the lady Madeline within the 
tenant. A striking similitude between the donjon, that I experienced the full power of 
brother and sister now fii-st arrested my at- such feelings. Sleep came not near my couch, 
tention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, my while the hours waned and weaned away. I 
thoughts, murmured out some few words 45 struggled to reason off the nervousness which 
from which I learned that the deceased and had dominion over me. I endeavored to be- 
himself had been twdns, and that sympathies lieve that much, if not all, of what I felt was 
of a scarcely intelligible nature had alw^ays due to the bewildering influence of the 
existed between them. Our glances, how- gloomy furniture of the room — of the dark 
ever, rested not long upon the dead — for we 50 and tattered draperies which, tortured into 
could not regard her unawed. The disease motion by the breath of a rising tempest, 
which had thus entombed the lady in the swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls, and 
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rusiled uneasily about the decorations of the 
bed. But my efforts were fruitless. An irre- 
pressible tremor gradually pervaded my 
frame; and at length there sat upon my very 
heart an incubus of utterly causeless alarm. 
Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, I 
uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, peering 
earnestly within the intense darkness of the 
chamber, hearkened — I know not why, ex- 
cept that an instinctive spirit prompted me — 
to certain low and indefinite sounds which 
came, through the pauses of the storm, at long 
intervals, I knew not whence. Overpowered 
by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccount- 
able yet unendurable, I threw on my clothes 
with haste (for I felt that I should sleep no 
more during the night,) and endeavored to 
arouse myself from the pitiable condition into 
which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and 
fro through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner, 
when a light step on an adjoining staircase 
arrested my attention. I presently recog- 
nized it as that of Usher. In an instant after- 
ward he rapped with a gentle touch at my 
door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His 
countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan 
— but, moreover, there was a species of mad 
hilarity in his eyes — an evidently restrained 
hysteria in his whole demeanor. His air ap- 
palled me — but anything was preferable to 
the solitude which I had so long endured, and 
I even welcomed his presence as a relief. 

“And you have not seen it?” he said 
abruptly, after having stared about him for 
some moments in silence — “you have not 
then seen it? — but, stay ! you shall.” Thus 
speaking, and having carefully shaded his 
lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and 
threw it freely open to the storm. 

The impetuous fury of the entering gust 
nearly lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, 
a tempestuous yet sternly beautiful night, and 
one wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. 
A whirlwind had apparently collected its 
force in our vicinity; for there were frequent 
and violent alterations in the direction of the 
wind; and the exceeding density of the clouds 
(which hung so low as to press upon the tur- 
rets of the house) did not prevent our perceiv- 
ing the life-like velocity with which they flew 
careering from all points against each other, 


without passing away into the distance. I say 
that even their exceeding density did not pre- 
vent our perceiving this; yet we had no 
glimpse of the moon or stars, nor was there 
5 any flashing forth of the lightning. But the 
under surfaces of the huge masses of agitated 
vapor, as well as all terrestrial objects im- 
mediately around us, were glowing in the un- 
natural light of a faintly luminous and dis- 
lo tinctly visible gaseous exhalation which hung 
about and enshrouded the mansion. 

“You must not — you shall not behold 
this!” said I, shudderingly, to Usher, as I led 
him with a gentle violence from the window 
IS to a scat. “These appearances, which be- 
wilder you, are merely electrical phenomena 
not uncommon — or it may be that they have 
their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the 
tarn. Let us close this casement; the air is 
20 chilling and dangerous to your frame. Here 
is one of your favorite romances. I will read, 
and you shall listen; — and so we will pass 
away this terrible night together.” 

The antique volume which I had taken up 
25 was the Mad Trist of Sir Launcelot Canning; 
but I had called it a favorite of Usher’s more 
in sad jest than in earnest ; for, in truth, there 
is little in its uncouth and unimaginative pro- 
lixity which could have had interest for the 
30 lofty and spiritual ideality of my friend. It 
was, however, the only book immediately at 
hand; and I indulged a vague hope that the 
excitement which now agitated the hypo- 
chondriac might find relief (for the history of 
35 mental disorder is full of similar anomalies) 
even in the extremeness of the folly which I 
should read. Could I have judged, indeed, 
by the wild overstrained air of vivacity with 
which he hearkened, or apparently heark- 
40 ened, to the words of the tale, I might well 
have congratulated myself upon the success of 
my design. 

I had arrived at that well-known portion of 
the story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, 
45 having sought in vain for peaceable admission 
into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to 
make good an entrance by force. Here, it 
will be remembered, the words of the narra- 
tive run thus: 

And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty 
heart, and who was now mighty withal, on account 
ctf the powerfulness of the wine which he had 
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drunken, waited no longer to hold parley with the 
hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate and 
maliceful turn, but, feeling the rain upon his 
shoulders, and fearing the rising of the temf>est, 
uplifted his mace outright, and with blows made 
quickly room in the plankings of the door for his 5 
gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith 
sturdily, he so cracked, and ripped, and tore all 
asunder, that the noise of the dry and hollow- 
sounding wood alarumed and reverberated 
throughout the forest, 

10 

At the termination of this sentence I 
started, and for a moment paused; for it ap- 
peared to me (although I at once concluded 
that my excited fancy had deceived me) — it 
appeared to me that from some very remote 15 
portion of the mansion there came, indis- 
tinctly, to my ears, what might have been, in 
its exact similarity of character, the echo (but 
a stifled and dull one certainly) of the very 
cracking and ripping sound which Sir Launce- 20 
lot had so particularly described. It was, 
beyond doubt, the coincidence alone which 
had arrested my attention; for, amid the rat- 
tling of the sashes of the casements, and the 
ordinary commingled noises of the still in- 25 
creasing storm, the sound, in itself, had noth- 
ing, surely, which should have interested or 
disturbed me. I continued the story: 

But the good champion Elhelrcd, now entering 
within the door, was sore enraged and amazed to 
perceive no signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in 
the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodig- 
ious demeanor, and of a fiery longue, which sate in 
guard before a palace of gold, with a floor of silver; 
and upon the wall there hung a shield of shining 
brass with this legend enwritten — 35 

Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin; 

Who slayeih the dragon, the shield he shall win. 

And Ethclred uplifted his macc, and struck upon 
the head of the dragon, which fell before him, and 
gave up his pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid 4o 
and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred 
had fain to close his cars with his hands against the 
dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was never 
before heard. 

Here again I paused abruptly, and now 45 
with a feeling of wild amazement; for there 
could be no doubt whatever that, in this in- 
stance, I did actually hear (although from 
what direction it proceeded I found it im- 
possible to say) a low and apparently distant, 50 
but harsh, protracted, and most unusual 
scrcciming or grating sound — the exact 


counterpart of what my fancy had already 
conjured up for the dragon’s unnatural shriek 
as described by the romancer. 

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the 
occurrence of this second and most extraordi- 
nary coincidence, by a thousand conflicting 
sensations, in which wonder and extreme 
terror were predominant, I still retained suffi- 
cient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by 
any observation, the sensitive nervousness of 
my companion. I was by no means certain 
that he had noticed the sounds in question; 
although, assuredly, a strange alteration had 
during the last few minutes taken place in his 
demeanor. From a position fronting my own, 
he had gradually brought round his chair, so 
as to sit with his face to the door of the cham- 
ber; and thus I could but partially perceive 
his features, although I saw that his lips trem- 
bled as if he were murmuring inaudibly. His 
head had dropped upon his breast — yet I 
knew that he was not asleep, from the wide 
and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a 
glance of it in profile. The motion of his 
body, too, was at variance with this idea — 
for he rocked from side to side with a gentle 
yet constant and uniform sway. Having rap- 
idly taken notice of all this, I resumed the 
narrative of Sir Launcelot, which thus pro- 
ceeded: 

And now, the champion, having escaped from 
the terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself 
of the brazen shield, and of the breaking up of the 
enchantment which was upon it, removed the car- 
cass from out of the way before him, and ap- 
proached valorously over the silver pavement of 
the caistle to where the shield was upon the wall, 
which in sooth tarried not for his full coming, but 
fell down at his feet upon the silver floor, with a 
mighty great and terrible ringing sound. 

No sooner had these syllables passed my 
lips, than — as if a shield of brass had indeed 
at the moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of 
silver — I became aware of a distinct, hollow, 
metallic and clangorous yet apparendy muf- 
fled reverberation. Completely unnerved, I 
leaped to my feet; but the measured rocking 
movement of Usher was undisturbed. I 
rushed to the chair in which he sat. His eyes 
were bent fixedly before him, and throughout 
his whole countenance there reigned a stony 
rigidity. But as I placed my hand upon his 
shoulder, there came a strong shudder over 
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his whole person; a sickly smile quivered 
about his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a 
low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if 
unconscious of my presence. Bending closely 
ever him, I at length drank in the hideous 5 
import of his words. 

“Not hear it? — yes, I hear it, and have 
heard it. Long — long — long — many min- 
utes, many hours, many days, have I heard it 
— yet I dared not — oh, pity me, miserable 10 
w retch that I am ! — I dared not — I dared 
not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! 
Said I not that my senses were acute? I now 
tell you that I heard her first feeble move- 
ments in the hollow coffin. I heard them — 15 
many, many days ago — yet I dared not — I 
dared not speak! And now — to-night — 
Ethelred — ha! ha! — the breaking of the 
hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the 
dragon, and the clangor of the shield ! — say, 20 
rather, the rending of her coffin, and the grat- 
ing of the iron hinges of her prison, and her 
struggles within the coppered archway of the 
vault! Oh, whither shall I fly? Will she not 
be here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid 25 
me for my haste? Have I not heard her foot- 
step on the stair? Do I not distinguish that 
heavy and horrible beating of her heart? 
Madman!” — here he sprang furiously to his 
feet, and shrieked out his syllables, as if in the 30 
effort he were giving up his soul — ^‘'Madman! 

I tell you that she now stands without the door!'^'* 

As if in the superhuman energy of his utter- 
ance there had been found the potency of a 
spell, the huge antique panels to which the 35 
speaker pointed threw slowly back, upon the 
instant, their ponderous and ebony jaws. It 
was the work of the rushing gust — but then 
without those doors there did stand the lofty 
and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline 40 
of Usher. There was blood up)on her white 
robes, and the evidence of some bitter strug- 
gle upon every portion of her emaciated 
frame. For a moment she remained tremb- 
ling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold 45 
— then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily 
inward upon the person of her brother, and, 
in her violent 2md now finad death aigonies, 
bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to 
the terrors he had anticipated. 50 

From that chamber, and from that man- 
sion, I fled aghast. The storm was still abroad 


in all its wrath as I found myself crossing the 
old causeway. Suddenly there shot along the 
path a wild light, and I turned to see whence a 
gleam so unusual could have issued; for the 
vast house and its shadows were alone behind 
me. The radiance was that of the full, set- 
ting, and blood-red moon, which now shone 
vividly through that once barely discernible 
fissure, of which 1 have befcjre spoken as ex- 
tending from the roof of the building, in a 
zigzag direction, to the base. While 1 gazed, 
this fissure rapidly widened — there came a 
fierce breath of the whirlwind — the entire 
orb of the satellite burst at once upon my 
sight — my brain reeled as 1 saw the mighty 
walls rushing asunder — there was a long 
tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a 
thousand waters — and the deep and dank 
tarn at my feet closed sullenly and silently 
over the fragments of the ^^IJouse of Usher ^ 

A Descent into the Maelstrom 

( 1841 ) 

The ways of God in Nature, as in Providence, 
are not as our ways; nor arc the models that we 
frame any way commensurate to the vaslness, 
profundity, and unsearchablencss of His works, 
which have a depth in them greater than the well of 
Democritus. 

Joseph Glanvill 

We had now reached the summit of the 
loftiest crag. For some minutes the old man 
seemed too much exhausted to speak. 

“Not long ago,” said he at length, “and I 
could have guided you on this route as well as 
the youngest of my sons; but, about three 
years past, there happened to me an event 
such as never happened before to mortal man 
— or at least such as no man ever survived to 
tell of — and the six hours of deadly terror 
which I then endured have broken me up 
body and soul. You suppose me a very old 
man — but I am not. It took less than a 
single day to change these hairs fron* a jetty 
black to white, to weaken my limbs, and to 
unstring my nerves, so that I tremble at the 
least exertion, and am frightened at a shadow. 
Do you know I can scarcely look over this 
little cliff without getting giddy?” 

The “little cliff,” upon whose edge he had 
so carelessly thrown himself down to rest that 
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the weightier portion of his body hung over 
it, while he was only kept from falling by the 
tenure of his elbow on its extreme and slippery 
edge — this “little cliff’ arose, a sheer unob- 
structed precipice of black shining rock, some 5 
fifteen or sixteen hundred feet from the world 
of crags beneath us. Nothing would have 
tempted me to within half a dozen yards of its 
brink. In truth so deeply was I excited by 
the perilous position of my companion, that I 10 
fell at full length upon the ground, clung to 
the shrubs around me, and dared not even 
glance upward at the sky — while I struggled 
in vain to divest myself of the idea that the 
very foundations of the mountain were in 15 
danger from the fury of the winds. It was 
long before I could reason myself into suffi- 
cient courage to sit up and look out into the 
distance. 

“You must get over these fancies,’’ said the 20 
guide, “for I have brought you here that you 
might have the best possible view of the scene 
of that event I mentioned — and to tell you 
the whole story with the spot just under your 
eye. 25 

“We are now,” he continued, in that par- 
ticularizing manner which distinguished him 

— “we are now close upon the Norwegian 
coast — in the sixty-eighth degree of latitude 

— in the great province of Nordland — and 30 
in the dreary district of Lofoden. The moun- 
tain upon whose top we sit is Helseggen, the 
Cloudy. Now raise yourself up a little higher 

— hold on to the grass if you feel giddy — so 

— and look out, beyond the belt of vapor 35 
beneath us, into the sea.” 

I looked dizzily, and beheld a wide expanse 
of ocean, whose waters wore so inky a hue as 
to bring at once to my mind the Nubian 
geographer’s account of the Mare Tenehrarum. 40 
A panorama more deplorably desolate no 
human imagination can conceive. To the 
right and left, as far as the eye could reach, 
there lay outstretched, like ramparts of the 
world, lines of horridly black and beetling 45 
diff, whose diaractcr of gloom was but the 
more forcibly illustrated by the surf which 
reared high up against it its white and ghastly 
crest, howling and shrieking forever. Just 
opposite the promontory upon whose apex 50 
we were placed, and at a distance of some five 
or six miles out at sea, there was visible a 


small, bleak-looking island; or, more prop- 
erly, its position was discernible through the 
wilderness of surge in which it was enveloped. 
About two miles nearer the land arose another 
of smaller size, hideously craggy and barren, 
and encompassed at various intervals by a 
cluster of dark rocks. 

The appearance of the ocean, in the space 
between the more distant island and the shore, 
had something very unusual about it. Al- 
though, at the time, so strong a gale was 
blowing landward that a brig in the remote 
offing lay to under a double-reefed trysail, 
and constantly plunged her whole hull out of 
sight, still, there was here nothing like a regu- 
lar swell, but only a short, quick, angry cross- 
dashing of water in every direction — as w^ell 
in the teeth of the wind as otherwise. Of 
foam there was little except in the immediate 
vicinity of the rocks. 

“The island in the distance,” resumed the 
old man, “is called by the Norwegians 
Vurrgh. The one midway is Moskoe. That 
a mile to the northward is Ambaaren. Yon- 
der are Iflesen, Hoeyholm, Kieldholm, Suar- 
ven, and Buckholm. Farther off — between 
Moskoe and Vurrgh — are Otterholm, Fli- 
men, Sandflesen, and Skarholm. These are 
the true names of the places — but why it has 
been thought necessary to name them at all is 
more than either you or I can understand. 
Do you hear anything? Do you see any 
change in the water?” 

We had now been about ten minutes upon 
the top of Helseggen, to which we had as- 
cended from the interior of Lofoden, so that 
we had caught no glimpse of the sea until it 
had burst upon us from the summit. As the 
old man spoke, I became aware of a loud and 
gradually increasing sound, like the moaning 
of a vaist herd of buffaloes upon an American 
prairie; and at the same moment I perceived 
that what seamen term the chopping character 
of the ocean beneath us, was rapidly changing 
into a current which set to the eastward. 
Even while I gazed, this current acquired a 
monstrous velocity. Each moment added to 
its sp)eed — to its headlong impetuosity. In 
five minutes the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh, 
was lashed into ungovernable fury; but it was 
between Moskoe and the coast that the main 
uproar held its sway. Here the vast bed of 
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the waters, seamed and scarred into a thou- 
sand conflicting channels, burst suddenly into 
Irenzied convulsion — heaving, boiling, hiss- 
ing — gyrating in gigantic and innumerable 
\ ortices, and all whirling and plunging on to s 
the eastward with a rapidity which water 
never elsewhere assumes, except in precipi- 
tous descents. 

In a few minutes more, there came over the 
scene another radical alteration. The general lo 
surface grew somewhat more smooth, and the 
whirlpools, one by one, disappeared, while 
prodigious streaks of foam became apparent 
where none had been seen before. These 
streaks, at length, spreading out to a great 15 
distance, and entering into combination, took 
unto themselves the gyratory motion of the 
subsided vortices, and seemed to form the 
germ of another more vast. Suddenly — 
very suddenly — this assumed a distinct and 20 
definite existence, in a circle of more than a 
mile in diameter. The edge of the whirl was 
represented by a broad belt of gleaming 
spray; but no particle of this slipped into the 
mouth of the terrific funnel, whose interior, as 25 
far as the eye could fathom it, was a smooth, 
shining, jet-black wall of water, inclined to 
the horizon at an angle of some forty-five de- 
grees, speeding dizzily round and round with 
a swaying and sweltering motion, and sending 30 
forth to the winds an appalling voice, half 
sbj-iek, half roar, such as not even the mighty 
cataract of Niagara ever lifts up in its agony 
to Heaven. 

The mountain trembled to its very base, 35 
and the rock rocked. I threw myself upon 
my face, and clung to the scant herbage in an 
excess of nervous agitation. 

“This,” said I at length, to the old man — 
“this can be nothing else than the great whirl- 40 
pool of the Maelstrom.” 

“So it is sometimes termed,” said he. “We 
Norwegians call it the Moskoe-strom, from 
the island of Moskoe in the midway.” 

The ordinary accounts of this vortex had 45 
by no means prepared me for what I saw. 
That of Jonas Ramus which is perhaps the 
most circumstantial of any, cannot impart 
the faintest conception either of the magnifi- 
cence or of the horror of the scene — or of 50 
the wild bewildering sense of the novel which 
confounds the beholder. I am not sure from 


what point of view the writer in question 
surveyed it, nor at what time; but it could 
neither have been from the summit of Hel- 
seggen, nor during a storm. There are some 
passages of his description, nevertheless, 
which may be quoted for their details, al- 
though their effect is exceedingly feeble in 
conveying an impression of the spectacle. 

“Between Lofoden and Moskoe.” he says, “the 
depth of the water is between thirty-six and forty 
fathoms; but on the other side, toward Ver 
(Vurrgh), this depth decreases so as not to afford 
a convenient passage for a vessel, without the risk 
of splitting on the rocks, which happens even in 
the c>alnicst weather. When it is flood, the stream 
runs up the country IxUwecn Lofoden and Moskoe 
with a boisterous rapidity; but the roar of its im- 
petuous ebb to the sea is scarce equaled by the 
loudest and most dreadful cataracts, the noise be- 
ing heard several leagues ofl; and the vortices or 
pits are of such an extent and depth, that if a ship 
comes within its attraction, it is inevitably ab- 
sorbed and carried down to the bottom, and there 
beat to pieces against the rocks; and when the 
water relaxes, the fragments thereof are thrown up 
again. But these intervals of tranquillity are only 
at the turn of the ebb and flood, and in calm 
weather, and last but a quarter of an hour, its 
violence gradually returning. W'hen the stream is 
most boisterous, and its fury heightened by a storm, 
it is dangerous to come within a Norway mile of it. 
Boats, yachts, and ships have been earned away by 
not guarding against it before they were within its 
reach. It likew ise happens freciuently that whales 
come too near the stream, and are overpowered by 
its violence; but then it is impossible to describe 
their bowlings and bellowings in their fruitless 
struggles to disengage themselves. A bear once, 
attempting to swim from Lofoden to Moskoe, was 
caught by the stream and borne down, while he 
roared terribly, so as to be heard on shore. Large 
stocks of firs and pine trees, after being absorb^ 
by the current, rise again broken and torn to such 
a degree as if bristles grew upon them. This 
plainly shows the bottom to consist of craggy 
rocks, among which they arc whirled to and fro. 
This stream is regulated by the flux and reflux of 
the sea — it being constantly high and low water 
every six hours. In the year 1645, early in the 
morning of Sexagesima Sunday, it raged with such 
noise and impetuosity that the very ston'^s of the 
houses on the coast fell to the ground.” 

In regard to the depth of the water, I could 
not see how this could have been ascertained 
at all in the immediate vicinity of the vortex. 
The “forty fathoms” must have reference 
only to portions of the channel close upon the 
shore either of Moskoe or Lofoden. The 
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depth in the center of the Moskoe-strom must 
be immeasurably greater; and no better 
proof of this fact is necessary than can be 
obtained from even the sidelong glance into 
the abyss of the whirl which may be had from 
the highest crag of Helseggen. Looking 
down from this pinnacle upon the howling 
Phlegethon below, I could not help smiling at 
the simplicity with which the honest Jonas 
Ramus records, as a matter difficult of belief, 
the anecdotes of the whales and the bears; for 
it appeared to me, in fact, a self-evident thing 
that the largest ships of the line in existence, 
coming within the influence of that deadly 
attraction, could resist it as little as a feather 
the hurricane, and must disappear bodily and 
at once. 

The attempts to account for the phenome- 
non — some of w hich, I remember, seemed 
to me sufficiently plausible in perusal — now 
wore a very dilTcrent and unsatisfactory as- 
pect. The idea generally received is that this, 
as well as three smaller vortices among the 
Feroe Islands, “have no other cause than the 
collision of waves rising and falling, at flux 
and reflux, against a ridge of rocks and 
shelves, which confines the water so that it pre- 
cipitates itself like a cataract; and thus the 
higher the flood rises, the deeper must the fall 
be, and the natural result of all is a whirlpool 
or vortex, the prodigious suction of which is 
sufficiently known by lesser experiments.’’ — 
These are the words of the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica. Kircher and others imagine that 
in the center of the channel of the Maelstrom 
is an abyss penetrating the globe, and issuing 
in some very remote part — the Gulf of 
Bothnia being somewhat decidedly named in 
one instance. This opinion, idle in itself, was 
the one to which, as I gazed, my imagination 
most readily assented; and, mentioning it to 
the guide, I was rather surprised to hear him 
say that, although it was the view almost uni- 
versally entertained of the subject by the 
Norwegians, it nevertheless was not his own. 
As to the former notion he confessed his in- 
ability to comprehend it; and here I agreed 
with him — for, however conclusive on paper, 
it becomes altogether unintelligible, and even 
absurd, amid the thunder of the abyss. 

“You have had a good look at the whirl 
now,” said the old man, “and if you will 


creep round this crag, so as to get in its lee, 
and deaden the roar of the water, I will tell 
you a story that will convince you I ought to 
know something of the Moskoe-strom.” 

S I placed myself as desired, and he pro- 
ceeded. 

“Myself and my two brothers once owned 
a schooner-rigged smack of about seventy 
tons burden, with which we were in the habit 
10 of fishing among the islands beyond Moskoe, 
nearly to Vurrgh. In all violent eddies at sea 
there is good fishing, at proper opportunities, 
if one has only the courage to attempt it; but 
among the whole of the Lofoden coastmen 
15 we three were the only ones who made a 
regular business of going out to the islands, 
as I tell you. The usual grounds are a great 
way lower down to the southward. There 
fish can be got at all hours, without much 
20 risk, and therefore these places are preferred. 
The choice spots over here among the rocks, 
however, not only yield the finest variety, but 
in far greater abundance; so that we often got 
in a single day what the more timid of the 
25 craft could not scrape together in a week. In 
fact, we made it a matter of desperate specu- 
lation — the risk of life standing instead of 
labor, and courage answering for capital. 

“We kept the smack in a cove about five 
30 miles higher up the coast than this; and it 
was our practice, in fine weather, to take ad- 
vantage of the fifteen minutes’ slack to push 
across the main channel of the Moskoe-strom, 
far above the pool, and then drop down upon 
35 anchorage somewhere near Otterholm, or 
Sandflesen, where the eddies are not so vio- 
lent as elsewhere. Here we used to remain 
until nearly time for slack-water again, when 
we weighed and made for home. We never 
40 set out upon this expedition without a steady 
side wind for going and coming — one that 
we felt sure would not fail us before our return 
— and we seldom made a miscalculation 
upon this point. Twice, during six years, we 
45 were forced to stay all night at anchor on ac- 
count of a dead calm, which is a rare thing 
indeed just about here; and once we had to 
remain on the grounds nearly a week, starv- 
ing to death, owing to a gale which blew up 
50 shortly after our arrival, and made the chan- 
nel too boisterous to be thought of. Upon 
this occasion we should have been driven out 
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to sea in spite of everything (for the whirl- 
pools threw us round and round so violently 
that, at length, we fouled our anchor and 
dragged it) if it had not been that we drifted 
into one of the innumerable cross currents — 5 
here today and gone tomorrow — which 
drove us under the lee of Flimen, where, by 
good luck, we brought up. 

“I could not tell you the twentieth part of 
the difficulties we encountered ‘on the 10 
ground’ — it is a bad spot to be in, even in 
good weather — but we made shift always to 
run the gauntlet of the Moskoe-strbm itself 
without accident; although at times my heart 
has been in my mouth when we happened to 15 
be a minute or so behind or before the slack. 
The wind sometimes was not as strong ^xs w'e 
thought it at starting, and then we made 
rather less way than we could wish, while the 
current rendered the smack unmanageable. 20 
My eldest brother had a son eighteen years 
old, and I had two stout boys of my own. 
These would have been of great assistance at 
such times, in using the sweeps, as well as 
afterward in fishing — but, somehow, al- 25 
though we ran the risk ourselves, we had not 
the heart to let the young ones get into the 
danger — for, after all said and done, it was a 
horrible danger, and that is the truth. 

‘Tt is now within a few days of three years 30 
since what I am going to tell you occurred. 

It was on the tenth of July, 18 — , a day which 
the people of this part of the w'orld will never 
forget — for it w^as one in which blew the 
most terrible hurricane that ever came out of 35 
the heavens. And yet all the morning, and 
indeed until late in the afternoon, there was a 
gentle and steady breeze from the southwest, 

hile the sun shone brightly, so that the oldest 
seaman among us could not have foreseen 40 
what was to follow. 

“The three of us — my two brothers and 
myself — had crossed over to the islands 
about two o’clock p.m., and soon nearly 
loaded the smack with fine fish, which, we all 45 
remarked, were more plenty that day than 
we had ever known them. It w'as just seven, 
by my watch, when we weighed and started for 
home, so as to make the worst of the Str 5 m at 
slack water, which we knew would be at 50 
eight. 

“We set out with a fresh wind on our star- 


board quarter, and for some time spanked 
along at a great rate, never dreaming of dan- 
ger, for indeed we saw not the slightest reason 
to apprehend it. All at once we were taken 
aback by a breeze from over Helseggen. This 
was most unusual — something that had 
never happened to us before — and 1 began 
to feel a little uneasy, without exactly know- 
ing whv. We put the boat on the wind, but 
could make no headway at all for the eddies, 
and I w'as upon the point of proposing to re- 
turn to the anchorage, when, looking astern, 
we saw the whole horizon covered with a 
singular copper-colored cloud that rose with 
the most amazing velocity. 

“In the meantime the breeze that had 
headed us off fell away, and we were dead 
becalmed, drifting about in every direction. 
This state of things, how^ever, did not last 
long enough to give us time to think about it. 
In less than .1 minute the storm was upon us 

— in less than two the sky was entirely over- 
cast — and what with this and the driving 
spray, it became suddenly so dark that we 
could not see each other in the smack. 

“Such a hurricane as then blew it is folly to 
attempt descriiiing. The oldest seaman in 
Norway never experienced anything like it. 
We had let our sails go by the run before it 
cleverly took us; but, at the first puff, both our 
masts went by the board as if they had been 
.sawed off — the mainmast taking with it my 
youngest brother, who had lashed himself to 
it for safety. 

“Our boat was the lightest feather of a 
thing that ever sat upon water. It had a 
complete flush deck, with only a small hatch 
near the bow, and this hatch it had always 
been our custom to batten down when about 
to cross the Strom, by way of precaution 
against the choj'ping seas. But for this cir- 
cumstance we should have foundered at once 

— for we lay entirely buried for some mo- 
ments. How my elder brother escaped de- 
struction I cannot say, for I never hau an op- 
portunity of ascertaining. For my part, as 
soon as I had let the foresail run, I threw 
myself flat on deck, with my feet against the 
narrow gunwale of the bow, and with my 
hands grasping a ringbolt near the foot of the 
foremast. It was mere instinct that prompted 
me to do this — which was undoubtedly the 
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very best thing I could have done for I 
was too much flurried to think. 

“For some moments we were completely 
deluged, as I say, and all this time I held my 
breath, and clung to the bolt. When I could 
stand it no longer I raised myself upon my 
knees, still keeping hold with my hands, and 
thus got my head clear. Presently our little 
boat gave herself a shake, just as a dog does 
in coming out of the water, and thus rid her- 
self, in some measure, of the seas. I was now 
trying to get the better of the stupor that had 
come over me, and to collect my senses so as 
to see what was to be done, when I felt some- 
body grasp my arm. It was my elder brother, 
and my heart leaped for joy, for I had made 
sure that he was overboard — but the next 
moment all this joy was turned into horror — 
for he put his mouth close to my ear, and 
screamed out the word ^^Moskoe-stroml'^^ 

“No one will ever know what my feelings 
were at that moment. I shook from head to 
foot as if I had had the most violent fit of the 
ague. I knew what he meant by that one 
word well enough — I knew what he wished 
to make me understand. With the wind that 
now drove us on, we were bound for the whirl 
of the Strom, and nothing could save usl 
“You perceive that in crossing the Strom 
channel, we always went a long way up above 
the whirl, even in the calmest weather, and 
then had to wait and watch carefully for the 
slack — but now we were driving right upon 
the pool itself, and in such a hurricane as this ! 
‘To be sure,’ I thought, ‘we shall get there 
just about the slack — there is some little hope 
in that’ — but in the next moment I cursed 
myself for being so great a fool as to dream of 
hope at all. I knew very well that we were 
doomed, had we been ten times a ninety-gun 
ship. 

“By this time the first fury of the tempest 
had spent itself, or perhaps we did not feel it 
so much as we scudded before it; but at cill 
events the seas, which at first had been kept 
down by the wind, and lay flat and frothing, 
now got up into absolute mountains. A 
singular change, too, had come over the 
heavens. Around in every" direction it was 
still as black as pitch, but nearly overhead 
there burst out, all at once, a circular rift of 
clear sky — as clear as I ever saw — and of a 


deep bright blue — and through it there 
blazed forth the full moon with a luster that I 
never before knew her to wear. She lit up 
everything about us with the greatest dis- 
5 tinctness — but, oh God, what a scene it was 
to light up ! 

“I now made one or two attempts to speak 
to my brother — but, in some manner which 
I could not understand, the din had so in- 
lo creased that I could not make him hear a 
single word, although I screamed at the top 
of my voice in his ear. Presently he shook his 
head, looking as pale as death, and held up 
one of his fingers, as if to say listen! 

15 “At first I could not make out what he 
meant — but soon a hideous thought flashed 
upon me. I dragged my watch from its fob. 
It was not going. I glanced at its face by the 
moonlight, and then burst into tears as I 
20 flung it far away into the ocean. It had run 
down at seven clock! We were behind the time oj 
the slack, and the whirl of the Strom was in full 
fury! 

“When a boat is well built, properly 
25 trimmed, and not deep laden, the waves in a 
strong gale, when she is going large, seem 
always to slip from beneath her — which ap- 
pears very strange to a landsman — and this 
is what is called riding, in sea phrase. 

30 “Well, so far we had ridden the swells very 
cleverly; but presently a gigantic sea hap- 
pened to take us right under the counter, and 
bore us with it as it rose — up — up — as if 
into the sky. I would not have believed that 
35 any wave could rise so high. And then down 
we came with a sweep, a slide, and a plunge, 
that made me feel sick and dizzy, as if I was 
falling from some lofty mountain-top in a 
dream. But while we were up I had thrown a 
40 quick glance around — and that one glance 
was all-sufficient. I saw our exact position in 
an instant. The Moskoe-strom whirlpool 
was about a quarter of a mile dead ahead — 
but no more like the everyday Moskoe-strom, 
45 than the whirl as you now see it is like a mill 
race. If I had not known where we were, 
and what we had to expect, I should not have 
recognized the place at all. As it was, I in- 
voluntarily closed my eyes in horror. The 
so lids clenched themselves together as if in a 
spasm. 

“It could not have been more than two 
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minutes afterwards until we suddenly felt the 
waves subside, and were enveloped in foam. 
The boat made a sharp half turn to lai'board, 
and then shot off in its new direction like a 
thunderbolt. At the same moment the roar- 5 
me; noise of the water was completely drowned 
in a kind of shrill shriek — such a sound as 
vou might imagine given out by the water- 
pipes of many thousand steam vessels, letting 
otf their steam all together. We were now in 10 
the belt of surf that always surrounds the 
whirl; and I thought, of course, that another 
moment would plunge us into the abyss — 
dowm which we could only see indistinctly on 
account of the amazing velocity with which 15 
we were borne along. The boat did not seem 
to sink into the water at all, but to skim like 
an airbubble upon the surface of the surge. 
Her starboard side v/as next the whirl, and on 
the larboard arose the world of ocean we had 20 
left. It stood like a huge WTithing w'all be- 
tw'een us and the horizon. 

“It may appear strange, but now, when we 
were in the very jaws of the gulf, I felt more 
composed than wlien we wTre only approach- 25 
ing it. Having made up my mind to hope no 
more, I got rid of a great deal of that terror 
which unmanned me at first. I suppose it 
was despair that strung my nerves. 

“It may look like boasting — but wdiat I 30 
tell you is truth — I began to reflect how 
magnificent a thing it w^as to die in such a 
manner, and how foolish it w’as in me to 
think of so paltry a consideration as my own 
individual life, in view of so wonderful a 35 
manifestation of God’s power. I do believe 
that I blushed with shame when this idea 
crossed my mind. After a little wTile I be- 
came possessed with the keenest curiosity 
about the whirl itself. I positively felt a wish 40 
to explore its depths, even at the sacrifice I 
was going to make; and my principal grief 
was that I should never be able to tell my old 
companions on shore about the mysteries I 
should see. These, no doubt, were singular 45 
fancies to occupy a man’s mind in such ex- 
tremity — and I have often thought since, 
that the revolutions of itie boat around the 
pool might have rendered me a little light- 
headed. 

“There was another circumstance which 
tended to restore my self-possession; and this 


was the cessation of the wind, which could 
not reach us in our present situation — for, as 
you saw yourself, the belt of surf is consider- 
ably lower than the general bed of the ocean, 
and this latter now' towered above us, a high, 
black, mountainous ridge. If you have never 
been at sea in a heaw gale, you can form no 
idea of the confusion of mind occasioned by 
the wind and spray together. They blind, 
deafen, and strangle you, and take away aU 
power of action or reflection. But we were 
now, in a great measure, rid of these annoy- 
ances — just as death-condemned felons in 
prisons are allowed petty indulgences, for- 
bidden them while their doom is yet uncer- 
tain. 

“How often we made the circuit of the belt 
it is impossible to say. We careered round 
and round for perhajts an hour, flying rather 
than floating, getting gradually more and 
more into the middle of the surge, and then 
nearer and nearer to its horrible inner edge. 
All this time I had nev(^r let go of the ring- 
bolt. My brother w’as at the stern, holding 
on to a small empty water -cask which had 
been securely laslu'd under the coop of the 
counter, and w'as the only thing on deck that 
had not been swept ovei'board wdren the gale 
first took us. As we ai)proache.d the brink of 
the pit he let go his hold upon this, and made 
for the ring, from which, in the agony of his 
terror, he 'mdeavored to force my hands, as it 
was not large enough to afford us both a 
secure grasp. I never felt deeper grief than 
when I saw him attempt this act — although 
1 knew he was a madman when he did it — a 
raving maniac through sheer fright. I did 
not care, however, to contest the point with 
him. I knew it could make no difference 
whether either of us held on at ail; so I let 
him have the bolt, and went astern to the 
cask. This there was no great difficulty in 
doing; for the smack flew round steadily 
enough, and upon an even keel — only sway- 
ing to and fro, with the immense sweeps and 
swelters of the whirl. Scarcely had I secured 
myself in my new position, when we gave a 
wild lurch to starboard, and rushed headlong 
into the abyss. I muttered a hurried prayer 
to God, and thought all was over. 

“As I felt the sickening sweep of the de- 
scent, I had instinctively tightened my hold 
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upon the barrel, and closed my eyes. For 
some seconds I dared not open them — while 
I expected instant destruction, and wondered 
that I was not already in my death-struggles 
with the water. But moment after moment ? 
elapsed. I still lived. The sense of falling 
had ceased; and the motion of the vessel 
seemed much as it had been before, while in 
the belt of foam, with the exception that she 
now lay more along. I took courage and n 
looked once again upon the scene. 

“Never shall I forget the sensations of awe, 
horror, and admiration with which I gazed 
about me. The boat appeared to be hang- 
ing, as if by magic, midway down, upon the i, 
interior surface of a funnel vast in circumfer- 
ence, prodigious in depth, and whose per- 
fectly smooth sides might have been mistaken 
for ebony, but for the bewildering rapidity 
with which they spun around, and for the 2( 
gleaming and ghastly radiance they shot 
forth, as the rays of the full moon, from that 
circular rift amid the clouds which I have 
already described, streamed in a flood of 
golden glory along the black walls, and far 2 
away down into the inmost recesses of the 
abyss. 

“At first I was too much confused to ob- 
serve anything accurately. The general 
burst of terrific grandeur was all that I beheld. 3. 
When I recovered myself a little, however, 
my gaze fell instinctively downwa^jd. In this 
direction I was able to obtain an unob- 
structed view, from the manner in which the 
smack hung on the inclined surface of the 3 
pool. She was quite upon an even keel — 
that is to say, her deck lay in a plane parallel 
with that of the water — but this latter sloped 
at an angle of more than forty-five degrees, so 
that we seemed to be lying upon our beam- 4 
ends. I could not help observing, neverthe- 
less, that I had scarcely more difficulty in 
maintaining my hold and footing in this situa- 
tion, than if we had been upon a dead level; 
and this, I suppose, was owing to the speed at 4 
which we revolved. 

“The rays of the moon seemed to search 
the very bottom of the profound gulf; but 
still I could make out nothing distinctly, on 
account of a thick mist in which everything « 
there was enveloped, and over which there 
hung a magnificent rainbow, like that nsurow 


and tottering bridge which Musselmen say 
is the only pathway between Time and 
Eternity. This mist, or spray, was no doubt 
occasioned by the clashing of the great walls 
; of the funnel, as they all met together at the 
bottom — but the yeU that went up to the 
heavens from out of that mist, I dare not at- 
tempt to describe. 

“Our first slide into the abyss itself, from 
3 the belt of foam above, had carried us to a 
great distance down the slope; but our farther 
descent was by no means proportionate. 
Round and round we swept — not with any 
uniform movement, but in dizzying swings 
t; and jerks, that sent us sometimes only a few 
hundred yards — sometimes nearly the com- 
plete circuit of the whirl. Our progress 
downward, at each revolution, was slow, but 
very perceptible. 

3 “Looking about me upon the wide waste of 
liquid ebony on which we were thus borne, I 
perceived that our boat was not the only ob- 
ject in the embrace of the whirl. Both above 
and below us were visible fragments of vessels, 
5 large masses of building timber and trunks of 
trees, with many smaller articles, such as 
pieces of house furniture, broken boxes, bar- 
rels, and staves. I have already described the 
unnatural curiosity which had taken the place 
3 of my original terrors. It appeared to grow 
upon me as I drew nearer and nearer to my 
dreadful doom. I now began to watch, with 
a strange interest, the numerous things that 
floated in our company. I must have been 
5 delirious — for I even sought amusement in 
speculating upon the relative velocities of 
their several descents toward the foam below . 
‘This fir tree,’ I found myself at one time sa>- 
ing, ‘will certainly be the next thing that 
o takes the awful plunge and disappears,’ — 
and then I was disappointed to find that the 
wreck of a Dutch merchant ship overtook it 
and went down before. At length, after mak- 
ing several guesses of this nature, and being 
.5 deceived in all — this fact — the fact of my 
invariable miscalculation, set me upon a 
train of reflection that made my limbs again 
tremble, and my heart beat heavily once 
more. 

;o “It was not a new terror that thus affected 
me, but the dawm of a more exciting hope. 
This hope arose pardy from memory, and 
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partly from present observation. I called to 
mind the great variety of buoyant matter that 
strewed the coast of Lofoden, having been 
absorbed and then thrown forth by the 
Moskoe-strom. By far the greater number of 5 
the articles were shattered in the most ex- 
traordinary way — so chafed and roughened 
as to have the appearance of being stuck full 
of splinters — but then I distinctly recollected 
that there were some of them which were not n 
disfigured at all. Now I could not account 
for this difference except by supposing that 
the roughened fragments were the only ones 
which had been completely absorbed — that the 
others had entered the whirl at so late a pe- 1 
riod of the tide, or, from some reason, had de- 
scended so slowly after entering, that they did 
not reach the bottom before the turn of the 
flood came, or of the ebb, as the case might 
be. I conceived it possible, in either instance, 2^ 
that they might thus be whirled up again to 
the level of the ocean, without undergoing 
the fate of those which had been drawn in 
more early or absorbed more rapidly. I 
made, also, three important observations. 2 
The first was, that as a general rule, the larger 
the bodies were, the more rapid their descent; 
the second, that, betw^een two masses of equal 
extent, the one spherical, and the other oj any 
other shape, the superiority in speed of descent 3^ 
was with the sphere; the third, that, between 
two masses of equal size, the one cylindrical, 
and the other of any other shape, the cylinder 
was absorbed the more slowly. Since my 
escape, I have had several conversations on 3 
this subject with an old schoolmaster of the 
district; and it was from him that I learned 
the use of the words ‘cylinder’ and ‘sphere.’ 
He explained to me — although I have for- 
gotten the explanation — how what I ob- 4 
seiv^ed was, in fact, the natural consequence 
of the forms of the floating fragments, and 
showed me how it happened that a cylinder, 
swimming in a vortex, offered more resistance 
to its suction, and was drawn in with greater 4 
difficulty, than an equally bulky body, of any 
form whatever.^ 

“There was one startling circumstance 
which went a great way in enforcing these 
observations, and rendering me anxious to 5 

^ See Archimedes, De iis Qua in Humido Vekuntur, 
lib. ii. [Poe’s note.] 


turn them to account, and this was that, at 
every revolution, we passed something like a 
barrel, or else the yard or the mast of a vessel, 
while many of these things, which had been 
; on our level when I first opened my eyes upon 
the wonders of the whirlpool, were now high 
up above us, and seemed to have moved but 
little from their original station. 

‘T no longer hesitated what to do. I rc- 
0 solved to lash mysell securely to the water-cask 
upon which I now held, to cut it loose from 
the counter, and to throw my.sclf with it into 
the water. I attracted my brother’s atten- 
tion by signs, pointed to the floating barrels 
5 that came near us, and did everything in my 
power to make him understand what I was 
about to do. I thought at length that he 
comprehended my design •— l)ut, whether 
this was the case or not, he shook his head de- 
0 spairingly, and refused to move from his sta- 
tion by the ring-bolt. It was impossible to 
reach him; the emergency admitted of no 
delay; and so, with a bitter struggle, I re- 
signed him to his fate, fastened iny.self to the 
5 cask by means of the lashings which secured 
it to the counter, and precipitated myself 
with it into the sea, without another mo- 
ment’s hesitation. 

“The result was precisely what 1 had hoped 
it might be. As it is myself who now tell you 
this tale — as you sec that I did escape — and 
as you are already in possessicai of the mode 
in which this escape was effected, and must 
therefore anticipate all that 1 have farther to 
say — I will bring my story quickly to con- 
clusion. It might have been an hour, or 
thereabout, after my quitting the smack, 
when, having descended to a vast distance 
beneath me, it made three or four wild gyra- 
tions in rapid succession, and, bearing my 
loved brother with it, plunged headlong, at 
once and forever, into the chaos of foam be- 
low. The barrel to which I was attached 
sunk very little farther than half the distance 
between the bottom of the gulf and the spot 
at which I leaped overboard, before a great 
change took place in the character of the 
whirlpool. The slope of the sides of the vast 
funnel became momently less and less steep. 
The gyrations of the whirl grew, gradually, 
less and less violent. By degrees, the froth 
and the rainbow disappeared, and the bottom 
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of the gulf seemed slowly to uprise. The sky 
was clear, the winds had gone down, and the 
full moon was setting radiandy in the west, 
when I found myself on the surface of the 
ocean, in full view of the shores of Lofoden, 5 
and above the spot where the pool of the 
Moskoe-strom had been. It was the hour of the 
slack, but the sea still heaved in mountainous 
waves from the effects of the hurricane. I 
was borne violently into the channel of the 10 
Strom, and in a few minutes was hurried 
down the coast into the ^grounds’ of the fisher- 
men. A boat picked me up — exhausted 
from fatigue — and (now that the danger 
was removed) speechless from the memory of 15 
its horror. Those who drew me on board 
Were my old mates and daily companions, but 
they knew me no more than they would have 
known a traveler from the spirit-land. My 
hair, which had been raven-black the day 20 
before, was as white as you see it now. They 
say, too, that the whole expression of my 
countenance had changed. I told them my 
story — they did not believe it. I now tell it 
to you — and I can scarcely expect you to 25 
put more faith in it than did the merry fisher- 
men of Lofoden.” 

Eleonora 30 

{ 1842 ) 

*‘Onc evening when Virginia was singing at a 
home party . . . she ruptured a blood-vessel: her 
life was despaired of, and although she pa^ti^llly 35 
recovered it only was to sink again and again. . . . 
Mr. Graham tells how he saw Poe hovering around 
the couch with fond fear and tender anxiety, shud- 
dering visibly at her slightest cough. But for Poe 
the subtle influence which moves in a poet’s heart 
raised the transitory elements of his common story 40 
and transformed them, and made them a part of 
the world’s legend of love and loss. In ‘Eleonora,’ 
which was published in this fall, 1841, in the ‘Gift’ 
for 1842, his dreaming power turned thought and 
affliction to favor and to prettiness. The myth — 
for such it is — is pictorial, like a mediaeval legend: 45 
the child-lovers are set in one of those preter- 
natural landscapes which his genius built in the 
void. . . .” (Woodberry, Life, I, 298-99). 

Sub conservatione formae specificae salva anima.^ 

Raymond Lully. 50 

' 'Hie motto may be translated. With preservation of 
specific form, the soul is saved. 


I am come of a race noted for vigor of fancy 
and ardor of passion. Men have called me 
mad; but the question is not yet settled 
whether madness is or is not the loftiest ii>- 
lelligence: whether much that is glorious, 
whether all that is profound, does not spring 
from disease of thought — from moods of 
mind exalted at the expense of the general 
intellect. They who dream by day are cogni- 
zant of many things which escape those who 
dream only by night. In their grey visions 
they obtain glimpses of eternity, and thrill, 
in awaking, to find that they have been upon 
the verge of the great secret. In snatches, 
they learn something of the wisdom which is 
of good, and more of the mere knowledge 
which is of evil. They penetrate, however 
rudderless or compassless, into the vast ocean 
of the “light ineffable,” and again, like the 
adventurers of the Nubian geographer, 
^^agressi sunt mare tenebrarum, quid in eo esset ex- 
ploraturi2^ [They entered the sea of darkness 
that they might explore what might lie with- 
in.] 

We will say, then, that I am mad. I grant, 
at least, that there are two distinct conditions 
of my mental existence, the condition of a 
lucid reason, not to be disputed, and belong- 
ing to the memory of events forming the first 
epoch of my life — and a condition of shadow 
and doubt, appertaining to the present, and 
to the recollection of what constitutes the 
second great era of my being. Therefore 
what I shall tell of the earlier period, believe; 
and to what I may relate of the later time, 
give only such credit as may seem due; or 
doubt it altogether; or, if doubt it ye cannot, 
then play unto its riddle the CEdipus. 

She whom I loved in youth, and of whom I 
now pen calmly and distinctly these re- 
membrances, was the sole daughter of the 
only sister of my mother long departed. 
Eleonora was the name of my cousin. We 
had always dwelled together, beneath a 
tropical sun, in the Valley of the Many- 
Colored Grass. No unguided footstep ever 
came upon that vale; for it lay far away up 
among a range of giant hills that hung beet- 
ling around about it, shutting out the sun- 
light from its sweetest recesses. No path 
was trodden in its vicinity; and, to reach our 
happy home, there was need of putting back 
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with force the foliage of many thousands of 
forest trees, and of crushing to death the 
glories of many millions of fragrant dowers. 
Thus it was that we lived all alone, knowing 
nothing of the world without the valley, — 5 
I, and my cousin, and her mother. 

From the dim regions beyond the mo;in- 
taiiis at the upper end of our encircled 
domain, there crept out a narrow and deep 
river, brighter than all save the eyes of 10 
Eleonora; and, winding stealthily about in 
mazy courses, it passed away ai length 
through a shadov/y gorge, among hills still 
dimmer than those whence it had issued. 

We called it the “River of Silence”; for there is 
seemed to be a hushing influence in its flow. 

No murmur arose from its bed, and so gently 
it wandered along that the pearly pebbles 
upon which we loved to gaze, far down 
within its bosom, stirred not at all, but lay in 20 
a motionless content, each in its own old 
station, shining on gloriously forever. 

The margin of the river, and of the many 
dazzling rivulets that glided through devious 
ways into its channel, as ^vell as the spaces 25 
that extended from the margins away down 
into the depths of the streams until they 
reached the bed of pebbles at the bottom, — 
these spots, not less than the whole surface of 
the valley, from the riv^er to the mountains 30 
that girdled it in, were carpeted all by a soft 
green grass, thick, short, perfectly even, 
and vanilla-perfumed, but so besprinkled 
throughout with the yellow buttercup, the 
white daisy, the purple violet, and the ruby- 35 
red asphodel, that its exceeding beauty spoke 
to our hearts in loud tones of the love and of 
the glory of God. 

And, here and there, in groves about this 
grass, like wildernesses of dreams, sprang up 40 
fantastic trees, whose tall, slender stems 
stood not upright, but slanted gracefully 
towards the light that peered at noonday 
into the centre of the valley. Their bark 
was speckled with the vivid alternate splen- 4s 
dor of ebony and silver, and was smoother 
than all save the cheeks of Eleonora; so that, 
but for the brilliant green of the huge leaves 
that spread from their summits in long 
tremulous lines, dallying with the zephyrs, 
one might have fancied them giant serpents of 
Syria doing homage to their Sovereign the Sun. 


Hand in hand about this valley, for fifteen 
years, roamed 1 with Eleonora before Love 
entered within our hearts. It was one eve- 
ning at the close of the third lustrum of her 
hie, and of the fourth of my o\\ n, that we sat, 
locked in each other's embrace, beneath the 
serpent-like trees, and looked down within 
the waters of the River of Silence at our 
images tiiercin. We spoke no words during 
the rest of that sweet day; and our words 
even upon the morrow were tremulous and 
few'. We had drawn the god ILros from that 
wav'e, and now w'e felt that he had enkindled 
within us the fiery souls of our forefathers. 
The passions which had for centuries dis- 
tinguished our race came thronging with the 
fancies for which they had lv.'en equally 
noted, and together breathed a delirious 
bliss over the Valley of the Many-Colored 
Grass. A change fell iqxin all things. 
Strange, brilliant flowers, star-shajx'd, burst 
out upon the trees where no fhiwers had been 
known before. The tints of the green carpet 
deepened, and when, one by one, the white 
daisies shrank away, there sj)rang up in 
place of them ten by ten of the ruby-red 
asphodel. And life arose in our paths; for the 
tall flamingo, hitherto unseen, with all gay 
glowing birds, flaunted his scarlet plumage 
before us. The golden and silver fish haunted 
the river, out ol the bosom of which issued, 
little by little, a murmur that swelled at 
length into a lulling melody more divine 
than that of the harp of /Eolus — sweeter 
than all save the vrnce of Eleonora. And 
now, too, a voluminous cloud, which we had 
long watched in the regions of I lesper, floated 
out thence, all gorgeous in crimson and gold, 
and, settling in peace above us, sank, day by 
day, lower and lower, until its edges rested 
upon the tops of the mountains, turning all 
their dimness into magnificence, and shutting 
us up, as if forever, within a magic prison- 
house of grandeur and of glory. 

The loveliness of Eleonora was that of the 
Seraphim; but she was a maiden artless and 
innocent as the brief life she had led among 
the flowers. No guile disguised the fervor 
of love which animated her heart, and she 
examined with me its inmost recesses as we 
walked together in the Valley of the Many- 
Colored Grass, and discoursed of the mighty 
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changes which had lately taken place therein. 

At length, having spoken one day, in tears, 
of the last sad change which must befall 
Humanity, she thenceforward dwelt only 
upon this one sorrowful theme, interweaving 5 
it into all our converse, as, in the songs of the 
bard of Schiraz, the same images are found 
occurring again and again in every impressive 
variation ol phrase. 

She had seen that the finger of Death was ic 
upon her bosom — that, like the ephemeron, 
she had been made perfect in loveliness only 
to die; but the terrors of the grave to her lay 
solely in a consideration which she revealed 
to me, one evening at twilight, by the banks i' 
of the River of Silence. She grieved to think 
that, having entombed her in the Valley of 
the Many-Colored Grass, I would quit for- 
ever its happy recesses, transferring the love 
which now was so passionately her own to 2( 
some maiden of the outer and every-day 
world. And then and there I threw myself 
hurriedly at the feet of Eleonora, and offered 
up a vow to herself and to Heaven that I 
would never bind myself in marriage to any 2, 
daughter of Earth — that I would in no 
manner prove recreant to her dear memory, 
or to the memory of the devout affection 
with which she had blessed me. And I 
called the Mighty Ruler of the Universe to 3 
witness the pious solemnity of my vow. And 
the curse which 1 invoked of Him and of her, 
a saint in Helusion, should I prove traitorous 
to that promise, involved a penalty the ex- 
ceeding great horror of which will not permit 3 
me to make record of it here. And the 
bright eyes of Eleonora grew brighter at my 
words; and she sighed as if a deadly burden 
had been taken from her breast; and she 
trembled and very bitterly wept; but she < 
made acceptance of the vow (for what was 
she but a child?), and it made easy to her the 
bed of her death. And she said to me, not 
many days afterw^ards, tranquilly dying, 
that, because of what I had done for the i 
comfort of her spirit, she would watch over 
me in that spirit when departed, and, if so it 
were permitted her, return to me visibly in 
the watches of the night; but, if this thing 
were indeed beyond the power of the souls in , 
Paradise, that she would at least give me 
frequent indications of her presence; sighing 


upon me in the evening winds, or filling the 
air which I breathed with perfume from the 
censers of the angels. And, with these 
words upon her lips, she yielded up her inno- 
cent life, putting an end to the first epoch of 
my own. 

Thus far I have faithfully said. But as I 
pass the barrier in Time’s path formed by 
the death of my beloved, and proceed with 
the second era of my existence, I feel that a 
shadow gathers over my brain, and I mis- 
trust the perfect sanity of the record. But 
let me on. — Years dragged themselves along 
heavily, and still I dwelled within the Valley 
of the Many-Colored Grass; but a second 
change had come upon all things. The star- 
shaped flowers shrank into the stems of the 
trees, and appeared no more. The tints of 
the green carpet faded; and, one by one, the 
ruby-red asphodels withered away; and 
there sprang up in place of them, ten by ten, 
dark, eye-like violets, that writhed uneasily 
and were ever encumbered with dew. And 
Life departed from our paths; for the tall 
flamingo flaunted no longer his scarlet plum- 
age before us, but flew sadly from the vale 
into the hills, with all the gay glowing birds 
that had arrived in his company. And the 
golden and silver fish swam down through 
the gorge at the low^er end of our domain, 
and bedecked the sweet river never again. 
And the lulling melody that had been softer 
than the wind -harp of .^olus, and more 
divine than all save the voice of Eleonora, it 
died little by little away, in murmurs grow- 
ing lower and lower, until the stream re- 
turned, at length, utterly into the solemnity 
of its original silence. And then, lastly, the 
voluminous cloud uprose, and, abandoning 
> the tops of the mountains to the dimness of 
old, fell back into the regions of Hesper, and 
took away all its manifold golden and gor- 
geous glories from the Valley of the Many- 
Colored Grass. 

) Yet the promises of Eleonora were not for- 
gotten; for I heard the sounds of the swing- 
ing of the censers of the angels; and streams 
of a holy perfume floated ever and ever about 
the valley; and at lone hours, when my heart 
3 beat heavily, the winds that bathed my 
brow came unto me laden with soft sighs; 
and indistinct murmurs filled often tfie night 
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air; and once — oh, but once only ! — I was 
awakened from a slumber, like the slumber of 
death, by the pressing of spiritual Jips upon 
my own. 

But the void within my heart refused, c\-en 
thus, to be filled. I longed for the love which 
had before filled it to overflowing. At length 
the valley pained me through its memories of 
Lleonora, and I left it forever for the vanities 
and the turbulent triumphs of the world. i 

I found myself within a strange city, where 
all things might have served to blot from 
recollection the sweet dreams I had dreamed 
so long in the Valley of the Many-Colored 
Grass. The pomps and pageantries of a i 
stately court, and the mad clangor of arms, 
and the radiant loveliness of woman, be- 
wildered and intoxicated my brain. But as 
yet my soul had proved true to its vows, and 
the indications of the presence of Eleonora 2 
\v’ere still given me in the silent hours of the 
night. Suddenly these manifestations — 
they ceased; and the world grew dark before 
mine eyes; and I stood aghast at the burning 
thoughts which possessed, at the terrible 2 
temptations which beset, me; for there came 
from some far, far distant and unknown land, 
into the gay court of the king I serv'ed, a 
maiden to whose beauty my whole recreant 
heart yielded at once — at whose footstool I 3 
bov/ed down without a struggle, in the most 
ardent, in the most abject worship of love. 
What, indeed, was my passion for the young 
girl of the valley in comparison with the 
lervor, and the delirium, and the spirit- 3 
lifting ecstasy of adoration, with which I 
poured out my whole soul in tears at the feet 
of the ethereal Ermengarde? Oh, bright was 
the seraph Ermengarde! and in that knowl- 
edge I had room for none other. Oh, divine 4 
was the angel Ermengarde! and as I looked 
down into the depths of her memorial eyes, I 
thought only of them — and of her. 

I wedded; — nor dreaded the curse I had 
invoked; and its bitterness was not visited 4 
upon me. And once — but once again in the 
silence of the night, there came through my 
lattice the soft sighs which had forsaken me; 
and they modelled themselves into familiar 
and sweet voice, saying: — 5 

“Sleep in peace! — for the Spirit of Love 
reigneth and ruleth, and, in taking to thy 


passionate heart her who is Ermengarde, 
thou art absolved, for reasons which shall be 
made known to thee in Heaven, of thy vows 
unto Eleonora.” 

The Masque of the Red Death 

{7S42) 

The “Red Death” had long devastated 
the country. No pestilence had ever beer^o 
fatal, or so hideous. Blood was its avatar 
and its seal — the redness and the horror of 
blood. There were sharp pains, and sudden 
dizziness, and then profuse bleeding at the 
pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains 
upon the body, and especially upon the face, 
of the victim were the pest ban which shut 
him out from the aid and from the sympathy 
of his fellow-rncn. And Uie whole seizure, 
progress, and icTinination of the disease were 
the incidents of half an hour. 

But the Prince Prospero was hapjiy and 
dauntless and sagacious. When his domin- 
ions were half depopulated, he summoned 
5 to his presence a thousand hale and light- 
hearted friends from among the knights and 
dames of his court, and with these retired to 
the deep seclusion of one of his castellated 
abbeys. This was an extensive and magnifi- 
cent structure, the creation of the Prince’s 
own eccentric yet august taste. A strong 
and lofty wall girdled it in. I’his wall had 
gates of iron. The courtiers, having entered, 
brought furnaces and inas.sy hammers, and 
5 welded the bolts. They resolvcxl to leave 
means neither of ingress or egress to the 
sudden impulses of despair or of frenzy from 
within. The abbey was amply provisioned. 
W'ith such precautions the courtiers might 
3 bid defiance to contagion. The external 
world could take care of itself. In the mean- 
time it was folly to grieve, or to think. The 
Prince had provided all the appliances of 
ple2isure. There were buffoons, there were 
5 improvisatori, there were ballet-dancers, 
there were musicians, there was Beauty, 
there was wine. All these and security were 
within. Without was the “Red Death.” 

It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth 
0 month of his seclusion, and while the pesti- 
lence raged most furiously abroad, that the 
Prince Prospero entertained his thousand 
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friends at a masked ball of the most unusual 
magnificence. 

It was a voluptuous scene, that mas- 
querade. But first let me tell of the rooms in 
which it was held. There were seven — an 5 
imperial suite. In many palaces, however, 
such suites form a long and straight vista, 
while the folding-doors slide back nearly to 
the walls on either hand, so that the view of 
the whole extent is scarcely impeded. Here 10 
the case was very different, as might have 
been expected from the prince’s love of the 
bizarre. The apartments were so irregularly 
disposed that the vision embraced but little 
more than one at a time. There was a sharp 15 
turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at 
each turn a novel effect. To the right and 
left, in the middle of each waU, a tall and 
narrow Gothic window looked out upon a 
closed corridor which pursued the windings of 20 
the suite. These windows were of stained 
glass whose color varied in accordance with 
the prevailing hue of the decorations of the 
chamber into which it opened. That at the 
eastern extremity was hung, for example, in 25 
blue — and vividly blue were its windows. 
The second chamber was purple in its orna- 
ments and tapestries, and here the panes 
were purple. The third was green through- 
out, and so were the casements. The fourth 30 
was furnished and lighted with orange — the 
fifth with white — the sixth with violet. The 
seventh apartment was closely shrouded in 
black velvet tapestries that hung all over 
the ceiling and down the walls, falling in 35 
heavy folds upon a carpet of the same mate- 
rial and hue. But in this chamber only, the 
color of the windows failed to correspond 
with the decorations. The panes here were 
scarlet — a deep blood-color. Now in no 40 
one of the seven apartments was there any 
lamp or candelabrum, amid the profusion of 
golden ornaments that lay scattered to and 
fro or depended from the roof. There was 
no light of any kind emanating from lamp or 45 
candle within the suite of chambers. But in 
the corridors that followed the suite there 
stood, opposite to each window, a heavy tri- 
pod, bearing a brazier of fire, that projected 
its rays through the tinted glass zind so glar- 50 
ingly illumined the room. And thus were 
produced a multitude of gaudy and fantastic 


appearances. But in the western or black 
chamber the effect of the fire-light that 
streamed upon the dark hangings through 
the blood-tinted panes was ghastly in the 
extreme, and produced so wild a look upon 
the countenances of those who entered, that 
there were few of the company bold enough 
to set foot within its precincts at all. 

It was in this apartment, also, that there 
stood against the western wall a gigantic 
clock of ebony. Its pendulum swung to and 
fro with a dull, heavy, monotonous clang; 
and, when the minute-hand made the circuit 
of the face, and the hour was to be stricken, 
there came from the brazen lungs of the clock 
a sound which was clear and loud and deep 
and exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar a 
note and emphasis that, at each lapse of an 
hour, the musicians of the orchestra were 
constrained to pause, momentarily, in their 
performance, to hearken to the sound; and 
thus the waltzers perforce ceased their evolu- 
tions; and there was a brief disconcert of the 
whole gay company; and, while the chimes 
of the clock yet rang, it was observed that the 
giddiest grew pale, and the more aged and 
sedate passed their hands over their brows as 
if in confused reverie or meditation. But 
when the echoes had fully ceased, a light 
laughter at once pervaded the assembly; the 
musicians looked at each other and smiled as 
if at their own nervousness and folly, and 
made whispering vows, each to the other, 
that the next chiming of the clock should 
produce in them no similar emotion; and 
then, after the lapse of sixty minutes (which 
embrace three thousand and six hundred 
seconds of the Time that flies), there came 
yet another chiming of the clock, and then 
were the same disconcert and tremulousness 
and meditation as before. 

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay 
and magnificent re\'ei. The tastes of the 
prince were peculiar. He had a fine eye for 
colors and effects. He disregarded the 
decora of mere fashion. His plans were bold 
and fiery, and his conceptions glowed with 
barbaric lustre. There are some who would 
have thought him mad. His followers felt 
that he was not. It was necessary to hear 
and see and touch him to be sure that he was 
not. 
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He had directed, in great part, the move- 
able embellishments of the seven chambers, 
upon occasion of this great fete; and it was 
his own guiding taste which had given char- 
acter to the masqueraders. Be sure they j 
were grotesque. There were much glare and 
glitter and piquancy and phantasm — much 
of what has been since seen in Hernam. 
There were arabesque figures with unsuited 
limbs and appointments. There were de- i 
lirious fancies such as the madman fashions. 
There was much of the beautiful, much of the 
wanton, much of the bizarre, something of 
the terrible, and not a little of that which 
might have excited disgust. To and fro in i 
the seven chambers there stalked, in fact, a 
multitude of dreams. And these — the 
dreams — writhed in and about, taking hue 
from the rooms, and causing the wild music 
of the orchestra to seem as the echo of their 2( 
steps. And, anon, there strikes the ebony 
clock which stands in the hall of the velvet. 
And then, for a moment, all is still, and all is 
silent save the voice of the clock. The dreams 
are stiff-frozen as they stand. But the echoes 2, 
of the chime die away — they have endured 
but an instant — and a light, half-subdued 
laughter floats after them as they depart. 
And now again the music swells, and the 
dreams live, and writhe to and fro more 3< 
merrily than ever, taking hue from the 
many tinted windows through which stream 
the rays from the tripods. But to the cham- 
ber which lies most westwardly of the seven 
there are now none of the maskers who 3 
venture; for the night is waning away; and 
there flows a ruddier light through the blood- 
colored panes; and the blackness of the 
sable drapery appalls; and, to him whose 
foot falls upon the sable carpet, there comes 4 
from the near clock of ebony a muffled peal 
more solemnly emphatic than any which 
reaches their ears who indulge in the more 
remote gayeties of the other apartments. 

But these other apartments were densely 4 
crowded, and in them beat feverishly the 
heart of life. And the revel went whirlingly 
on, until at length there commenced the 
sounding of midnight upon the clock. And 
then the music ceased, as I have told; and 5 
the evolutions of the waltzers were quieted; 
and there was an uneasy cessation of all 


things as before. But now there were twelve 
strokes to be sounded by the bell of the clcxdc; 
and thus it happened, perhaps, that more of 
thought crept, with more of time, into the 
j meditations of the thoughtful among those 
who reveled. And thus too it happened, per- 
haps, that before the last echoes of the last 
chime had utterly sunk into silence, there 
were many individuals in the crowd who had 
o found leisure to become aware of the presence 
of a masked figure which had arrested the 
attention of no single individual before. 
And the rumor of this new presence having 
spread itself whispcringly around, there arose 
5 at length Irom the whole company a buzz, or 
murmur, expressive of disapprobation and 
surprise — then, finally, of terror, of horror, 
and of disgust. 

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have 
3 painted, it may well be supposed that no 
ordinary appearance could have excited such 
sensation. In truth the masquerade license 
of the night w.is nearly unlimited; but the 
figure in question had out-Hcroded Herod, 

; and gone beyond the bounds of even the 
prince’s indefinite decorum. There arc 
chords in the hearts of the most reckless 
which cannot be touched without emotion. 
Even with the utterly lost, to whom life and 
3 death are equally jests, there are matters of 
which no jests can be made. The whole 
company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel 
that in the costume and bearing of the 
stranger neither wit nor propriety existed. 
5 1 he figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded 
from head to fo<it in the habiliments of the 
grave. The mask which concealed the visage 
was made so nearly to resemble the counte- 
nance of a stiffened corp.se that the closest 
o scrutiny must have had difficulty in de- 
tecting the cheat. And yet all this might 
have been endured, if not approved, by the 
mad revelers around. But the mummer had 
gone so far as to assume the type of the Red 
[5 Death. His vesture was dabbled in blood — 
and his broad brow, with all the features of 
the face, was besprinkled with the scarlet 
horror. 

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon 
;o this spectral image (which with a slow and 
solemn movement, as if more fully to sus- 
tain its rdky stalked to and fro among the 
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WaJtzers) he was seen to be convulsed, in the 
first moment, with a strong shudder either of 
teiTOr or distaste; but, in the next, his brow 
reddened with rage. 

dares?” he demanded hoarsely of 5 
^he courtiers who stood near him — “who 
dares insult us with this blasphemous mock- 
ery? Seize him and unmask him — that we 
may know whom we have to hang at sunrise 
from the battlements!” 10 

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in 
which stood the Prince Prospero as he ut- 
tered these words. They rang throughout 
the seven rooms loudly and clearly — for 
the prince was a bold and robust man, and 15 
the music had become hushed at the waving 
of his hand. 

It was in the blue room where stood the 
prince, with a group of pale courtiers by his 
side. At first, as he spoke, there was a slight 20 
rushing movement of this group in the di- 
rection of the intruder, who at the moment 
was also near at hand, and now, with de- 
liberate and stately step, made closer ap- 
proach to the speaker. But from a certain 25 
nameless awe with which the mad assumption 
of the mummer had inspired the whole party, 
there were found none who put forth hand 
to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed 
within a yard of the prince’s person; and, 30 
while the vast assembly, as if with one im- 
pulse, shrank from the centres of the rooms 
to the walls, he made his way uninterruptedly, 
but with the same solemn and measured step 
which had distinguished him from the first, 35 
through the blue chamber to the purple — 
through the purple to the green — through 
the green to the orange — through this again 
to the white — and even thence to the violet, 
ere a decided movement had been made to 40 
arrest him. It was then, however, that the 
Prince Prospero, maddening with rage and 
the shame of his own momentary cowardice, 
rushed hurriedly through the six chambers, 
while none followed him on account of a 45 
deadly terror that had seized upon all. He 
bore aloft a drawn dagger, and had ap- 
proached, in rapid impetuosity, to within 
three or four feet of the retreating figure, 
when the latter, having attained the extrem- 50 
ity of the velvet apartment, turned suddenly 
and confronted his pursuer. There was a 


sharp cry — and the dagger dropped gleam- 
ing upon the sable carpet, upon which, in- 
stantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death 
the Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the 
wild courage of despair, a throng of the 
revelers at once threw themselves into the 
black apartment, and, seizing the mummer, 
whose tall figure stood erect and motionless 
within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped 
in unutterable horror at finding the grave 
cerements and corpselike mask, which they 
handled with so violent a rudeness, unten- 
anted by any tangible form. 

And nov/ was acknowledged the presence 
of the Red Death. He had come like a thief 
in the night. And one by one dropped the 
revelers in the blood-bedewed halls of their 
revel, and died each in the despairing posture 
of his fall. And the life of the ebony clock 
went out with that of the last of the gay. 
And the flames of the tripods expired. And 
Darkness and Decay and the Red Death 
held illimitable dominion over all. 

The Cask of Amontillado 

{ca. 1846 ) 

The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had 
borne as I best could, but when he ven- 
tured upon insult I vowed revenge. You, 
who so well know the nature of my soul, 
will not suppose, however, that I gave ut- 
terance to a threat. At length I would be 
avenged; this was a point definitely settled 
— but the very definitiveness with which it 
was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I 
must not only punish but punish with im- 
punity. A wrong is unredressed when retri- 
bution overtakes its redresser. It is equally 
unredressed when the avenger fails to make 
himself felt as such to him who has done 
the wrong. 

It must be understood that neither by 
word nor deed had I giv^en Fortunato cause 
to doubt my good wiU. I continued, as was 
my wont, to smile in his face, and he did 
not perceive that my smile now was at the 
thought of his immolation. 

He had a weak point — this Fortunato — 
although in other regards he was a man to 
be resp)ected and even feared. He prided 
himself on his connoisseurship in wine. 
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Pew Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. 

Por the most pzirt their enthusiasm is adopted 
to suit the time and opportunity, to practise 
imposture upon the British and Austrian 
millionaires. In painting and gemmary, 5 
Portunato, like his countrymen, was a quack, 
but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. 

In this respect I did not differ from him ma- 
terially; — I was skilful in the Italian 
\intages myself, and bought largely when- 10 
ever I could. 

It was about dusk, one evening during 
the supreme madness of the carnh'al season, 
that I encountered my friend. He accosted 
me with excessive warmth, for he had been 15 
drinking much. The man wore motley. He 
had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, 
and his head was surmounted by the coni- 
cal cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him 
that I thought I should never have done 20 
wringing his hand. 

I said to him — “My dear Fortunate, you 
are luckily met. How remarkably well you 
are looking today. But I have received a 
pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I 25 
have my doubts.” 

“How?” said he. “Amontillado? A pipe? 
Impossible! And in the middle of the car- 
nival!” 

“I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was 30 
silly enough to pay the full Amontillado 
price without consulting you in the matter. 
You were not to be found, and I was fearful 
of losing a bargain.” 

“Amontillado!” 35 

“I have my doubts.” 

“Amontillado!” 

“And I must satisfy them.” 

“Amontillado !” 

“As you are engaged, I am on my way to 40 
Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it 
is he. He will tell me — ” 

“Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from 
Sherry.” 

“And yet some fools will have it that his 45 
taste is a match for your own.” 

“Come, let us go.” 

“Whither?” 

“To your vaults.” 

“My friend, no; I will not impose upon 50 
your good nature. I perceive you have an 
engagement. Luchresi — ” 


“I have no engagement; — come.” 

“My friend, no. It is not the engagement, 
but the severe cold with which I perceive 
you are afflicted. The vaults are insuffer- 
ably damp. They are encrusted with nitre.” 

“Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is 
merely nothing. Amontillado! You have 
been imposed upon. And as for Luchresi, 
he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amon- 
tillado.” 

Thus speaking, Fortunate possessed him- 
self ol my arm; and putting on a mask of 
black silk and drawing a roquelaire closely 
abom my person, I suffered him to hurry 
me to my palazzo. 

There were no attendants at home; they 
had absconded to make merry in honor of 
the time. 1 had told them that I should not 
return until the morning, and had given 
them explicit orders not to stir from the 
house. These orders were sufficient, T well 
knew, to insure their immediate disappear- 
ance, one and all, as soon as my back was 
turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, 
and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him 
through several suites of rooms to the arch- 
way that led into the vaults. 1 passed down 
a long and winding staircase, requesting 
him to be cautious as he followed. We came 
at length to the foot of the descent, and 
stood together upon the damp ground of 
the catacombs of the Montresors. 

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and 
the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode. 

“The pipe,” he said. 

“It is farther on,” said I; “but observe the 
white web-work which gleams from these 
cavern walls.” 

He turned towards me, and looked into 
my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled 
the rheum of intoxication. 

“Nitre?” he zisked, at length. 

“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you 
had that cough?” 

“Ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! ugh! ugh! — 
ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! ugh! ugh! — ugh! 
ugh! ugh!” 

My poor friend found it impossible to 
reply for many minutes. 

“It is nothing,” he said, at last. 

“Come,” I said, with decision, ‘^we will 
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go back; your health is precious. You are 
rich, respected, admired, beloved; you are 
happy, as once I was. You are a man to be 
missed. For me it is no matter. We will go 
back; you will be ill, and I cannot be re- 
sponsible. Besides, there is Luchresi — ’’ 

“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere 
nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die 
of a cough.” 

“True — true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I 
had no intention of alarming you unneces- 
sarily — but you should use all proper cau- 
tion. A draught of this Medoc will defend 
us from the damps.” 

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle 
which I drew from a long row of its fellows 
that lay upon the mould. 

“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine. 

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He 
paused and nodded to me familiarly, while 
his bells jingled. 

“I drink,” he said, “to the buried that re- 
pose around us.” 

“And I to your long life.” 

He again took my arm, and we pro- 
ceeded. 

“These vaults,” he said, “are extensive.” 

“The Montresors,” I replied, “were a 
great and numerous family.” 

“I forget your arms.” 

“A huge human foot d’or, in a field azure; 
the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose 
fangs are imbedded in the heel.” 

“And the motto?” 

“Wp/wo me impune lacessit.^^ ^ 

“Good !” he said. 

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the 
bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm 
with the Medoc. We had passed through 
long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and 
puncheons intermingling, into the inmost 
recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, 
and this time I made bold to seize Fortu- 
nato by an arm above the elbow. 

“The nitre!” I said: “see, it increases. It 
hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are be- 
low the river's bed. The drops of moisture 
trickle among the bones. Come, we will 
go back ere it is too late. Your cough — ” 

“It is nothing,” he said; “let us go on. But 
first, another draught of the Medoc.” 

' “No one can harm me with impunity.” 


I broke and reached him a flagon of De 
Gr^ve. He emptied it at a breath. HLs 
eyes flashed with a fierce light. He laughed 
and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticu- 
5 lation I did not understand. 

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated 
the movement — a grotesque one. 

“You do not comprehend?” he said. 

“Not I,” I replied. 

lo “Then you are not of the brotherhood.” 

“How?” 

“You are not of the masons.” 

“Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.” 

“You? Impossible I A mason?” 

15 “A mason,” I replied. 

“A sign,” he said, “a sign.” 

“It is this,” I answered, producing from 
beneath the folds of my roquelaire a trowel. 

“You jest,” he exclaimed, recoiling a few 
20 paces. “But let us proceed to the Amontil- 
lado.” 

“Be it so,” I said, replacing the tool be- 
neath the cloak and again offering him my 
arm. He leaned upon it heavily. We con- 
25 tinned our route in search of the Amontil- 
lado. We passed through a range of low 
arches, descended, passed on, and de- 
scending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in 
which the foulness of the air caused our 
30 flambeaux rather to glow than flame. 

At the most remote end of the crypt there 
appeared another less spacious. Its walls 
had been lined with human remains, piled 
to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the 
35 great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of 
this interior crypt were still ornamented in 
this manner. From the fourth side the 
bones had been thrown down, and lay 
promiscuously upon the earth, forming at 
40 one point a mound of some size. Within the 
wall thus exposed by the displacing of the 
bones, we percei\'ed a still interior crypt or' 
recess, in depth about four feet, in width 
three, in height six or seven. It seemed to 
45 have been constructed for no especial use 
within itself, but formed merely the inter- 
val betw'een tw'o of the colossal supports of 
the roof of the catacombs, and was backed 
by one of their circumscribing walls of 
so solid granite. 

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting 
his dull torch, endeavored to pry into the 
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depth of the recess. Its termination the 
feeble light did not enable us to see. 

“Proceed,” I said; “herein is the Amontil- 
lado. As for Luchresi — ” 

“He is an ignoramus,” interrupted my 5 
friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, 
while I followed immediately at his heels. 

In an instant he had reached the extremity 
of the niche, and finding his progress ar- 
rested by the rock, stood stupidly bevvil- 10 
dered. A moment more and I had fettered 
him to the granite. In its surface were two 
iron staples, distant from each other about 
two feet, horizontally. From one of these 
depended a short chain, from the other a 15 
padlock. Throwing the links about his 
waist, it was but the work of a few’ seconds 
to secure it. He w^as too much astounded 
to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped 
back from the recess. 20 

“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; 
you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, 
it is very damp. Once more let me implore 
you to return. No? Then I must positively 
leave you. But I must first render you all 25 
the little attentions in my power.” 

“The Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend, 
not yet recovered from his astonishment. 

“True,” I replied; “the Amontillado.” 

As I said these words I busied myself 30 
among the pile of bones of which I have 
before spoken. Throwing them aside, I 
soon uncovered a quantity of building stone 
and mortar. With these materials and with 
the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to 35 
wall up the entrance of the niche. 

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the 
masonry when I discovered that the intox- 
ication of Fortunato had in a great measure 
worn off. The earliest indication I had of 40 
this was a low moaning cry from the depth 
of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken 
man. There was then a long and obstinate 
silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, 
and the fourth; and then I heard the furious 45 
vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted 
for several minutes, during which, that I 
might hearken to it with the more satisfac- 
tion, I ceased my labors and sat down upon 
the bones. When at last the clanking sub- 50 
sided, I resumed the trowel, and finished 
without interruption the fifth, the sixth. 


and the seventh tier. The wall was now 
nearly upon a le\ el with my breast. I again 
paused, and holding the flambeaux over the 
mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon 
the figure within. 

A succession of loud and shrill screams, 
bursting suddenly from the throat of the 
chained form, seemed to tlirust me vio- 
lenil) hack. For a brief moment I hesi- 
tated, 1 trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, 
1 began to grope with it about the recess; 
but the thought of an instant reassured me. 
I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of 
the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reap- 
proached the wall; I replied to the yells of 
him who clamored. I re-echoed, I aided, 
I surpassed them in volume and in strength. 
1 did this, and the darnorer grew still. 

It was now midnight, and my task was 
drawing to a dose. I had complc-ted the 
eighth, the ninth and the tenth tier. I had 
finished a portion of the last and the elev- 
enth; there remained but a single stone to 
be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with 
its weight: I pLiced it partially in its des- 
tined position. But now there came from 
out the niche a low laugh that erected the 
hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a 
sad voice, which I had difficulty in recog- 
nizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The 
voice said — 

“Ha! ha! ha! — he! he! he! — a very 
good joke, indeed — an excellent jest. We 
will have many a rich laugh about it at the 
palazzo — he ! he ! he ! — over our wine — 
he! he! he!” 

“The Amontillado!” I said. 

“He! he! he! — he! he! he! — yes, the 
Amontillado. But is it not getting late? 
Will not they be awaiting us at the palaizzo, 
the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be 
gone.” 

“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.” 

“Fw the love of God^ Montresor!" 

“Yes,” I said, “for the love of Goa!” 

But to these words I hearkened in vain 
for a reply. I grew impatient. I called 
aloud — 

“Fortunato!” 

No answer. I called again — 

“Fortunato!” 

No answer still. I thrust a torch through 



416 


THE ROMAHTIG MOVEMENT 


the remaining aperture and Jet it fall within. 
There came forth in return only a jingling 
of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the 
dampness of the catacombs that made it 
so. I hastened to make an end of my labor. 

I forced the last stone into its position; I 
plastered it up. Against the new masonry I 
re-erccted the old rampart of bones. For 
the half of a century no mortal has dis- 
turbed them. In pace requiescat! 

The Purloined Letter 

(m. 7 S 45 ) 

J\fil sapientiae odiosius acumine nimio} 

Seneca. 

At Paris, just after dark one gusty evening 
in the autumn of 18 — , I was enjoying the 
twofold luxury of meditation and a meer- 
schaum, in company with my friend C. 
Auguste Dupin, in his little back library, 
or book-closet, au troisieme^ No. 33 , Rue Dundt, 
Faubourg St. Germain. For one hour at 
least we had maintained a profound silence; 
while each, to any casual observer, might 
have seemed intently and exclusively oc- 
cupied with the curling eddies of smoke 
that oppressed the atmosphere of the cham- 
ber. For myself, however, I was mentally 
discussing certain topics which had formed 
matter for conversation between us at an 
earlier period of the evening; I mean the 
affair of the Rue Morgue, and the mystery 
attending the murder of Marie Roget. I 
looked upon it, therefore, as something of 
a coincidence, when the door of our apart- 
ment was thrown open and admitted our 
old acquaintance, ^^onsieur G — , the Pre- 
fect of the Parisian police. 

We gave him a hearty welcome; for there 
was nearly half as much of the entertaining 
as of the contemptible about the man, and 
we had not seen him for several years. We 
had been sitting in the dark, and Dupin 
now arose for the purpose of lighting a 
lamp, but sat down again, without doing 
so, upon G.’s saying that he had called to 
consult us, or rather to ask the opinion of 
my friend, about some official business which 
had occasioned a great deal of trouble. 

' ‘*No part of wisdom is more odious than too ^r^at 
acumen.” 


“If it is any point requiring reflection,” 
observed Dupin, as he forebore to enkindle 
the wick, “we shall examine it to better pur- 
pose in the dark.” 

5 “That is another of your odd notions,” 
said the Prefect, who had a fashion of calling 
every thing “odd” that was beyond his com- 
prehension, and thus lived amid an ab- 
solute legion of “oddities.” 

10 “Very true,” said Dupin, as he supplied 
his visitor with a pipe, and rolled towards 
him a comfortable chair. 

“And what is the difficulty now?” I asked. 
“Nothing more in the assassination way, I 
15 hope?” 

“Oh no; nothing of that nature. The fact 
is, the business is very simple indeed, and I 
make no doubt that we can manage it suf- 
ficiently well ourselves; but then I thought 
20 Dupin would like to hear the details of it, 
because it is so excessively odd.'*^ 

“Simple and odd,” said Dupin. 

“Why, yes; and not exactly that, either. 
The fact is, we have all been a good deal 
25 puzzled because the affair is so simple, and 
yet baffles us altogether.” 

“Perhaps it is the very simplicity of the 
thing which puts you at fault,” said my 
friend. 

30 “What nonsense you do talk!” replied the 
Prefect, laughing heartily. 

“Perhaps the mystery is a little too plain,” 
said Dupin. 

“Oh, good heavens! who ever heard of 
35 such an idea?” 

“A little too self-evident.” 

“Ha! ha! ha! — ha! ha! ha! — ho! ho! 
ho!” — roared our visitor, profoundly 
amused, “oh, Dupin, you will be the death 
40 of me yet!” 

“And what, after all, is the matter on 
hand?” I asked. 

“Why, I will tell you,” replied the Pre- 
fect, as he gave a long, steady, and contem- 
45 plative puff, and settled himself in his chair. 
“I will tell you in a few words; but, before 
I begin, let me caution you that this is an 
affair demanding the greatest secrecy, and 
that I should most probably lose the posi- 
50 tion I now hold, were it known that I con- 
fided it to any one.” 

“Proceed,” said I. 
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“Or not,” said Dupin. 

“Well, then; I have received personal in- 
formation, from a very high quarter, that a 
certain document of the last importance 
has been purloined from the royal apart- 
ments. The individual who purloined it is 
known; this beyond a doubt; he was seen 
to take it. It is known, also, that it still re- 
mains in his possession.” 

“How is this known?” asked Dupin. 

“It is clearly inferred,” replied the Pre- 
fect, “from the nature of the document, and 
from the non-appearance of certain results 
which would at once arise from its passing 
out of the robber’s possession; — that is to 
say, from his employing it as he must design 
in the end to employ it.” 

“Be a little more explicit,” I said. 

“Well, I may venture so far as to say that 
the paper gives its holder a certain power 
in a certain quarter where such power is 
immensely valuable.” The Prefect was fond 
of the cant of diplomacy. 

“Still I do not quite understand,” said 
Dupin. 

“No? Well; the disclosure of the docu- 
ment to a third person who shall be name- 
less would bring in question the honor of a 
personage of most exalted station; and this 
fact gives the holder of the document an 
ascendancy over the illustrious personage 
whose honor and peace are so jeopardized.” 

“But this ascendancy,” I interposed, 
“would depend upon the robber’s knowl- 
edge of the loser’s knowdedge of the robber. 
Who would dare — ” 

“The thief,” said G — , “is the Minister 
D — , who dares all things, those unbe- 
coming as well as those becoming a man. 
The method of the theft was not less in- 
genious than bold. The document in ques- 
tion — a letter, to be frank — had been re- 
ceived by the personage robbed while alone 
in the royal boudoir. During its perusal she 
was suddenly interrupted by the entrance 
of the other exalted personage from whom 
especially it was her wish to conceal it. Af- 
ter a hurried and vain endeavor to thrust 
it in a drawer, she was forced to place it, open 
as it was, upon a table. The address, how- 
ever, was uppermost, and, the contents 
thus unexposed, the letter escaped notice. 


At this juncture enters the Minister D — . 
His lymx eye ininiediatc’v perceives the pa- 
per, recognizes the hai clw riling of the ad- 
dress, obser\es the confusion of the person- 
5 age addressed, and fathoms her secret. 
After some business transactions, hurried 
through in his ordinary iiiannei, he produces 
a letter somewhat similar to the one in 
question, opens it, pretends to read it, and 
lo then places it in close juxtaposition to the 
other. Again he converses, for some fifteen 
minutes, upon the public alfairs. At length, 
ill taking leave, he lakes alst) from tlie table 
the letter to which he had no claim. Its 
15 rightful owner saw, but, of course, dared 
not call attention to the act, in the presence 
of the third personage who stood at her el- 
bow. The Minister decamped; leaving his 
own letter — one of no importance — upon 
20 the table.” 

“Here, then,” said Dupin lo me, “you 
have precisely what you demand to make 
the ascendancy complete — the robber’s 
knowledge of the loser’s knowledge of the 
25 robber.” 

“Yes,” replied the Prefect; “and the power 
thus attained has, for some months past, 
been wielded, for political purposes, to a 
very dangerous extent. 'fhe jiersonage 
30 robbed is more thoroughly convinced, every 
day, of the necessity of reclaiming her letter. 
But this, of course, cannot be done openly. 
In fine, driven to desjiair, she has com- 
miued the matter lo me.” 

35 “Than wdiorn,” said Dupin, amid a per- 
fect whirlwind of smoke, “no more sagacious 
agent could, I supjiose, be desired, or even 
imagined.” 

“You flatter me,” replied the Prefect; 
40 “but it is possible that .some such opinion 
may have been entertained.” 

“It is clear,” said I, “as you observe, that 
the letter is still in jiosscssion of the Min- 
ister; since it is this possession, and not any 
45 employment of the letter, which bestows 
the power. With the employment the power 
departs.” 

“True,” said G — ; “and upon this con- 
viction I proceeded. My first care was to 
50 make thorough search of the Minister’s ho- 
tel; and here my chief embarrassment lay 
in the necessity of searching without his 
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knowledge. Beyond all things, I have been 
warned of the danger which would result 
from giving him reason to suspect our de- 
sign.” 

“But,” said I, “you are quite au fait in 
these investigations. The Parisian police 
have done this thing often before.” 

“Oh yes; and for this reason I did not de- 
spair. The habits of the Minister gave me, 
too, a great advantage. He is frequently 
absent from home all night. His servants 
are by no means numerous. They sleep at a 
distance from their master’s apartment, 
and, being chiefly Neapolitans, are readily 
made drunk. I have keys, as you know, with 
which I can open any chamber or cabinet in 
Paris. For three months a night has not 
passed, during the greater part of which I 
have not been engaged, personally, in ran- 
sacking the D — Hotel. My honor is in- 
terested, and, to mention a great secret, the 
reward is enormous. So I did not abandon 
the search until I had become fully satisfied 
that the thief is a more astute man than my- 
self. I fancy that 1 have investigated every 
nook and corner of the premises in which it 
is possible that the paper can be concealed.” 

“But is it not jwssible,” I suggested, “that 
although the letter may be in the possession 
of the Minister, as it unquestionably is, he 
may have concealed it elsewhere than upon 
'his own premises?” 

“This is barely possible,” said Dupin. 
“The present peculiar condition of affairs 
at court, and especially of those intrigues 
in which D — is known to be involved, 
would render the instant availability of the 
document — its susceptibility of being pro- 
duced at a moment’s notice — a p)oint of 
nearly equal importance with its possession.” 

“Its susceptibility of being produced?” 
said 1. 

“That is to say, of being destroyed'^ said 
Dupin. 

“True,” I observed; “the paper is clearly 
then upon the premises. As for its being 
upon the person of the Minister, we may 
consider that as out of the question.” 

“Entirely,” said the Prefect. “He has been 
twice waylaid, as if by footpads, and his 
person rigorously searched under my own 
inspection.” 


“You might have spared yourself this 
trouble,” said Dupin. “D — , I presume, is 
not altogether a fool, and, if not, must have 
anticipated these waylayings, as a matter of 
course.” 

“Not altogether a fool,” said G — , “but then 
he’s a poet, which I take to be only one re- 
move from a fool.” 

“True,” said Dupin, after a long and 
thoughtful whiff from his meerschaum, “al- 
though I have been guilty of certain dog- 
gerel myself.” 

“Suppose you detail,” said I, “the particu- 
lars of your search.” 

“Why the fact is, we took our time, and 
we searched every where. I have had long 
experience in these affairs. I took the entire 
building, room by room; devoting the nights 
of a whole week to each. We examined, 
first, the furniture of each apartment. We 
opened ev^ery possible drawer; and I 
presume you know that, to a properly 
trained police agent, such a thing as a secret 
drawer is impossible. Any man is a dolt 
who permits a ‘secret’ drawer to escape 
him in a search of this kind. The thing 
is so plain. There is a certain amount of 
bulk — a space — to be accounted for in 
every cabinet. Then we have accurate rules. 
The fiftieth part of a line could not escape 
us. After the cabinets we took the chairs. 
The cushions we probed with the fine long 
needles you have seen me employ. From 
the tables we removed the tops.” 

“Why so?” 

“Sometimes the top of a table, or other 
similarly arranged piece of furniture, is re- 
moved by the person wishing to conceal an 
article; then the leg is excavated, the article 
deposited within the cavity, and the top re- 
placed. The bottoms and tops of bed-posts 
are employed in the same way.” 

“But could not the cavity be detected by 
sounding?” I asked. 

“By no means, if, w'hen the article is de- 
posited, a sufficient wadding of cotton be 
placed around it. Besides, in our case, w^e 
w^ere obliged to proceed without noise.” 

“But you could not have removed — you 
could not have taken to pieces all articles of 
furniture in which it would have been pos- 
sible to mzike a deposit in the manner you 
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rnention. A letter may be compressed into a 
thin spiral roll, not differing much in shape 
or bulk from a large knitting-needle, and in 
this form it might be inserted into the rung 
of a chair, for example. You did not take to 5 
pieces all the chairs?” 

“Certainly not; but we did better — we ex- 
amined the rungs of every chair in the hotel, 
and, indeed, the jointings of every descrip- 
tion of furniture, by the aid of a most power- 10 
ful microscope. Had there been any traces 
of recent disturbance we should not have 
failed to detect it instantly. A single grain 
of gimlet-dust, for example, would have 
been as obvious as an apple. Any disorder 15 
in the glueing — any unusual gaping in the 
joints — would have sufficed to insure de- 
tection.” 

“I presume you looked to the mirrors, be- 
tween the boards and the plates, and you 20 
probed the beds and the bed-clothes, as 
well as the curtains and carpets.” 

“That of course; and when we had abso- 
lutely completed every particle of the fur- 
niture in this way, then we examined the 25 
house itself. We divided its entire surface 
into compartments, which we numbered, 
so that none might be missed; then we 
scrutinized each individual square inch 
throughout the premises, including the two 30 
houses immediately adjoining, with the 
microscope, as before.” 

“The two houses adjoining!” I exclaimed; 
‘^you must have had a great deal of trouble.” 

“We had; but the reward offered is pro- 35 
digious.” 

“You include the grounds about the 
houses?” 

“All the grounds are paved with brick. 
They gave us comparatively little trouble. 40 
We examined the moss between the bricks, 
and found it undisturbed.” 

“You looked among D — ’s papers, of 
course, and into the books of the library?” 

“Certainly; we opened every package and 45 
parcel; we not only opened every book, but 
we turned over every leaf in each volume, 
not contenting ourselves with a mere shake, 
according to the fashion of some of our po- 
lice officers. We also measured the thick- 50 
ness of every book-cot'^, with the most ac- 
curate admeasurement, and applied to each 


the most jealous scrutiny of the microscope. 
Had any of the bindings been recently med- 
dled with, it would have been utterly im- 
possible that the fact should have escaped 
observation. Some five or six volumes, just 
from the hands of the binder, we carefully 
probed, longitudinally, with the needles.” 

“You explored the floors beneath the car- 
pets?” 

“Beyond doubt. We removed every car- 
pet, and examined the boards with the mi- 
croscope.” 

“And the paper on the walls?” 

“Yes.” 

“You looked into the cellars?” 

“We did.” 

“Then,” I said, “you have been making a 
miscalculation, and the letter is not upon 
the premises, as you suppose.” 

“I fear you are right there,” said the Pre- 
fect. “And now, Dupin, what would you 
advise me to do?” 

“To make a thorough research of the 
premises.” 

“That is absolutely needless,” replied 
G — . “I am not more sure that I breathe 
than I am that the letter is not at the H6tel.” 

“I have no better advice to give you,” said 
Dupin. “You have, of cour.se, an accurate 
description of the letter?” 

“Oh yes!” — And here the Prefect, pro- 
ducing a memorandum-book, proceeded to 
read aloud a minute account of the internal,* 
and especially of the external appearance 
of the missing document. Soon after finish- 
ing the peru.sal of this description, he took 
his departure, more entirely depressed in 
spirits than I had ever known the good 
gentleman before 

In about a month afterwards he paid us 
another visit, and found us occupied very 
nearly as before. He took a pipe and a chair 
and entered into some ordinary conversa- 
tion. At length I said, — 

“Well, but G — , what of the purloined 
letter? I presume you have at Izist made up 
your mind that there is no such thing as 
overreaching the Minister?” 

“Confound him, say I — yes; I made the 
re-examination, however, as Dupin sug- 
gested — but it was all labor lost, as I knew 
it would be.” 
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“How much was the reward offered, did 
you say?” asked Dupin. 

“Why, a very great deal — a very liberal 
reward — I don’t like to say how much, pre- 
cisely; but one thing I will say, that I wouldn’t 5 
mind giving my individual cheque for fifty 
thousand francs to any one w^ho could ob- 
tain me that letter. The fact is, it is be- 
coming of more and more importance every 
day; and the reward has been lately doubled, r 
If it were trebled, however, I could do no 
more than I have done.” 

“Why, yes,” said Dupin, drawlingly, be- 
tween the whiffs of his meerschaum, “I 
really — think, G — , you have not exerted i 
yourself — to the utmost in this matter. You 
might — do a little more, I think, eh?” 

“How? — in what way?” 

“Why — puff, puff — you might — puff, 
puff — employ counsel in the matter, eh? — 2 
puff, puff, puff. Do you remember the story 
they tell of Abernethy?” 

“No; hang Abernethy!” 

“To be sure 1 hang him and welcome. 
But, once upon a time, a certain rich miser 2 
conceived the design of sponging upon this 
Abernethy for a medical opinion. Getting 
up, for this purpose, an ordinary conversa- 
tion in a private company, he insinuated his 
case to his physician, as that of an imaginary 3 
individual. 

“ ‘We will suppose,’ said the miser, ‘that 
his symptoms are such and such; now, 
doctor, what would you have directed him 
to take?’ ” 3 

“‘Take!’ said Abernethy, ‘why, take 
advice, to be sure.’ ” 

“But,” said the Prefect, a little discom- 
posed, “/ am perfectly willing to take advice, 
and to pay for it. I would really give fifty ^ 
thousand francs to any one who would aid 
me in the matter.” 

“In that case,” replied Dupin, opening a 
drawer, and producing a cheque-book, “you 
may as well fill me up a cheque for the . 
amount mentioned. When you have signed 
it, I will hand you the letter.” 

I was astounded. The Prefect appeared 
absolutely thunder-stricken. For some min- 
utes he remained speechless and motion- 
less, looking incredulously at my friend with 
open mouth, and eyes that seemed starting 


from their sockets; then, apparently re- 
covering himself in some measure, he seized 
a pen, and after several pauses and vacant 
stares, finally filled up and signed a cheque 
; for fifty thousand francs, and handed it 
across the table to Dupin. The latter ex- 
amined it carefully and deposited it in his 
pocket-book; then, unlocking an escritoire, 
took thence a letter and gave it to the Pre- 
0 feet. This functionary grasped it in a per- 
fect agony of joy, opened it with a trembling 
hand, cast a rapid glance at its contents, 
and then, scrambling and struggling to 
the door, rushed at length unceremoniously 
5 from the room and from the house, without 
having uttered a syllable since Dupin had 
requested him to fill up the cheque. 

When he had gone, my friend entered into 
some explanations. 

o “The Parisian police,” he said, “are ex- 
ceedingly able in their w^ay. They are perse- 
vering, ingenious, cunning, and thoroughly 
versed in the know'ledge wTich their duties 
seem chiefly to demand. Thus, w^hen G — 
5 detailed to us his mode of searching the 
premises at the H6tel D — , I felt entire 
confidence in his having made a satisfactory 
investigation — so far as his labors extended.” 

“So far as his labors extended?” said I. 

“Yes,” said Dupin. “The measures 
adopted w’ere not only the best of their kind, 
but carried out to absolute perfection. Had 
the letter been deposited within the range 
of their search, these fellows w’ould, be- 
yond a question, have found it.” 

I merely laughed — but he seemed quite 
serious in all that he said. 

“The measures, then,” he continued, 
“were good in their kind, and well executed; 
their defect lay in their being inapplicable 
to the case, and to the man. A certain set of 
highly ingenious resources are, with the 
Prefect, a sort of Procrustean bed, to which 
he forcibly adapts his designs. But he per- 
petually errs by being too deep or too shal- 
low’, for the matter m hand; and many a 
schoolboy is a better reasoner than he. I 
knew’ one about eight years of age, whose 
success at guessing in the game of ‘even 
and odd’ attracted universal admiration. 
This game is simple, and is played with 
marbles. One player holds in his hand a 
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number of these toys, and demands of an- 
other whether that number is even or odd. 

If the guess is right, the guesser wins one; if 
%\Tong, he loses one. The boy to whom I al- 
lude won all the marbles of the school. Of ; 
course he had some principle of guessing; 
and this lay in mere observation and ad- 
measurement of the astuteness of his oppo- 
nents. For example, an arrant simpleton is 
his opponent, and, holding up his closed i 
hand, asks, ‘are they even or odd?’ Our 
schoolboy replies, ‘odd,’ and loses; but 
upon the second trial he wins, for he then 
says to himself, ‘the simpleton had them 
even upon the first tria], and his amount of i, 
cunning is just sufficient to make him have 
them odd upon the second; I will therefore 
guess odd’; — he guesses odd, and wins. 
Now, with a simpleton a degree above the 
first, he would have reasoned thus: ‘This 
fellow finds that in the first instance I 
guessed odd, and, in the second, he will 
propose to himself upon the first impulse, a 
simple variation from even to odd, as did 
the first simpleton; but then a second 
thought will suggest that this is too simple a 
\ ariation, and finally he will decide upon 
putting it even as before. I will therefore 
guess even’; — he guesses even, and wins. 
Now this mode of reasoning in the school- 
boy, whom his fellows termed ‘lucky,’ 

— what, in its last analysis, is it?” 

“It is merely,” I said, “an identification of 
the reasoner’s intellect with that of his op- 
ponent.” 

“It is,” said Dupin; “and, upon inquiring 
of the boy by what means he effected the 
thorough identification in which his success 
consisted, I received answer as follows: 
‘When I wish to find out how wise, or how 
stupid, or how good, or how wicked is any 
one, or what are his thoughts at the mo- 
ment, I fashion the expression of my face, as 
accurately as possible, in accordance with 
the expression of his, and then wait to see 
what thoughts or sentiments arise in my 
mind or heart, as if to match or correspond 
with the expression.’ This response of the 
schoolboy lies at the bottom of all the spu- 
rious profundity which has been attributed 
to Rochefoucauld, to La Bougive, to Ma- 
chiavelli, and to Campanella.” 


“And the identification,” I said, “of the 
reasoner’s intellect with that of his opponent, 
depends, if I understand you aright, upon the 
accuracy with which the opponent’s intellect 
is admeasured.” 

‘‘For its practical value it depends upon 
this,” replied Dupin; “and the Prefect and 
his cohort fail so frequently, first, by de- 
fault of this identification, and, secondly, by 
> ill-admeasurement, or rather through non- 
admeasurement of the intellect with which 
thc\ are engaged. They consider only their 
own ideas of ingenuit> ; and, in searching for 
anything hidden, advert only to the modes 
in which they would have hidden it. They 
are right in this much — that their own in- 
genuity is a faithful representative of that of 
the mass; but when the cunning of the in- 
dividual felon is diverse in character from 
their own, the felon foils them, of course. 
This always happens when it is above their 
own, and very usually when it is below. 
They have no variation of principle in their 
investigations; at best, when urged by some 
unusual emergency — by some extraordi- 
nary’ reward — they extend or exaggerate 
their old modes of practice, without touching 
their principles. What, for example, in this 
case of D — , has been done to vary the 
principle of action? What is all this bor- 
ing, and probing, and sounding, and scru- 
tinizing with the microscope, and dividing 
the surface of the building into registered 
square inches — what is it all but an exag- 
geration oj the application of the one prin- 
ciple or set of piinciplcs of search, which 
are based upon the one set of notions re- 
garding human ingenuity, to which the 
Prefect, in the long routine of his duty, has 
been accustomed? Do you not see he has 
taken it for granted that all men proceed to 
conceal a letter — not exactly in a gimlet- 
hole bored in a chair-leg — but, at least, in 
some out-of-the-way hole or comer sug- 
gested by the same tenor of thought which 
would urge a man to secrete a letter in a 
gimlet-hole bored in a chair-leg? And do 
you not see also, that such recherches nooks 
for concealment are adapted only for ordi- 
nary occasions, and would be adopted only 
by ordinary intellects; for, in all cases of 
concealment, a disposal of the article con- 



422 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


cealed — a disposal of it in this recherche 
manner — is, in the very first instance, pre- 
sumable and presumed; and thus its discov- 
ery depends, not at all upon the acumen, 
but altogether upon the mere care, patience, 5 
and determination of the seekers; and 
where the case is of importance — or, 
what amounts to the same thing in the po- 
licial eyes, when the reward is of magni- 
tude, — the qualities in question have never 10 
been known to fail? You will now under- 
stand what I meant in suggesting that, had 
the purloined letter been hidden any where 
within the limits of the Prefect’s examina- 
tion — in other words, had the principle of 15 
its concealment been comprehended within 
the principles of the Prefect — its discovery 
would have been a matter altogether be- 
yond question. This functionary, how- 
ever, has been thoroughly mystified; and 20 
the remote source of his defeat lies in the 
supposition that the Minister is a fool, be- 
cause he has acquired renown as a poet. All 
fools are poets; this the Prefect and he 
is merely guilty of a non distnbutio medii ^ in 25 
thence inferring that all poets are fools.” 

“But is this really the poet?” I asked. 
“There are two brothers, I know; and both 
have attained reputation in letters. The 
Minister I believe has written learnedly 30 
on the Differential Calculus. He is a mathe- 
matician, and no poet.” 

“You arc mistaken; I know him well; he is 
both. As poet and mathematician, he would 
reason wcU; as mere mathematician, he 35 
could not have reasoned at all, and thus 
would have been at the mercy of the Pre- 
fect.” 

“You surprise me,” I said, “by these opin- 
ions, which have been contradicted by the 40 
voice of the Avorld. You do not mean to set 
at naught the well-digested idea of cen- 
turies. The mathematical reason has long 
been regarded as the reason par excellence. ''' 

“ ^11 y a a parier^^ ” replied Dupin, quoting 45 
from Chamfort, “ ^que toute idee publiqne, 
toute convention reque, est une sottise, car elle a 
convenu au plus grand nombreJ' ^ The mathe- 

* undistributed middle. 

* “I’U wager, that every idea which is generally 
held, every set convention, is a stupidity; for it has 
suited the majority.” 


maticians, I grant you, have done their best 
to promulgate the popular error to which 
you allude, and which is none the less an 
error for its promulgation as truth. With an 
art worthy a better cause, for example, they 
have insinuated the term “^analysis’ into ap- 
plication to algebra. The French are the 
originators of this particular deception; but 
if a term is of any importance — if words 
derive any value from applicability — then 
‘analysis’ conveys ‘algebra’ about as much 
as, in Latin, ^ambitus" implies ‘ambition,’ ^re- 
ligio^ ‘religion,’ or ^homines honesti* a set of 
honorable men.” 

“You have a quarrel on hand, I see,” said 
I, “with some of the algebraists of Paris; but 
proceed.” 

“I dispute the availability, and thus the 
value, of that reason which is cultivated in 
any especial form other than the abstractly 
logical. I dispute, in particular, the reason 
educed by mathematical study. The mathe- 
matics are the science of form and quan- 
tity; mathematical reasoning is merely logic 
applied to observation upon form and quan- 
tity. The great error lies in supposing that 
even the truths of what is called pure algebra, 
are abstract or general truths. And this 
error is so egregious that I am confounded at 
the universality with which it has been re- 
ceived. Mathematical axioms are not axioms 
of general truth. What is true of relation — 
of form and quantity — is often grossly 
false in regard to morals, for example. In 
this latter science it is very usually Mwtruc 
that the aggregated parts are equal to the 
whole. In chemistry also the axiom fails. 
In the consideration of motive it fails; 
for two motives, each of a given value, have 
not, necessarily, a value when united, equal 
to the sum of their values apart. There 
are numerous other mathematical truths 
which are only truths within the limits 
of relation. But the mathematician argues, 
from his finite truths^ through habit, as if 
they were of m absolutely general applica- 
bility — as the world indeed imagines them 
to be. Bryant, in his very learned ‘Mythol- 
ogy,’ mentions an analogous source of error, 
when he says that ‘although the Pagan fables 
are not believed, yet we forget ourselves 
continually, and make inferences from them 
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as existing realities.* With the algebraists, 
however, who are Pagans themselves, the 
‘Pagan fables’ are believed, and the inferences 
are made, not so much through lapse of 
memory, as through an unaccountable ad- 
dling of the brains. In short, I never yet 
encountered the mere mathematician who 
could be trusted out of equal roots, or one 
who did not clandestinely hold it as a point 
of his faith that + px was absolutely and 
unconditionally equal to q. Say to one of 
these gentlemen, by way of experiment, if 
ynu please, that you believe occasions may 
occur where + px is not altogether equal 
to and, having made him understand 
what you mean, get out of his reach as 
speedily as convenient, for, beyond doubt, 
he will endeavor to knock you down. 

“I mean to say,” continued Dupin, while 
1 merely laughed at his last obser\*ations, 
“that if the Minister had been no more than 
a mathematician, the Prefect would have 
been under no necessity of giving me this 
check. I knew him, however, as both mathe- 
matician and poet, and my measures were 
adapted to his capacity, with reference to the 
circumstances by which he was surrounded. 
I knew him as a courtier, too, and as a bold 
intriguant. Such a man, I considered, 
could not fail to be aware of the ordinary 
policial modes of action. He could not 
have failed to anticipate — and events have 
proved that he did not fail to anticipate — 
the waylayings to which he was subjected. 
He must have foreseen, I reflected, the 
secret investigations of his premises. His 
frequent absences from home at night, which 
were hailed by the Prefect as certain aids 
to his success, I regarded only as ruses, to 
afford opportunity for thorough search to 
the police, and thus the sooner to impress 
them with the conviction to which G — , 
in fact, did finally arrive — the conviction 
that the letter was not upon the premises. 
I felt, also, that the whole train of thought, 
which I was at some pains in detailing to 
you just now, concerning the invariable 
principle of policial action in searches for 
articles concealed — I felt that this whole 
train of thought would necessarily pass 
through the mind of the Minister. It would 
imperatively lead him to despise all the 


ordinary nooks of concealment. He could 
not, I reflected, be so weak as not to see that 
the most intricate and remote recess of his 
hotel would be as open as his commonest 
S closets to the eyes, to the probes, to the gim- 
lets, and to the microscopes of the Prefect. 
I saw, in fine, that he would be driven, as a 
matter of course, to simplicity^ if not de- 
liberately induced to it as a matter of choice, 
lo You will remember, perhaps, how desperately 
the Prefect laughed when 1 suggested, upon 
our first interview, that it was just possible 
this mystery troubled him so much on ac- 
count of its being so very self-evident.” 

IS “Yes,” said 1, “I remember his merriment 
well. I really thought he would have fallen 
into convulsions.” 

“The material world,” continued Dupin, 
“abounds with the very strict analogies to 
20 the immaterial; and thus some color of 
truth has been given to the rhetorical 
dogma, that inetaiihor, or simile, may be 
made to strengthen an argument, as well as 
to embellish a description. The principle of 
25 the vis inertice, for example, seems to be 
identical in physics and metaphysics. It is 
not more true in the former, that a large 
body is with more difliculty set in motion 
than a smaller one, and that its subsequent 
30 momentum is commensurate with this diffi- 
culty, than it is, in the latter, that intellects 
of the vaster capacity, while more forcible, 
more constant, and more eventful in their 
movements than those of inferior grade, are 
35 yet the less readily moved, and more em- 
barrassed and full of hesitation in the first 
few steps of their progress. Again: have 
you ever noticed which of the street signs, 
over the shop doors, are the most attractive 
40 of attention?” 

“I have never given the matter a thought,” 
I said. 

“There is a game of puzzles,” he resumed, 
“which is played upon a map. One party 
45 playing requires another to find a given 
word — the name of town, river, state or 
empire — any word, in short, upon the mot- 
ley and perplexed surface of the chart. A 
novice in the game generally seeks to em- 
50 barrass his opponents by giving them the 
most minutely lettered names; but the 
adept selects such words as stretch, in large 
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characters, from one end of the chart to the 
other. These, like the over-largely lettered 
signs and placards of the street, escape ob- 
servation by dint of being excessively obvious; 
and here the physical oversight is precisely ‘ 
analogous with the moral inapprehension 
by which the intellect suffers to pass un- 
noticed those considerations which are too 
obtrusively and too palpably self-evident. 
But this is a point, it appears, somewhat i< 
above or beneath the understanding of 
the Prefect. He never once thought it 
probable, or possible, that the Minister 
liad deposited the letter immediately be- 
neath the nose of the whole world, by way of i 
best preventing any portion of that world 
from perceivii g it. 

“But the more I reflected upon the dar- 
ing, dashing, and discriminating ingenuity 
of D — ; upon the fact that the document 2< 
must always have been at hand, if he in- 
tended to use it to good purpose; and upon 
the decisive evidence, obtained by the Pre- 
fect, that it was not hidden within the limits 
of that dignitary's ordinary search — the 2 
more satisfied I became that, to conceal 
this letter, the Minister had resorted to the 
comprehensive and sagacious expedient of 
not attempting to conceal it at all. 

“Full of these ideas, I prepared myself 31 
with a pair of green spectacles, and called 
one fine morning, quite by accident, at the 
Ministerial hotel. I found D — at home, 
yawning, lounging, and dawdling, as usual, 
and pretending to be in the last extremity of 3 
ennui. He is, perhaps, the most really ener- 
getic human being now alive — but that is 
only when nobody sees him. 

“To be even with him, I complained of 
my weak eyes, and lamented the necessity 4 
of the spectacles, under cov^er of which I 
cautiously and thoroughly surv^eyed the 
apartment, while seemingly intent only 
upon the conversation of my host. 

“I paid especial attention to a large writ- 4 
ing-table near which he sat, and upon which 
lay confusedly some miscellaneous letters 
and other papers, with one or two musical 
instruments and a few books. Here, how- 
ever, after a long and very deliberate scru- 5 
tiny, I saw nothing to excite particular sus- 
picion. 


‘‘At length my eyes, in going the circuit of 
the room, fell upon a trumpery filigree 
card-rack of pasteboard, that hung dangling 
by a dirty blue ribbon, from a little brass 
knob just beneath the middle of the mantel- 
piece. In this rack, which had three or four 
compartments, were five or six visiting cards 
and a solitary letter. This last was much 
soiled and crumpled. It was torn nearly 
in two, across the middle — as if a design, 
in the first instance, to tear it entirely up 
as worthless, had been altered, or stayed, 
in the second. It had a large black seal, 
bearing the D — cipher very conspicuously, 
and was addressed, in a diminutive female 
hand, to D — , the Minister, himself. It 
was thrust carelessly, and even, as it seemed, 
contemptuously, into one of the upper di- 
visions of the rack. 

“No sooner had I glanced at this letter, 
than I concluded it to be that of which I 
was in search. To be sure, it was, to all ap- 
pearance, radically different from the one 
of which the Prefect had read us so minute 
a description. Here the seal was large and 
black, with the D — cipher; there it was 
small and red, with the ducal arms of the 
S — family. Here, the address, to the Min- 
ister, was diminutive and feminine; there 
the superscription, to a certain royal per- 
sonage, was markedly bold and decided; the 
size alone formed a point of correspond- 
ence. But, then, the radicalness of these dif- 
ferences, which w^as excessive; the dirt; the 
5 soiled and torn condition of the paper, so 
inconsistent with the true methodical habits 
of D — , and so suggestive of a design to 
delude the beholder into an idea of the 
worthlessness of the document; — these 
things, together with the hyperobtrusive 
situation of this document, full in the view 
of every visitor, and thus exactly in ac- 
cordance with the conclusions to which I 
had previously arrived; these things, I say, 
were strongly corroborative of suspicion, 
in one who came with the intention to 
suspect. 

“I protracted my visit as long as possible, 
and, while I maintained a most animated 
discussion with the Minister, on a topic 
which I knew well had never failed to inter- 
est and excite him, I kept my attention really 
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riveted upon the letter. In this examina- 
tion, I committed to memory its external 
appearance and arrangement in the rack; 
and also fell, at length, upon a discovery 
which set at rest whatever trivial doubt 
I might have entertained. In scrutinizing 
the edges of the paper, I observed them to 
be more chafed than seemed necessary. 
They presented the broken appearance which 
IS manifested when a stiff paper, having 
been once folded and pressed with a folder, 
IS refolded in a reversed direction, in the 
same creases or edges which had formed 
the original fold. This discovery was sulli- 
cient. It was clear to me that the letter had 
been turned, as a glove, inside out, re-di- 
rected, and re-sealed. I bade the Minister 
good morning, and took my departure at 
once, leaving a gold snuff-box upon the 
table. 

“The next morning I called for the snuff- 
box, when we resumed, quite eagcily, the 
conversation of the preceding day. \Vhilc 
thus engaged, however, a loud report, as if 
of a pistol, was heard immediately beneath 
the windows of the hotel, and was suc- 
ceeded by a series of fearful screams, and 
the shoutings of a mob. D — rushed to a 
casement, threw it open, and looked out. 
In the meantime, I stepped to the card- 
rack, took the letter, put it in my pocket, 
and replaced it by a fac-simile (so far as 
regards externals), which I had carefully 
prepared at my lodgings: imitating the D — 
cipher, very readily, by means of a seal 
formed of bread. 

“The disturbance in the street had been 
occasioned by the frantic behavior of a 
man with a musket. He had fired it among 
a crowd of women and children. It proved, 
however, to have been without ball, and the 
fellow was suffered to go his way as a luna- 
tic or a drunkard. When he had gone, 
D — came from the window, whither I 
had followed him immediately upon secur- 
ing the object in view. Soon afterwards I 
bade him farewell. The pretended lunatic 
was a man in my own pay ” 

“But what purpose had you,” I asked, “in 
replacing the letter by di facsimile? Would 
it not have been better, at the first visit, to 
have seized it openly, and departed?” 


“D — ,” replied Dupin, “is a desperate 
man, and a man of nerve. His hotel, too, is 
not without attendants dexoted to his inter- 
ests. Had I made tlie wild attempt you sug- 
5 gest, I might never have left the Ministerial 
presence alive. The good people of Paris 
might ha\e heard of me no more. But I had 
an object apart from these considerations. 
You know my poliocal prepossessions. In 
lo this matter, I act as a partisan of the lady 
concerned. For eighteen months the Minis- 
ter has had her in his power. She has now 
him m hers — since, being unaware that the 
letter is not in his possession, he w'iU pro- 
15 ceed whth his exactions as if it was. Thus 
will he ine\itabl\ commit himself, at once, 
to his political dcstrui tion. His downfall > 
too, will not be more jiretipitate than awk- 
ward. It is all very well to talk about the 
20 facjlis descends Averni; ^ but in all kinds of 
climbing, as ( ’.atalani said of singing, it is 
far more easy to get uj) than lo come down. 
In the present instance 1 have no sympathy 
— at least no ])ity — for him who descends. 
25 He is that rrwnsiruin horrendam^ an un- 
principled man of genius. I confess, how- 
ever, that I should like very well to know 
the preci.se character of his thoughts, w'hen, 
being defied by her wTom the Prefect tiTins 
30 ‘a certain jiersonage,’ he is nxluced to 
opening the letter which I left for him in 
the card-rack.” 

“How? did you put any thing particular 
in it?” 

35 “Why — it did not seem altogether right 
to leave the interior blank — that would have 
been insulting. D — , at Vienna once, did 
me an evil turn, which I told him, quite 
good-humoredly, that 1 should remember. 
40 So, as I knew he would feel some curiosity 
in regard to the identity of the person who 
had outwitted him, I thought it a pity not to 
give him a clue. He is well acquainted with 
my MS., and I just copied into the middle 
45 of the blank sheet the words — 

“ — Un dessein si funestCy 
S^il n‘est digne d^Atrky est digne de 
Thyeste.^ 

They are to be found in Crebillon’s ‘Atree.’ ” 

50 * “Easy descent to Hades.” 

2 “Horrible monster.” 

* “So deadly a scheme, if it is not worthy of Atreus 
is at least worthv of Thyestes.” 
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Hawthorne’s Twice-Told Tales 

( 1842 ) 

We said a few hurried words about Mr. 
Hawthorne in our last number, with the de- 
sign of speaking more fully in the present. 
We are still, however, pressed for room, and 
must necessarily discuss his volumes more 
briefly and more at random than their high 
n:erits deserve. 

The book professes to be a collection of 
tales, yet is, in two respects, misnamed. 
These pieces are now in their third republica- 
tion, and, of course, are thrice-told. More- 
over, they are by no means all tales, either in 
the ordinary or in the legitimate understand- 
of the term. Many of them are pure es- 
says; for example, “Sights from a Steeple,” 
“Sunday at Home,” “Little Annie’s Ram- 
ble,” “A Rill from the Town Pump,” “The 
Toll-Gatherer’s Day,” “The Haunted Mind,” 
“The Sister Years,” “Snow-Flakes,” “Night 
Sketches,” and “Foot-Prints on the Sea- 
Shore.” We mention these matters chiefly 
on account of their discrepancy with that 
marked precision and finish by which the 
body of the work is distinguished. 

Of the essays just named, we must be con- 
tent to speak in brief. They are each and all 
beautiful, without being characterized by the 
polish and adaptation so visible in the tales 
proper. A painter would at once note their 
leading or predominant feature, and style it 
repose. Tliere is no attempt at effect. All 
is quiet, thoughtful, subdued. Yet this re- 
pose may exist simultaneously with high 
originality of thought; and Mr. Hawthorne 
has demonstrated the fact. At every turn we 
meet with novel combinations; yet these com- 
binations never surpass the limits of the 
quiet. We are soothed as we read; and 
withal is a calm astonishment that ideas so 
apparently obvious have never occurred or 
been presented to us before. Herein our 
author differs materially from Lamb or 
Hunt or Hazlitt — who, with vivid original- 
ity of manner and expression, have less of the 
true novelty of thought than is generally sup- 
posed, and wLose originality, at best, has an 
uneasy and meretricious quaintness, replete 
with startling effects unfounded in nature, 
and inducing trains of reflection whicii lead 


to no satisfactory result. The Essays of 
Hawthorne have much of the character of 
Irving, with more of originality, and less of 
finish; while, compared with the Spectator, 
5 they have a vast superiority at all points. 
The Spectator, Mr. Irving, and Mr. Haw- 
thorne have in common that tranquil and 
subdued manner which we have chosen to 
denominate repose\ but, in the case of the 
two former, this repose is attained rather by 
the absence of novel combination, or of 
originality, than otherwise, and consists 
chiefly in the calm, quiet, unostentatious ex- 
pression of commonplace thoughts, in an un- 
ambitious, unadulterated Saxon. In them, by 
strong effort, we are made to conceive the 
absence of all. In the essays before us the 
absence of effort is too obvious to be mis- 
taken, and a strong undercurrent of sugges- 
tion runs continuously beneath the upper 
stream of the tranquil thesis. In short, these 
effusions of Mr. Hawthorne are the product 
of a truly imaginative intellect, restrained, 
and in some measure repressed, by fastidi- 
ousness of taste, by constitutional melan- 
choly, and by indolence. 

But it is of his tales that we desire prin- 
cipally to speak. The tale proper, in our 
opinion, affords unquestionably the fairest 
field for the exercise of the loftiest talent, 
which can be afforded by the wide domains 
of mere prose. Were w'e bidden to say how' 
the highest genius could be most advanta- 
geously employed for the best display of its 
own powers, we should answer, without hesi- 
tation — in the composition of a rhymed 
poem, not to exceed in length what might be 
perused in an hour. Within this limit alone 
can the highest order of true poetry exist. 
We need only here say, upon this topic, that, 
in almost all classes of composition, the unity 
of effect or impression is a point of the great- 
est importance. It is clear, moreover, that 
this unity cannot be thoroughly preserved in 
productions whose perusal cannot be com- 
pleted at one sitting. We may continue the 
reading of a prose composition, from the very 
nature of prose itself, much longer than we 
can persevere, to any good purpose, in the 
perusal of a poem. This latter, if truly ful- 
filling the demands of the poetic sentiment, 
induces an exaltation of the soul which can- 
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not be long sustained. All high excitements 
?re necessarily transient. Thus a long poem 
is a paradox. And, without unity of impres- 
sion, the deepest effects cannot be brought 
about. Epics were the offspring of an im- . 
perfect sense of Art, and their reign is no 
more. A poem too brief may produce a 
vivid, but never an intense or enduring im- 
pression. Without a certain continuity of 
effort — without a certain duration or repeti- i 
tion of purpose — the soul is never deeply 
moved. There must be the dropping of the 
water upon the rock. De Beranger has 
\vrought brilliant things — pungent and 
spirit-stirring — but, like all immassive i 
bodies, they lack momentum, and thus fail to 
satisfy the Poetic Sentiment. They sparkle 
and excite, but, from want of continuity, fail 
deeply to impress. Extreme brevity will 
degenerate into epigrammatism; but the sin 2^ 
of extreme length is even more unpardon- 
able. In medio tutissimus ibis. [You travel 
most safely the middle road.] 

Were we called upon, however, to desig- 
nate that class of composition which, next to 2, 
such a poem as we have suggested, should 
best fulfil the demands of high genius — 
should offer it the most advantageous field 
of exertion — we should unhesitatingly speak 
of the prose tale, as Mr. Hawthorne has here 
exemplified it. We allude to the short prose 
narrative, requiring from a half-hour to one 
or two hours in its perusal. The ordinary 
novel is objectionable, from its length, for 
reasons already stated in substance. As it 
cannot be read at one sitting, it deprives 
itself, of course, of the immense force deriv- 
able from totality. Worldly interests inter- 
vening during the pauses of perusal, modify, 
annul, or counteract, in a greater or less 
degree, the impressions of the book. But 
simple cessation in reading would, of itself, be 
sufficient to destroy the true unity. In the 
brief tale, however, the author is enabled to 
carry out the fulness of his intention, be it 
what it may. During the hour of perusal the 
soul of the reader is at the writer’s control. 
There are no external or extrinsic influences 
— resulting from weariness or interrup- 
tion. 

A skilful literary artist has constructed a 
talc. If wise, he has not fashioned his 


thoughts to accommodate his incidents; but 
having conceived, with deliberate care, a 
certain unique or single effect to be wrought 
out, he then invents such incidents — he 
> then combines such events as may best aid 
him in establishing this preconceived effect. 
If his veiy initial sentence tend not to the 
oiitbringing of this effect, then he has failed 
in his first step. In the whole composition 
o there should be no word written, of which the 
tendency, direct or indirect, is not to the one 
pre-established design. And by such means, 
with such care and skill, a picture is at length 
painted which leaves in the mind of him who 
5 contemplates it with a kindred art, a sense of 
the fullest satLsfac lion. The idea of the tale 
has been presented unblemished, because un- 
disturbed; and this is an end unattainable 
by the novel. Undue brevity is just as ex- 
ceptionable here as in the poem; but undue 
length is yet more to be avoided. 

We have said that the talc has a point of 
superiority even over the poem. In fact, 
while the rhythm of this latter is an es.scntial 
5 aid in the d('\’elopmcnt of the j)oem’s highest 
idea — the idea of the Beautiful — the artifi- 
cialities of this rhythm arc an inseparable bar 
to the development of all points ol thought or 
expression which have their basis in Truth. 
But Truth is often, and in very great degree, 
the aim of the talc. Some of the finest talcs 
are talcs of ratiocination. Thus the field of 
this sptxies of composition, if not in so cle' 
vated a region on the mountain of Mind, is a 
table-land of far vaster extent than the 
domain of the mere poem. Its products arc 
never so rich, but infinitely more numerous, 
and more appreciable by the mass of man- 
kind. The writer of the prose tale, in short, 
may bring to his theme a vast variety of 
modes or inflections of thought and expres- 
sion — (the ratiocinativc, for example, the 
sarcastic, or the humorous) which are not 
only antagonistical to the nature of the 
poem, but absolutely forf)idden by one of its 
most peculiar and indispensable adjuncts; 
we allude, of course, to rhythm. It may be 
added here, par parenthhe, that the author 
who aims at the purely beautiful in a prose 
tale is laboring at a great disadvantage. For 
Beauty can be better treated in the poem. 
Not so with terror, or passion, or horror, or a 
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multitude of such other points. And here it as in novelty of matter. Mr. Hawthorne is 

will be seen how full of prejudice are the original at all points. 

usual animadversions against those tales of It would be a matter of some difficulty to 
ejfect, many fine examples of which were designate the best of these tales; we repeat 

found in the earlier numbers of Blackwood. 5 that, without exception, they are beautiful. 
The impressions produced were wrought in “Wakefield” is remarkable for the skill with 

a legitimate sphere of action, and constituted which an old idea — a well-known incident 

a legitimate although sometimes an exag- — is worked up or discussed. A man of 

gcrated interest. They were relished by whims conceives the purpose of quitting his 

every man of genius: although there were 10 wife and residing incognito, for twenty years, 
found many men of genius who condemned in her immediate neighborhood. Something 

them without just ground. The true critic of this kind actually happened in London, 

will but demand that the design intended be The force of Mr. Hawthorne’s tale lies in the 

accomplished, to the fullest extent, by the analysis of the motives which must or might 

means most advantageously applicable. 15 have impelled the husband to such folly, in 

We have very few American tales of real the first instance, with the possible causes of 

merit — we may say, indeed, none, with the his perseverance. Upon this thesis a sketch 

exception of The Tales of a Traveller of of singular power has been constructed. 

Washington Irving, and these Twice-Told “The Wedding Knell” is full of the boldest 
Tales of Mr. Hawthorne. Some of the 20 imagination — an imagination fully con- 
pieces of Mr. John Neal abound in vigor and trolled by taste. The most captious critic 

originality; but, in general, his compositions could find no flaw in this production, 

of this class are excessively diffuse, extrava- “The Minister’s Black Veil” is a masterly 
gant, and indicative of an imperfect senti- composition, of which the sole defect is that 

ment of Art. Articles at random are, now 25 to the rabble its exquisite skill will be caviare. 
and then, met with in our periodicals which The obvious meaning of this article will be 

might be advantageously compared with the found to smother its insinuated one. The 

})cst effusions of the British Magazines; but, moral put into the mouth of the dying min- 

upon the whole, we are far behind our pro- ister will be supposed to convey the true 

genitors in this department of literature. 30 import of the narrative; and that a crime of 
Of Mr. Hawthorne’s tales we should say, dark dye (having reference to the “young 

emphatically, that they belong to the highest lady”) has been committed, is a point which 

region of Art — an Art subservient to genius only minds congenial with that of the author 

of a very lofty order. We had supposed, will percei\'e. 

with good reason for so supposing, that he 35 “Mr. Higginbotham’s Catastrophe” is 
had been thrust into his present position by vividly original, and managed most dex- 
onc of the impudent cliques which beset our terously. 

literature, and whose pretensions it is our “Dr. Heidegger’s Experiment” is exceed- 

full purpose to expose at the earliest oppor- ingly well imagined, and executed with sur- 

tunity; but we have been most agreeably 40 passing ability. The artist breathes in every 
mistaken. We know of few compositions line of it. 

which the critic can more honestly commend “The White Old Maid” is objectionable 
than these Twice-Told Tales. As Americans, even more than the “Minister’s Black Veil,” 
we feel proud of the book. on the score of its mysticism. Even with 

Mr. Hawthorne’s distinctive trait is inven- 45 the thoughtful and analytic, there will be 

lion, creation, imagination, originality — a much trouble in penetrating its entire im- 
trait which, in the literature of fiction, is port, 

positively worth all the rest. But the nature “The Hollow of the Three Hills” we would 
of the originality, so far as regards its mani- quote in full had we space; — not as evincing 
festation in letters, is but imperfectly under- 50 higher talent than any of the other pieces, 
stood. The inventive or original mind as but as affording an excellent example of 
frequently displays itself in novelty of tone the author’s peculiar ability. The subject is 
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commonplace. A witch subjects the Distant 
ind the Past to the view of a mourner. It 
las been the fasliion to describe, in such 
cases, a mirror in which the images of the 
ibsent appear; or a cloud of smoke is made 5 
o arise, and thence the figures are gradually 
infolded. Mr. Hawthorne has wonderfully 
leightened his effect by making the ear, 
n place of the eye, the medium by which 
he fantasy is conveyed. The head of the 10 
noumer is enveloped in the cloak of the 
vitch, and within its magic folds there arise 
ounds which have an all-sufficient intelli- 
l^ence. Throughout this article also, the 
irtist is conspicuous — not more in positive 15 
han in negative merits. Not only is all done 
hat should be done, but (what perhaps is an 
nd with more difficulty attained) there is 
lothing done which should not be. Every 
vord tells, and there is not a word which docs 20 
\ot tell. 

In ‘‘Howe’s Masquerade” we observe 
omething which resembles plagiarism — 

)ut which may be a very flattering coincidence 
if thought. We quote the passage in ques- 25 
ion. 

[Quotation.] ^ 

The idea here is, that the figure in the 
loak is the phantom or reduplication of Sir 
Villiam Howe; but in an article called 
'William Wilson,” one of the Tales of the 
rrotesque and Arabesque, we have not only 
he same idea, but the same idea similarly 
(resented in several respects. We quote 
wo paragraphs, which our readers may com- 
(are with what has been already given. We 
lave italicized, above, the immediate par- 
iculars of resemblance. 

[Quotation.] ^ 

Here it will be observed that, not only are 
be two general conceptions idcnticzd, but 
dere are various points of similarity. In 
ach case the figure seen is the wraith or 
uplication of the beholder. In each case 45 
de scene is a masquerade. In each case the 
gure is cloaked. In each, there is a quarrel 
- that is to say, angry words pass between 
le parties. In each the beholder is enraged, 
n each the cloak and sword fall upon the 50 

* Omitted here, as in the text of the Vii^inia cdi- 
on. 


floor. The “villain, unmuffle yourself,” ol 
Mr. H. is precisely paralleled by a passage at 
page 56 of “William Wilson.” 

In the way of objection we have scarcely a 
word to say of these tales. There is, perhaps, 
a somewhat too general or prevalent tone — 
a tone of melancholy and mysticism. The 
subjects are insufficiently varied. There is 
not so much of versatility evinced as w^e might 
well be warranted in expecting from the high 
powers of Mr. Hawthorne. But beyond 
these trivial exceptions we have really none 
to make. The style is purity itself. Force 
abounds. High imagination gleams from 
every page. Mr. Hawthorne is a man of the 
truest genius. We only regret that the limits 
of our Magazine will not permit us to pay 
him that full tribute of commendation, 
which, under other circumstances, we should 
be so eager to pay. 

The Philosophy of Composition 

(1846) 

Charles Dickens, in a note now lying be- 
fore me, alluding to an examination I once 
made of the mechanism of Barnaby Rudge, 
says — “By the way, are you aware that God- 
win wrote his Caleb Williams backwards? 
He first involved his hero in a web of dif- 
ficulties, forming the second volume, and 
then, for the first, cast about him for some 
mode of accounting for what had been done.” 

I cannot think this the precise mode of 
procedure on the part of Godwin — and in- 
deed what he him.sclf acknowledges, is not 
altogether in accordance with Mr. Dickens’ 
idea — but the author of Caleb Williams 
was too good an artist not to perceive the 
advantage derivable from at least a some- 
what similar process. Nothing is more clear 
than that every plot, worth the name, must 
be elaborated to its denouement before any- 
thing be attempted with the pen. It is only 
with the denouement constantly in view that 
we can give a plot its indispensable air of 
consequence, or causation, by making the in- 
cidents, and especially the tone at all points, 
tend to the development of the intention. 

There is a radical error, I think, in the 
usual mode of constructing a story. Either 
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history affords a thesis — or one is suggested 
by an incident of the day — or, at best, the 
author sets himself to work in the combina- 
tion of striking events to form merely the 
basis of his narrative — designing, generally, 
to fill in with description, dialogue, or au- 
torial comment, whatever crevices of fact, 
or action, may, from page to page, render 
themselves apparent. 

I prefer commencing with the considera- 
tion of an effect. Keeping originality always 
in view — for he is false to himself who ven- 
tures to dispense with so obvious and so 
easily attainable a source of interest — I say 
to myself, in the first place, “Of the innu- 
merable effects, or impressions, of which the 
heart, the intellect, or (more generally) the 
soul is susceptible, what one shall I, on the 
present occasion, select!” Having chosen 
a novel, first, and secondly, a vivid effect, I 
consider whether it can be best wrought by 
incident or tone — whether by ordinary 
incidents and peculiar tone, or the converse, 
or by peculiarity both of incident and tone — 
afterward looking about me (or rather 
within) for such combinations of event, or 
tone, as shall best aid me in the construc- 
tion of the effect. 

I have often thought how interesting a 
magazine paper might be written by any 
author who would — that is to say who could 
’ — detail, step by step, the processes by 
which any one of his compositions attained 
its ultimate point of completion. Why such 
a paper has never been given to the world, I 
am much at a loss to say — but, perhaps, the 
autorial vanity has had more to do with the 
omission than any one other cause. Most 
writers — poets in especial — prefer having 
it understood that they compose by a species 
of fine frenzy — an ecstatic intuition — and 
would positively shudder at letting the pub- 
lic take a peep behind the scenes, at the 
elaborate and vacillating crudities of thought 
— at the true purposes seized only at the 
last moment — at the innumerable glimpses 
of idea that arrived not at the maturity of 
full view — at the fully matured fancies 
discarded in despair as unmanageable — 
at the cautious selections and rejections — 
at the painful erasures and interpolations — 
in a word, at the wheels and pinions — the 


tackle for scene-shifting — the step-ladders 
and demon-traps — the cock’s feathers, the 
red paint and the black patches, which, 
in ninety-nine cases out of the hundred, 
constitute the properties of the literary^ 
histno. 

I am aware, on the other hand, that the 
case is by no means common, in which an 
author is at all in condition to retrace the 
steps by which his conclusions have been 
attained. In general, suggestions, having 
arisen pell-mell, are pursued and forgotten 
in a similar manner. 

For my own part, I have neither sym- 
pathy with the repugnance alluded to, nor, 
at any time the least difficulty in recalling to 
mind the progressive steps of any of my 
compositions; and, since the interest of an 
analysis, or reconstruction, such as I have 
considered a desideratum, is quite independ- 
ent of any real or fancied interest in the 
thing analyzed, it will not be regarded as a 
breach of decorum on my part to show the 
modus operandi by which some one of my 
own works was put together. I select “The 
Raven,” as most generally known. It is my 
design to render it manifest that no one point 
in its composition is referrible either to ac- 
cident or intuition — that the work pro- 
ceeded, step by step, to its completion with 
the precision and rigid consequence of a 
mathematical problem. 

Let us dismiss, as irrelevant to the poem, 
per se, the circumstance — or say the neces- 
sity — which, in the first place, gave rise to 
the intention of composing a poem that 
should suit at once the popular and the criti- 
cal taste. 

We commence, then, with this intention. 

The initial consideration was that of ex- 
tent. If any literary work is too long to be 
read at one sitting, we must be content to 
dispense with the immensely important ef- 
fect derivable from unity of impression — 
for, if two sittings be required, the affairs of 
the world interfere, and every thing like 
totality is at once destroyed. But since, cete- 
ris paribus, no poet can afford to dispense 
with any thing that may advance his design, 
it but remains to be seen whether there is, 
in extent, any advantage to counterbalance 
the loss of unity which attends it. Here I 
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lav no, at once. What we term a long poem 
s, in fact, merely a succession of brief ones 
— that is to say, of brief poetical effects. It 
s needless to demonstrate that a poem is 
uch, only inasmuch as it intensely excites, 5 
)v elevating, the soul; and all intense ex- 
ilements are, through a psychal neces- 
ity, brief. For this reason, at least one half 
)f the Paradise Lost is essentially prose — a 
uccession of poetical excitements inter- 10 
persed, inevitably^ with corresponding de- 
iressions — the whole being deprived, 
hrough the extremeness of its length, of 
he vastly important artistic element, total- 
ly, or unity, of effect. 15 

It appears evident, then, that there is a 
listinct limit, as regards length, to all works 
)f literary art — the limit of a single sitting — 
ind that, although in certain classes of 
irose composition, such as Robinson Crusoe 20 
demanding no unity), this limit may be 
idvantageously overpassed, it can never 
iroperly be overpassed in a poem. Within 
his limit, the extent of a poem may be 
nade to bear mathematical relation to its 25 
ncrit — in other words, to the excitement or 
levation — again in other words, to the de- 
cree of the true poetical effect which it is 
apable of inducing; for it is clear that the 
)revity must be in direct ratio of the inten- 30 
ity of the intended effect: — this, with one 
)roviso — that a certain degree of duration is 
ibsolutely requisite for the production of 
my effect at all. 

Holding in view these considerations, as 35 
veil as that degree of excitement which I 
leemed not above the popular, while not 
)elow the critical, taste, I reached at once 
vhat I conceived the proper length for my 
ntended poem — a length of about one hun- 40 
Ired lines. It is, in fact, a hundred and 
ight. 

fviy next thought concerned the choice of 
m impression, or effect, to be conveyed: 
md here I may as well observe that, through- 45 
ut the construction, I kept steadily in 
iew the design of rendering the work uni- 
er sally appreciable. I should be carried 
□o far out of my immediate topic were I to 
iemonstrate a point upon which I have re- 50 
►eatedly insisted, and which, with the po- 
tical, stands not in the slightest need of 


demonstration — the point, I mean, that 
Beauty is the sole legitimate province of the 
poem. A few words, however, in elucidation 
of my real meaning, which some of my friends 
have evinced a disposition to misrepresent. 
That pleasure which is at once the most in- 
tense, the most elevating, and the most 
pure, is I believe, found in the contempla- 
tion of the beautiful. When, indeed, men 
speak of Beauty, they mean, precisely, not 
a qualitv, as is supposed, but an effect — 
they refer, in short, just to that intense and 
pure elevation of soul — not of intellect, or of 
heart — upon which 1 have commented, and 
which is experienced in consequence of 
contemplating “the beautiful.” Now I desig- 
nate Beauty as the province of the poem, 
merely because it is an obvious rule of Art 
that effects should be made tc spring from 
direct causes — that objects should be at- 
tained through means best adapted for their 
attainment — no one as yet having been 
weak enough to deny that the peculiar 
elevation alluded to is most readily attained 
in the poem. Now the object Truth, or the 
satisfaction of the intellect, and the object 
Passion, or the excitement of the heart, are, 
although attainable, to a certain extent, in 
poetry, far more readily attainable in prose. 
Truth, in fact, demands a precision, and 
Passion a homeliness (the truly passionate will 
comprehend me) which arc absolutely an- 
tagonistic to that Beauty which, I maintain, 
is the excitement, or pleasurable elevation, 
of the soul. It by no means follows from 
any thing here said, that passion, or even 
truth, may not be introduced, and even 
profitably introduced, into a poem — for 
they may serve in elucidation, or aid the 
general effect, as do discords in music, by 
contrast — but the true artist will always 
contrive, first, to tone them into proper 
subservience to the predominant aim, and, 
secondly, to enveil them, as far as possible, 
in that Beauty which is the atmosphere and 
the essence of the poem. 

Regarding, then, Beauty as my province, 
my next question referred to the tone of its 
highest manifestation — and all experience 
has shown that this tone is one of sadness. 
Beauty of whatever kind, in its supreme de- 
velopment, invariably excites the sensitive 
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soul to tears. Melancholy is thus the most 
legitimate of all the poetical tones. 

The length, the province, and the tone, 
being thus determined, I betook myself to 
ordinary induction, with the view of ob- 5 
taining some artistic piquancy which might 
serve me as a key-note in the construction 
of the poem — some pivot upon which the 
whole structure might turn. In carefully 
thinking over all the usual artistic effects — 10 
or more properly points, in the theatrical 
sense — I did not fail to perceive immedi- 
ately that no one had been so universally 
employed as that of the rejrain. The uni- 
versality of its employment sufficed to as- 15 
sure me of its intrinsic value, and spared me 
the necessity of submitting it to analysis. I 
considered it, however, with regard to its 
susceptibility of improvement, and soon 
saw it to be in a primitive condition. As 20 
commonly used, the rejrain, or burden, not 
only is limited to lyric verse, but depends 
for its impression upon the force of mono- 
tone — both in sound and thought. The 
pleasure is deduced solely from the sense of 25 
identity — of repetition. I resolved to diver- 
sify, and so heighten, the effect, by adher- 
ing, in general, to the monotone of sound, 
while I continually varied that of thought: 
that is to say, I determined to produce con- 30 
tinuously novel effects, by the variation oj 
the application of the refrain — the rejrain it- 
self remaining, for the most part, unvaried. 

These points being settled, I next be- 
thought me of the nature of my rejrain. Since 35 
its application was to be repeatedly varied, 
it was clear that the rejrain itself must be 
brief, for there would have been an insur- 
mountable difficulty in frequent variations 
of application in any sentence of length. 40 
In proportion to the brevity of the sentence, 
would, of course, be the facility of the 
variation. This led me at once to a single 
word as the best rejrain. 

The question now arose as to the character 45 
of the word. Having made up my mind 
to a rejrain, the division of the poem into 
stanzas was, of course, a corollary: the r^- 
frain forming the close of each stanza. That 
such a close, to have force, must be sono- 50 
rous and susceptible of protracted empha- 
sis, admitted no doubt: and these considera- 


tions inevitably led me to the Jong 0 as the 
most sonorous vowel, in connection with r 
as the most producible consonant. 

The sound of the rejrain being thus de- 
termined, it became necessary to select a 
word embodying this sound, and at the 
same time in the fullest possible keeping 
with that melancholy which I had prede- 
termined as the tone of the poem. In such 
a search it would have been absolutely im- 
possible to overlook the word “Nevermore.” 
In fact, it was the very first which presented 
itself. 

The next desideratum was a pretext for 
the continuous use of the one word “never- 
more.” In observing the difficulty which I 
at once found in inventing a sufficiently plau- 
sible reason for its continuous repetition, I 
did not fail to perceive that this difficulty 
arose solely from the pre-assumption that 
the word was to be so continuously or mo- 
notonously spoken by a human being — I 
did not fail to perceive, in short, that the 
difficulty lay in the reconciliation of this mo- 
notony with the exercise of reason on the 
part of the creature repeating the word. 
Here, then, immediately arose the idea of a 
wen-reasoning creature capable of speech; 
and, very naturally, a parrot, in the first in- 
stance, suggested itself, but was superseded 
forthwith by a Raven, as equally capable of 
speech, and infinitely more in keeping with 
the intended tone. 

I had now gone so far as the conception 
of a Raven — the bird of ill omen — monoto- 
nously repeating the one word, “Never- 
more,” at the conclusion of each stanza, in a 
poem of melancholy tone, and in length 
about one hundred lines. Now, never losing 
sight of the object supremeness, or perfec- 
tion, at all points, I asked myself — “Of all 
melancholy topics, what, according to the 
universal understanding of mankind, is the 
most melancholy?” Death — was the obvious 
reply. “And when,” I said, “is this most 
melancholy of topics most poetical?” From 
what I have already explained at some 
length, the answer, here also, is obvious — 
“When it most closely allies itself to Beauty: 
the death, then, of a beautiful woman is, un- 
questionably, the most poetical topic in the 
world — and equally is it beyond doubt that 
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the lips best suited for such topic are those 
of a bereaved lover.” 

I had now to combine the two ideas, of a 
lo\'er lamenting his deceased mistress and 
a Raven continuously repeating the word 
‘■Nevermore.” — I had to combine these, 
bearing in mind my design of varying, at 
eveiy turn, the application of the word re- 
peated; but the only intelligible mode of 
such combination is that of imagining the i 
Raven employing the word in answer to the 
pineries of the lover. And here it was that I 
=;aw at once the opportunity afforded for the 
.‘ffect on which I had been depending — 
ihat is to say, the effect of the variation of i 
ipplication. I saw that I could make the 
first query propounded by the lover — the 
irst query to which the Raven should reply 
’Nevermore” — that I could make this first 
yiery a commonplace one — the second less 2< 
>0 — the third still less, and so on — until at 
ength the lover, startled from his original 
lone balance by the melancholy character of 
he word itself — by its frequent repetition 

— and by a consideration of the ominous 2, 
■eputation of the fowl that uttered it — is at 
ength excited to superstition, and wildly 
Propounds queries of a far different charac- 
er — queries whose solution he has pas- 
ionately at heart — propounds them half in 3< 
iiperstition and half in that species of de- 
pair which delights in self-torture — pro- 
pounds them not altogether because he be- 
ieves in the prophetic or demoniac char- 
icter of the bird (which, reason assures him, 3; 
s merely repeating a lesson learned by rote) 
)ut because he experiences a frenzied 
pleasure in so modeling his questions as to 
eceive from the expected “Nevermore” the 
nost delicious because the most intolerable 4< 
•f sorrow. Perceiving the opportunity thus 
fforded me — or, more strictly, thus forced 
ipon me in the progress of the construction 

— I first established in mind the climax, or 
oncluding query — that query to which 4^ 
Nevermore” should be in the last place 

n answ’er — that in reply to which this 
-"ord “Nevermore” should involve the ut- 
most conceivable amount of sorrow and 
espair. 5c 

Here then the poem may be said to have its 
►eginning — at the end, where all works of 


art should begin — for it was here, at this 
point of my preconsiderations, that I first 
put pen to paper in the composition of the 
stanza: 

“Prophet,” said I, “thing of evil! prophet still if 
bird or devil I 

Bv that heaven that bends above us — by that 
God Ave both adore, 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden, if within the dis- 
tan* Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels 
name Lenore — 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden w hom the angels 
name Txnore." 

Quoth the raven “Nevermore.” 

I composed this stanza, at this point, first 
that, by establishing the climax, I might the 
better vary and graduate, as regards seri- 
ousness and importance, the preceding que- 
ries of the lover — and, secondly, that I 
might definitely settle the rhythm, the me- 
tre, and the length and general arrangement 
of the stanza — as well as graduate the stan- 
zas which were to [precede, so that none of 
them might surpass this in rhythmical ef- 
fect. Had I been able, in the subsequent 
composition, to construct more vigorous 
stanzas, I should, without scruple, have 
purposely enfeebled them, so as not to in- 
terfere with the climacteric effect. 

And here I may as well say a few words of 
the versification. My first object (as usual) 
was originality. The extent to which this 
has been neglected, in versification, is one 
of the most unaccountable things in the 
world. Admitting that there is little pos.si- 
bility of variety in mere rhythm, it is still 
clear that the possible varieties of metre and 
stanza are absolutely infinite — and yet, for 
centuries, no man, in verse, has ever done, or 
ever seemed to think of doing, an original thing. 
The fact is, that originality (unless in minds 
of very unusual force) is by no means a 
matter, as some suppose, of impulse or in- 
tuition. In general, to be found, it must be 
elaborately sought, and although a po^^itive 
merit of the highest class, demands in its at- 
tainment less of invention than negation. 

Of course, I pretend to no originality in 
either the rhythm or metre of the “Raven.” 
The former is trochaic — the latter is octam- 
eter acatalectic, alternating with heptameter 
cat alec tic repeated in the re frain of the fifth 
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verse, and terminating with tetrameter 
catalectic. Less pedantically — the feet em- 
ployed throughout (trochees) consist of a 
long syllable followed by a short: the first 
line of the stanza consists of eight of these s 
feet — the second of seven and a half (in ef- 
fect two-thirds) — the third of eight — the 
fourth of seven and a half — the fifth the 
same — the sixth three and a half. Now, 
each of these lines, taken individually, has lo 
been employed before, and what originality 
the “Raven” has, is irt their combination into 
stanza, nothing even remotely approaching 
this combination has ever been attempted. 
The effect of this originality of combination 15 
is aided by other unusual, and some alto- 
gether novel effects, arising from an exten- 
sion of the application of the principles of 
rhyme and alliteration. 

The next point to be considered was the 20 
mode of bringing together the lover and the 
Raven — and the first branch of this con- 
sideration was the locale. For this the most 
natural suggestion might seem to be a for- 
est, or the fields — but it has always ap- 25 
peared to me that a close circumscription of 
space IS absolutely necessary to the effect of 
insulated incident: — it has the force of a 
frame to a picture. It has an indisputable 
moral power in keeping concentrated the 30 
attention, and, of course, must not be con- 
founded with mere unity of place. 

I determined, then, to place the lover in 
his chamber — in a chamber rendered sa- 
cred to him by memories of her who had 35 
frequented it. The room is represented as 
richly furnished — this in mere pursuance of 
the ideas I have already explained on the sub- 
ject of Beauty, as the sole true poetical thesis. 

The locale being thus determined, I had 40 
now to introduce the bird — and the thought 
of introducing him through the window, 
was inevitable. The idea of making the 
lover suppose, in the first instance, that the 
flapping of the wings of the bird against the 45 
shutter, is a “tapping” at the door, originated 
in a w'ish to increase, by prolonging, the 
reader’s curiosity, and in a desire to admit 
the incidental effect arising from the lover’s 
throwing open the door, finding all dark, 50 
and thence adopting the half-fancy that it 
ifvas the soirit of his mistress that knocked. 


I made the night tempestuous, first, to 
account for the Raven’s seeking admission, 
and secondly, for the effect of contrast with 
the (physical) serenity within the chamber. 

I made the bird alight on the bust of 
Pallas, also for the effect of contrast be- 
tween the marble and the plumage — it be- 
ing understood that the bust was absolutely 
suggested by the bird — the bust of Pallas be- 
ing chosen, first, as most in keeping with 
the scholarship of the lover, and, secondly, 
for the sonorousness of the word, Pallas, it- 
self. 

About the middle of the poem, also, I have 
availed myself of the force of contrast, with 
a view of deepening the ultimate impression. 
For example, an air of the fantastic — ap- 
proaching as nearly to the ludicrous as was 
admissible — is given to the Raven’s en- 
trance. He comes in “with many a flirt 
and flutter.” 

Not the least obeisance made he — not a moment 
stopped or stayed he, 

But with mien of lord or lady, perched above my 
chamber door. 

In the two stanzas which follow, the de- 
sign is more obviously carried out: — 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into 
smiling 

By the grave and stern decorum oj the countenance it wore, 
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven thou,” I said, 
“art sure no craven, 

Ghcistly grim and ancient Raven wandering from 
the nightly shore — 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s 
Plutonian shore?” 

Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

Much I marv'elled this ungainly fowl to hear dis- 
course so plainly 

Though its answer little meaning — little relevancy 
bore; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human 
being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber 
door — 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber 
door, 

With such name as “Nevermore.” 

The effect of the denouement being thus 
provided for, I immediately drop the fan- 
tastic for a tone of the most profound se- 
riousness: — this tone commencing in the 
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stanza directly following the one last quoted, 
with the line, 

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, 
spoke only, etc. 

From this epoch the lover no longer jests 

— no longer sees any thing even of the fan- 
tastic in the Raven’s demeanor. He speaks 
of him as a “grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, 
and ominous bird of yore,” and feels the 
“fiery eyes” burning into his “bosom’s 
core.” This revolution of thought, or fancv, 
on the lover’s part, is intended to induce a 
similar one on the part of the reader — to 
bring the mind into a proper frame for the 
denouement — which is now brought about 
as rapidly and as directly as possible. 

With the denouement proper — with the 
Raven’s reply, “Nevermore,” to the lover’s 
final demand if he shall meet his mistress in 
another world — the poem, in its obvious 
phase, that of a simple narrative, may be 
said to have its completion. So far, every 
thing is within the limits of the accountable 

— of the real. A raven, having learned by 25 
rote the single word “Nevermore,” and hav- 
ing escaped from the custody of its owner, 

IS driven at midnight, through the violence 
3 f a storm, to seek admission at a window 
from which a light still gleams — the cham- 30 
ber-window of a student, occupied half in 
poring over a volume, half in dreaming of a 
jeloved mistress deceased. The casement 
3eing thrown open at the fluttering of the 
Dird’s wings, the bird itself perches on the 35 
Host convenient seat out of the immediate 
'each of the student, who, amused by the 
ncident and the oddity of the visitor’s de- 
neanor, demands of it, in jest and without 
ooking for a reply, its name. The raven ad- 40 
iressed, answers with its customary word, 
‘Nevermore” — a word which finds im- 
nediate echo in the melancholy heart of the 
tudent, who, giving utterance aloud to cer- 
ain thoughts suggested by the occasion, is 45 
igain startled by the fowl’s repetition of 
‘Nevermore.” The student now guesses the 
tate of the case, but is imjxlled, as I have 
)efore explained, by the human thirst for 
elf-torture, and in part by superstition, to 50 
)ropound such queries to the bird as will 
)ring him, the lover, the most of the luxury 


of sorrow, through the anticipated answer 
“Nevermore.” With the indulgence, to the 
extreme, of this self-torture, the narration, 
in what I have termed its first or obvious 
5 phase, has a natural termination, and so far 
there has been no o\erstepping of the limits 
of the real. 

But in subjects so handled, howev'er skil- 
fully, or with however vhfid an array of in- 
10 cident, there is always a certain hardness or 
nakedness, wdiich repels the artistical eye. 
Two things are invariably required — first, 
some amount of complexity, or more prop- 
erly, adaptation; and, secondly, some amount 
15 of suggestiveness — some undercurrent, how- 
ever indefinite, of meaning. It is this latter, 
in especial, w hich imparts to a work of art so 
much of that richness (to borrow from col- 
loquy a forcible term) which we are too fond 
20 of confounding with the ideal. It is the excess 
of the suggested meaning — it is the render- 
ing this the ujiper instead of the under- 
current of the theme — which turns into 
prose (and that of the very flattest kind) the 
so called poetry of the so called transcenden- 
talists. 

Holding these opinions, I added the two 
concluding stanzas of the ])oem — their sug- 
gestiveness being thus made to pervade all 
the narrative which has prccedt'd them. The 
under-current of meaning is rendered first 
apparent in the lines — 

“Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy 
form from off my door 
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore!” 

It will be observed the words, “from 
out my heart,” involve the first metaphorical 
expression in the poem. They, with the an- 
swer, “Nevermore,” dispose the mind to 
seek a moral in all that has been previously 
narrated. The reader begins now to regard 
the Raven as emblematical — but it is not 
until the very last line of the very last stanza, 
that the intention of making him emble- 
matical of Mournful and Never-ending Re- 
membrance is permitted distinctly to be seen: 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is 
sitting. 

On the pallid bust of Pallas, just above my cham- 
ber door; 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that 
is dreaming. 
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And the lamplight o’er him streaming throws his 
shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating 
on the floor 

Shall be lifted — nevermore. 

The Poetic Principle 

( 1850 ) 

In speaking of the Poetic Principle, I have 
no design to be either thorough or profound. 
While discussing very much at random the 
essentiality of what we call Poetry, my prin- 
cipal purpose will be to cite for consideration 
some few of those minor English or Ameri- 
can poems which best suit my own taste, 
or which, upon my own fancy, have left 
the most definite impression. By “minor 
poems” I mean, of course, poems of little 
length. And here, in the beginning, permit 
me to say a few words in regard to a some- 
what peculiar principle, which, whether 
rightfully or wrongfully, has always had its 
influence in my own critical estimate of the 
poem. I hold that a long poem does not 
^xist. I maintain that the phrase, “a long 
poem,” is simply a flat contradiction in 
lerms. 

I need scarcely observe that a poem de- 
lerves its title only inasmuch as it excites, by 
ilevating tiie soul. The value of the poem is 
n the ratio of this elevating excitement, 
^ut all excitements are, through a psychal 
iccessity, transient. I’hat degree of excite- 
nent which would entitle a poem to be so 
ailed at all, cannot be sustained throughout 
composition of any great length. After the 
apse of half an hour, at the very utmost, it 
ags — fails — a revulsion ensues — and then 
he poem is, in effect, and in fact, no longer 
Lich. 

There ai'e, no doubt, maiay who have found 
ifliculty in reconciling the critical dictum 
aat the Paradise Lost is to be devoutly ad- 
aired thi'oughout, w'ith the absolute impos- 
bility of maintaining for it, during perusal, 
le amount of enthusiasm which that critical 
ictum w^ould demand. This great work, in 
ict, is to be regarded as poetical only when, 
tsing sight of that vital requisite in all w'orks 
’Art, Unity, we view it merely as a series of 
linor poems. If, to preser\'e its Unity — ■ 
s totality of effect or impression — w^e read 


it (as would be necessary) at a single sitting, 
the result is but a constant alternation of 
excitement and depression. After a passage 
of what we feel to be true poetry, there fol- 
5 lows, inevitably, a passage of platitude which 
no critical pre-judgment can force us to 
admire; but if, upon completing the work, 
we read it again, omitting the first book — 
that is to say, commencing with the second 
10 — we shall be surprised at now finding that 
admirable which we before condemned — 
that damnable which we had previously so 
much admired. It follows from all this that 
the ultimate, aggregate, or absolute effect of 
15 even the best epic under the sun, is a nullity 
— and this is precisely the fact. 

In regard to the Iliad, we have, if not 
positive proof, at least very good reason, for 
believing it intended as a series of lyrics; but, 
20 granting the epic intention, I can say only 
that the work is based in an imperfect sense 
of Art. The modem epic is, of the supposi- 
titious ancient model, but an inconsiderate 
and blindfold imitation. But the day of 
25 these artistic anomalies is over. If, at any 
time, any very long poem were popular in 
reality — which I doubt — it is at least clear 
that no very long poem wall ever be popular 
again. 

30 That the extent of a poetical work is, 
ceteris paribus, the measure of its merit, seems 
undoubtedly, W’hen we thus state it, a propo- 
sition sufficiently absurd — yet we are in- 
debted for it to the Quarterly Reviews. 
35 Surely there can be nothing in mere size, 
abstractly considered — there can be nothing 
in mere bulk, so far as a volume is concerned, 
which has so continuously elicited admiration 
from these saturnine pamphlets! A moun- 
40 tain, to be sure, by the mere sentiment of 
physical magnitude which it conveys, does 
impress us with a sense of the sublime — 
but no man is impressed after this fashion by 
the material grandeur of even The Columbiad. 
45 Even the Quarterlies have not instructed us 
to be so impressed by it. As jet, they have 
not insisted on our estimating Lamartine by 
the cubic foot, or Pollok by the pound — but 
what else are we to infer from their continued 
50 prating about “sustained effort’? If, by 
“sustained effort,” any little gentleman has 
accomplished an epic, let us frankly commend 
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him for the effort — if this indeed be a thing 
commendable — but let us forbear praising 
the epic on the effort’s account. It is to be 
hoped that common sense, in the time to 
come, \vill prefer deciding upon a work of 5 
art rather by the impression it makes, by 
[he effect it produces, than by the tim.e it 
:00k to impress the effect, or by the amount of 
•sustained effort” which had been found 
lecessarv in effecting the imjaression. The 10 
act is, that perseverance is one thing and 
genius quite another — nor can all the Quar- 
erlies in Christendom confound them. By 
md by, this proposition, with many which I 
ia\'e just been urging, will be received as 15 
clf-evident. In the mean time, by being 
[■enerally condemned as falsities, they will 
lot be essentially damaged as truths. 

On the other hand, it is clear that a poem 
nay be improperly brief. Undue brevity 20 
legenerates into mere epigrammatism. A 
cry short poem, while no\v and then produc- 
ag a brilliant or vivid, never produces a pro- 
aund or enduring effect. There must be the 
teady pressing down of the stamp upon the 25 
-ax. De Beranger has \vrought innurner- 
ble things, pungent and spirit-stirring; but 
1 general they hax e been too imponderous 
J stamp themselves deeply into the public 
ttention, and thus, as so many feathers of 30 
mey, have been blown aloft only to be 
'histled down the wind. 

A remarkable instance of the effect of 
ndue brevity in depressing a poem — in 
seping it out of the popular view — is 35 
fforded by the following exquisite little 
erenade: 

“I arise from dreams of thee 

In the first sweet sleep of night, 

When the wands are breathing low, 

And the stars are shining bright; 

I arise from dreams of thee, 

And a spirit in my feet 
Has led me — who knows how? — 

To thy chamber-window, sweet! 

45 

“The wandering- airs, they faint 

On the dark, the silent stream — 

The champak odors fail 

Like sweet thoughts in a dream; 

The nightingale's complaint, 

It dies upon her heart, SO 

As I must die on thine, 

O, beloved as thou art! 


“O, lift me from the grass! 

I die, I faint, I fail! 

Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My cheek is cold and white, alas! 

My heart beats loud and fast: 

Oh I press it close to thine again, 

Where it will break at last!” 

Very few perhaps are familiar with these 
lines — > ct no less a poet than Shelley is 
their author. Their warm, yet delicate and 
ethereal imagination will be appreciated by 
all — but by none so thoroughly as by him 
wlio has himself arisen from sweet dreams of 
o’^e beloved to bathe in the aromatic air of a 
southern midsummer night. 

One of the finest poems by Wbllis, the very 
best in my opinion which he has ever written, 
has no doubt, through this same defect of 
undue brevity, been kept back from its 
proper position, not less in the critical than in 
the popuiar view. 

“The shadows lay along Broadway, 

’ I'was near the twilight tide. 

And slowly there a lady fair 
Was walking in her pride. 

Alone walked she; but, viewlcssly, 

Walked sjarits at her side. 

“Peace charmed the street beneath her feet 
And Honour charmed the air; 

And all astir looked kind on her, 

And called her good as fair, 

For all God ever gave to her 
She kept with diary care. 

“She kept with care her beauties rare 
From lovers warm and true, 

For her heart was cold to all but gold. 

And the rich came not to woo — 

But honoured well are charms to sell 
If priests the selling do. 

“Now walking there was one more fair — 

A slight girl, lily pale; 

And she had unseen company 
To make the spirit quail: 

’TwLxt Want and Scorn she walked forlorn, 
And nothing could avail. 

“No mercy now can clear her brow 
For this world’s peace to pray; 

For, as love’s wild prayer dissolved in air. 

Her woman’s heart gave way ! — 

But the sin forgiven by Christ in heaven 
By man is cursed alway!” 

In this composition we find it diflEicult to 
recognize the Willis who has written so many 
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mere ‘Verses of society.” The lines are not 
only richly ideal, but full of energy; while 
they breathe an earnestness, an evident sin- 
cerity of sentiment, for which we look in vain 
throughout all the other works of this author. 5 

While the epic mania — while the idea 
that, to merit in poetry, prolixity is indis- 
pensable — has for some years past been 
gradual] y dying out of the public mind by 
mere dint of its own absurdity, we find it sue- 10 
ceeded by a heresy too palpably false to be 
long tolerated, but one which, in the brief 
period it has already endured, may be said to 
have accomplished more in the corruption of 
our Poetical Literature than all its other 15 
enemies combined. I allude to the heresy of 
The Didactic. It has been assumed, tacitly 
and avowedly, directly and indirectly, that 
the ultimate object of all Poetry is Truth. 
Every poem, it is said, should inculcate a 20 
moral, and by this moral is the poetical merit 
of the work to be adjudged. We Americans 
especially have patronized this happy idea, 
and we Bostonians very especially have de- 
veloped it in full. We have taken it into our 25 
heads that to write a poem simply for the 
poem’s sake, and to acknowledge such to 
have been our design, would be to confess 
ourselves radically wanting in the true 
Poetic dignity and force: — but the simple 30 
fact is, that would we but permit ourselves to 
look into our own souls, we should immedi- 
ately there discover that under the sun there 
neither exists nor can exist any work more 
thoroughly dignified, more supremely noble 35 
than this very poem, this poem per se, this 
poem which is a poem and nothing more, 
this poem written solely for the poem’s sake. 

With as deep a reverence for the True as 
ever inspired the bosom of man, I would 40 
nevertheless limit, in some measure, its modes 
of inculcation. I w'ould limit to enforce 
them. I would not enfeeble them by dissipa- 
tion. The demands of Truth are severe. 
She has no sympathy with the myrtles. All 45 
that which is so indispensable in Song is 
precisely all that with which she has nothing 
whatever to do. It is but making her a 
flaunting paradox to WTeathe her in gems 
and flowers. In enforcing a truth, we need 50 
severity rather than efflorescence of language. 
We must be simple, precise, terse. We must 


be cool, calm, unimpassioned. In a word, 
we must be in that mood which, as nearly as 
possible, is the exact converse of the poetical, 
He must be blind indeed who does not per- 
ceive the radical and chasmal diflferences 
between the truthful and the poetical modes 
of inculcation. He must be theory-mad be- 
yond redemption who, in spite of these differ- 
ences, shall still persist in attempting to 
reconcile the obstinate oils and waters of 
Poetry and Truth. 

Dividing the world of mind into its three 
most immediately obvious distinctions, we 
have the Pure Intellect, Taste, and the Moral 
Sense. I place Taste in the middle because 
it is just this position which it occupies in the 
mind. It holds intimate relations with either 
extreme, but from the Moral Sense is sepa- 
rated by so faint a difference that Aristotle 
has not hesitated to place some of its opera- 
tions among the virtues themselves. Never- 
theless, we find the offices of the trio marked 
with a sufficient distinction. Just as the 
Intellect concerns itself with Truth, so Taste 
informs us of the Beautiful, while the Moral 
Sense is regardful of Duty. Of this latter, 
while Conscience teaches the obligation, and 
Reason the expediency, Taste contents herself 
with displaying the charms, waging war upon 
Vice solely on the ground of her deformity, 
her disproportion, her animosity to the fitting, 
to the appropriate, to the harmonious, in a 
word, to Beauty. 

An immortal instinct deep within the spirit 
of man is thus plainly a sense of the Beautiful. 
This it is which administers to his delight in 
the manifold forms, and sounds, and odors, 
and sentiments, amid which he exists. And 
just as the lily is repeated in the lake, or the 
eyes of Amaryllis in the mirror, so is the mere 
oral or written repetition of these forms, and 
sounds, and colors, and odors, and sentiments, 
a duplicate source of delight. But this mere 
repetition is not poetry. He who shall simply 
sing, with however glowing enthusiasm, or 
with however vivid a truth of description, 
of the sights, and sounds, and odors, and 
colors, and sentiments, which greet him in 
common with all mankind — he, I say, has 
yet failed to prove his divine title. There is 
still a something in the distance which he 
has been unable to attain. We have still a 
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thirst unquenchable, to allay which he has 
not shown us the crystal springs. This thirst 
belongs to the immortality of Man. It is at 
once a consequence and an indication of his 
perennial existence. It is the desire of the 
moth for the star. It is no mere appreciation 
of the Beauty before us — but a wild effort 
to reach the Beauty above. Inspired by an 
ecstatic prescience of the glories beyond the 
g^rave, we struggle by multiform combina- j 
tions among the things and thoughts of Time 
to attain a portion of that Loveliness whose 
very elements, perhaps, appertain to eternity 
alone. And thus when by Poetry — or w'hen 
by Music, the most entrancing of the Poetic i 
moods — we find ourselves melted into tears, 
we weep then — not as the Abbate Gravina 
supposes — through excess of pleasure, but 
through a certain, petulant, impatient sorrow 
at our inability to grasp now^ wholly, here on 2 
earth, at once and forever, those divine and 
rapturous joys, of which through the poem or 
through the music, we attain to but brief and 
indeterminate glimpses. 

The struggle to apprehend the sui)emal 2 
Loveliness — this struggle, on the part of 
souls fittingly constituted — has given to the 
world all that which it (the world) has ever 
been enabled at once to understand and to 
Jeel as poetic. 3 

The Poetic Sentiment, of course, may de- 
velop itself in various modes — in Painting, 
in Sculpture, in Architecture, in the Dance — 
very especially in Music — and very pecu- 
liarly, and with a wide field, in the composi- 3 
tion of the Landscape Garden. Our present 
theme, however, has regard only to its mani- 
festation in words. And here let me speak 
briefly on the topic of rhythm. Contenting 
myself with the certainty that Music, in its 4 
various modes of metre, rhythm, and rhyme, 
is of so vast a moment in Poetry as never to 
be wisely rejected — is so vitally important 
an adjunct that he is simply silly who de- 
clines its assistance — I will not now pause 4 
to maintain its absolute essentiality. It is in 
Music, perhaps, that the soul most nearly 
attains the great end for wiiich, when in- 
spired by the Poetic Sentiment, it struggles 
— the creation of supernal Beauty. It may 5 
be, indeed, that here this sublime end is, now 
and then, attained in fact. We are often 


made to feel, wdth a shivering delight, that 
from an earthly harp are stricken notes which 
cannot have been unfamiliar to the angels. 
And thus there can be little doubt that in the 
5 union of Poetry with Music in its popular 
sense, we shall find the widest field for the 
Poetic development. The old Bards and 
Minnesingers had advantages which we do 
not possess — and Thomas Moore, singing 
o his own songs, was, in the most legitimate 
manner, perfecting them as poems. 

To recapitulate, then: — 1 would define, in 
brief, the Poetry of words as The Rhythmical 
Cl cation of Beauty. Its sole arbiter is Taste. 
5 With the Intellect or with the Conscience, it 
has only collateral relations. Unless inci- 
dentally, it has no concern whatever either 
with Duty or wfth Truth. 

A few words, how'ever, in explanation. 
0 That pleasure which is at once the most pure, 
the most elevating, and the most intense, is 
derived, I maintain, from the contemplation 
of the Beautiful. In the contemplation of 
Beauty we alone find it possible to attain that 
5 pleasurable elevation, or excitement, of the 
souly which we recognize as the Poetic Senti- 
ment, and which is so easily distinguished 
from Truth, which is the satisfaction of the 
Reason, or from Passion, which is the excite- 
0 ment of the heart. I make Beauty, there- 
fore, — using the word as inclusive of the 
sublime, — I make Beauty the province of 
the poem, simply because it is an obvious 
rule of Art that effects should be made to 
5 spring as directly as possible from their 
causes: — no one as yet having been weak 
enough to deny that the peculiar elevation in 
question is at least most readily attainable in 
the poem. It by no means follows, however, 
3 that the incitements of Passion, or the pre- 
cepts of Duty, or even the lessons of Truth, 
may not be introduced into a poem, and with 
advantage; for they may subserve inciden- 
tally, in various ways, the general purposes 
5 of the work: — but the true artist will always 
contrive to tone them down in proper sub- 
jection to that Beauty which is the atmosphere 
and the real essence of the poem.* * ♦ ★ 

From Alfred Tennyson — although in per- 

D 

* In the passage here omitted, Poe presented, and 
briefly commented on, p)oems by Longfellow, Bryant, 
Pinkney, Moore, Hood, Byron. 
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feet sincerity I regard him as the noblest poet 
that ever lived — I have left myself time to 
cite only a very brief specimen. I call him, 
and think him the noblest of poets — not 
because the impressions he produces are at 5 
all times the most profound — because the 
poetical excitement which he induces is at all 
times the most intense — but because it 
at all times the most ethereal — in other 
words, the most elevating and most pure. 10 
No poet is so little of the earth, earthy. What 
I am about to read is from his last long poem, 

The Princess: 

“Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair ^5 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes. 

In looking on the happy Autumn fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

“Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail 
That brings our friends up from the underworld, 20 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge; 

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 

“Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d birds 25 

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square; 

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 

“Dear as remember’d kisses after death, 

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d 30 
On lips that are for others; deep as love, 

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 

O Death in Life, the days that are no more.” 

Thus, although in a very cursory and im- 
perfect manner, I have endeavored to convey 35 
to you my conception of the Poetic Principle. 

It has been my purpose to suggest that, while 
this Principle itself is strictly and simply the 
Human Aspiration for Supernal Beauty, the 
manifestation of the Principle is always found 40 
in an elevating excitement of the Soul, quite inde- 
pendent of that passion which is the intoxi- 
cation of the Heart, or of that truth which 
is the satisfaction of the Reason. For in 
regard to Passion, alas! its tendency is to 45 
degrade rather than to elevate the Soul. 
Love, on the contrary — Love — the true, 
the divine Eros — the Uranian cis distin- 
guished from the Dionaean Venus — is un- 
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questionably the purest and truest of all 
poetical themes. And in regard to Truth — 
if, to be sure, through the attainment of a 
truth we are led to perceive a harmony where 
none was apparent before, we experience at 
once the true poetical effect — but this effect 
is referable to the harmony alone, and not in 
the least degree to the truth which merely 
served to render the harmony manifest. 

We shall reach, however, more immediately 
a distinct conception of what the true Poetrv 
is, by mere reference to a few of the simple 
elements which induce in the Poet himself 
the true poetical effect. He recognizes the 
ambrosia which nourishes his soul, in the 
bright orbs that shine in Heaven — in the 
volutes of the flower — in the clustering of 
low shrubberies — in the waving of the grain- 
fields — in the slanting of tall Eastern trees — 
in the blue distance of mountains — in the 
grouping of clouds — in the twinkling of 
half-hidden brooks — in the gleaming of 
silver rivers — in the repose of sequestered 
lakes — in the star-mirroring depths of lonely 
wells. He perceives it in the songs of birds — 
in the harp of Aeolus — in the sighing of 
the night-wind — in the repining voice of 
the forest — in the surf that complains to the 
shore — in the fresh breath of the woods — 
in the scent of the violet — in the voluptuous 
perfume of the hyacinth — in the suggestive 
odor that comes to him at eventide from far- 
distant, undiscovered islands, over dim 
oceans, illimitable and unexplored. He owns 
it in all noble thoughis — in all unworldly 
motives — in all holy impulses — in all chiv- 
alrous, generous, and self-sacrificing deeds. 
He feels it in the beauty of woman — in the 
grace of her step — in the lustre of her eye — 
in the melody of her voice — in her soft 
laughter — in her sigh — in the harmony of 
the rustling of her robes. He deeply feels it 
in her winning endearmients — in her burn- 
ing enthusiasms — in her gentle charities — 
in her meek and devotional endurances — 
but above all — ah, far above all — he kneels 
to it, he worships it in the faith, in the purity, 
in the strength, in the altogether divine 
majesty — of her love. 
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Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1881) 


On Ivlay 25, 1803, Emerson was born in Boston. He numbered in his ancestry 
seven educated generations in America, and some of the staunchest families of New 
England, beginning w ith Peter Bulkeley, who founded Concord in 1 636. His father, 
minister of the First (Unitarian) Church of Boston, died when Ralph Waldo was 
not quite eight years old, and the family was left in straitened circumstances. Never- 
theless Mrs. Emerson managed the education of her children, and Ralph Waldo 
went to Flarvard in 1817 and graduated m 1821 near the middle of his class. He 
WTOte the class poem, but only after sev'en other seniors had declined. Three years 
of teaching school and he was back at Harvard Divinity School. In 1826 he was 
admitteci to the inniislry of the Unitarian C.hurch — “If they had examined me,” 
he said, ‘‘they never would have jrassed me” — and three years later he became 
pastor of the Second Church of Bo.>ton, the church of the Mathers. In 1829 he 
married Ellen Eouisa 1 uckcr, a beautiful girl. She died in 1831 and in this same 
year came the great turning point in his life: he resigned his pastorate because he 
could not conscientiously administer the Eord s Supper, d hrcc months later he 
sailed for Europe 

There he established what was to be a lifelong friendship wiili Carlyle, met many 
important people and many important ideas, and returned in 1833, mended in 
spirit and health, to Concord. Here he lived quietly, cxcejjt for brief intervals, the 
rest of his life. He began to lecture, married Eydia Jackson in 1835, and in 1836 
published his first book, J^afuie. It had little sale, and few jteojjlc found in it any- 
thing exciting. When he spoke some of the same doctrine the next year before the 
Phi Beta Kappja Society of Harvard College, the revolutionary nature of his thought 
was apparent. Olix er \Vcndcll Holmes called the address “our intellectual Declara- 
tion of Independence"; others, “our Yankee version of a lecture by Abelard.” 
Carlyle, with great admiration, said it was “a fearful work.” His phrase proved 
pertinent: when Emerson applied the same thought to religion, before the graduating 
class of the Harvard Div'inity School in 1838, the clergy was frightened. Emer.son 
was called infidel and pagan. So it was throughout his life: the young men felt, 
as Holmes expressed it, “Thus saith the Eord”; the older men were not sure that 
it was not the devil speaking. 

With the first volume of his collected essays in 1841, Emerson was fairly launched 
on his career. His main interest was in Cioncord, in cpiiet strolls by Walden Pond, 
conversations with Alcott, Thorcau, Margaret Fuller, and other kindred spirits, 
letters from Carlyle, and much writing He heljx'd found the I’ranscendentalist 
Club, edited the ill-fated Dial from 1842 until 1844, made many lecture tours that 
took him even west of the Mississippi, visited Europe several times, and published 
frequently. In 1844 appeared a second series of Essays^ and in 1847 a first volume 
of Poems. Representative Men in 1850, English Traits^ 1856, The Conduct of Life, 1860, 
May Day and Other Poems, 1867, and Letters and Social Aims, 1875, completed the 
list of his more important volumes. But J. Elliot Cabot had to be called in to 
order the muddle of manuscript for this last book, and Emerson failed steadily 
until his death, of pneumonia, on April 27, 1882. 

Emerson was the heart of New England Transcendentalism, and still he was 
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apart from much of it — the Brook Farm experiment, for instance. He raised 
no great philosophical system: “A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little 
minds,” he said. He spoke as an oracle rather than as a schoolman. But from 
beginning to end he preached one doctrine — a higher individualism: “Trust 
thyself: every heart vibrates to that iron string.” A great many avenues of 
the world’s thought converged in him: Platonism and Neo-Platonism, Oriental 
wisdom, the Bible, Montaigne, Bacon, Shakespeare, Kant, Rousseau, Words- 
worth and Coleridge, New England Puritan, New England Yankee. George E. 
Woodbcrry called him “the only great mind that America has produced in litera- 
ture,” and Matthew Arnold characterized him happily as “friend and aider of 
those who would live in the spirit.” 

The standard edition of Emerson is the Centenary, in 12 volumes, 1903. His 
journals were published in 10 volumes, 1909-14. His letters are in special collec- 
tions and in a six-volume collection edited by R. L. Rusk, 1939. The standard 
biography is J. E. Cabot’s Memoir^ 2 volumes, 1887. Readable and discerning 
biographies in brief compass are by Oliver Wendell Holmes, 1884, E. W. Emerson 
{Emerson in Concord), 1889, G. E. Woodberry, 1907, O. W. Firkins, 1915. His 
friendship with Alcott is the subject of H. H. Hoeltje’s Sheltering Tree, 1943. N. 
Foerster has chapters on Emerson in Mature in American Literature, 1923, and in 
American Criticim, 1928. Critical interpretations include the lecture by Matthew 
Arnold in Discow ses in America, 1885, the essay by W. C. Brownell in American 
Prose Masters, 1909, and Bliss Perry’s book, Emerson Today, 1931. 


To please the desert and the sluggish brook. 
The purple petals, fallen in the pool, s 

Made the black water with their beauty gay; 
Here might the redbird come his plumes to 
cool. 

And court the flower that cheapens his array, 
Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why 
This charm is wasted on the earth and sky, lo 
5 Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for 
seeing, 

Then Beauty is its own excuse for being: 

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose ! 

I never thought to ask, I never knew: 

But, in my simple ignorance, suppose 15 
The self-same Power that brought me there 
brought you. 

Each and All 

0834?) 

j. “I remember when I was a boy going upon the 
beach and being charmed with the colors and 
forms of the shells. I picked up many and put 
them in my pocket. When I got home I could find 

k, nothing that I gathered — nothing but some dry. 


Thought 

0823) 

I am not poor, but I am proud, 

Of one inalienable right, 

Above the envy of the crowd, — 
Thought’s holy light. 

Better it is than gems or gold, 

And oh! it cannot die, 

But thought will glow when the sun 
grows cold, 

And mix with Deity. 

The Rhodora: 

ON BEING ASKED, WHENCE IS THE 
FLOWER? 

{1S34) 

In May, when sea-winds pierced our 
tudes, 

1 found the fresh Rhodora in the woods, 

Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp n 
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ugly mussel and snail shells. Thence I learned 
that Composition was more important than the 
beauty of individual forms to Effect. On the 
shore they lay wet and social, by the sea and under 
the sky” (Journal, May 16, 1834). 

Little thinks, in the field, yon red-cloaked 
clown 

Of thee from the hill-top looking down; 

The heifer that lows in the upland farm. 
Far-heard, lows not thine ear to charm; 

The sexton, tolling his bell at noon, 5 

Deems not that great Napoleon 
Stops his horse, and lists with delight. 

Whilst his files sweep round yon Alpine 
height; 

Nor knowest thou what argument 

Thy life to thy neighbor's creed has lent, lo 

All are needed by each one; 

Nothing is fair or good alone. 

I thought the sparrow’s note from heaven, 
Singing at dawn on the alder bough; 

I brought him home, in his nest, at even; is 
He sings the song, but it cheers not now, 

For I did not bring home the river and sky; — • 
He sang to my ear, — they sang to my eye. 
The delicate shells lay on the shore; 

The bubbles of the latest wave 20 

Fresh pearls to their enamel gave, 

And the bellowing of the savage sea 
Greeted their safe escape to me. 

I wiped away the weeds and foam, 

I fetched my sea-born treasures home; 25 
But the poor, unsightly, noisome things 
Had left their beauty on the shore 
With the sun and the sand and the wild 
uproar. 

The lover watched his graceful maid. 

As ’mid the virgin train she strayed, 30 

Nor knew her beauty’s best attire 

Was woven still by the snow-white choir. 

At last she came to his hermitage. 

Like the bird from the woodlands to the 
cage; — ■ 

The gay enchantment was undone, 35 

A gentle wife, but fairy none. 

Then I said, “I covet truth; 

Beauty is unripe childhood’s cheat; 

I leave it behind with the games of youth:” — 
As I spoke, beneath my feet 40 

The ground-pine curled its pretty wreath. 
Running over the club-moss burrs; 

I inhaled the violet’s breath; 


Around me stood the oaks and firs; 
Pine-cones and acorns lay on the ground; 45 
Over me soared the eternal sky, 

Full of light and of deity; 

Again I saw, again I heard, 

The rolling river, the morning bird; — 
Beauty through my senses stole; 50 

1 yielded myself to the perfect whole. 

The Apology 
{ 1834 ?) 

Think me not unkind and rude 

That I walk alone in grove and glen; 

I go to the god of the wood 
To letch his word to men. 

Tax not my sloth that 1 5 

Fold my arms beside the brook; 

Each cloud that floated in the sky 
Writes a letter in my book. 

Chide me not, laborious band, 

For the idle flowers I brought; 10 

Every aster in my hand 

Goes home loaded with a thought. 

There was never mystery 

But ’tis figured in the flowers; 

Was never secret history 15 

But birds tell it in the bowers. 

One harvest from thy field 

Homeward brought the oxen strong; 

A second crop thine acres yield. 

Which I gather in a song. 20 

Concord Hymn 

SUNG AT THE COMPLETION OF THE 
BATTLE MONUMENT, JULY 4, 1837 

{ 1837 ) 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood. 
Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled, 

Here once the embattled farmers stood 

And fired the shot heard round the world. 

The foe long since in silence slept; 5 

Alike the conqueror silent sleeps; 

And Time the ruined bridge has swept 
Down the dark stream which seaward 
creeps. 
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On this green bank, by this soft stream, 
We set to-day a votive stone; 

That memory may their deed redeem, 
When, Jike our sires, our sons are gone. 

Spirit, that made those heroes dare 
To die, and Jeave their children free, 
Bid Time and Nature gently spare 
The shaft we raise to them and thee. 


The HumbJe-Bee 


Burly, dozing humble-bee, 

VVherc thou art is clime for me. 

Let them sail for Porto Rique, 

1 ar-ofT heats through seas to seek; 

I will follow thee alone. 

Thou animated torrid zone! 

Zigzag stecrer, desert cheerer. 

Let me chase thy waving lines; 

Keep me nearer, me thy hearer. 
Singing over shiubs and vines. 

Insect lover of the sun, 

Joy of thy dominion! 

Sailor of the atmosphere; 

Swimmer through the waves of air; 
Voyager of light and noon; 
h’picurean of June; 

VVait, I prithee, till I come 
Within earshot of thy hum, — 

All without is martyrdom. ’ 

When the south wind, in May days, 
With a net of shining haze 
Silvers the horizon wall. 

And with softness touching all. 

Tints the human countenance 
With a color of romance. 

And infusing subtle heats, 

Turns the sod to violets, 

1 hou, in sunny solitudes. 

Rover of the underwoods. 

The green silence dost displace 
Hith thy mellow, breezy bass. 

Hot midsummer's petted crone, 

Sweet to me thy drowsy tone 
Tells of countless sunny hours, 

Long days, and solid banks of flowers; 


Of gulfs of sweetness without bound 
o In Indian wildernesses found; 

Of Syrian peace, immortal leisure. 

Firmest cheer, and bird-like pleasure. 

Aught unsavory or unclean 
Hath my insect never seen; 

; But violets and bilberry bells. 

Maple-sap and daffodels. 

Grass with green flag half-mast high. 
Succory to match the sky. 

Columbine with horn of honey, 

Scented fern, and agrimony. 

Clover, catchfly, adder’s-tongue 
And brier-roses, dwelt among; 

All beside was unknown waste, r, 

All was picture as he passed. 

VViser far than human seer, 

Y ellow- breeched philosopher ! 

Seeing only what is fair. 

Sipping only what is sweet. 

Thou dost mock at fate and care, 

Leave the chaff, and take the wheat. 

When the fierce northwestern blast 
Cools sea and land so far and fast, 

Thou already slumberest deep; ’ 6o 

Woe and want thou canst outsleep; 

Want and woe, which torture us. 

Thy sleep makes ridiculous. 

The Problem 

{1839) 

Cf. the Journal, August 28, 1838: ‘‘It is very 
grateful to my feelings to go into a Roman Cathe- 
T countrymen do at the Roman 

priesthood It is very grateful to me to go into an 
English Church and hear the liturgy read yet 
no^in^ would induce me to be the English priit. 

1 find an unpleasant dilemma in this, nearer 
^ clergyman and refuse to be 
one. Yet how rich a music would be to me a holy 
derg>TOan in my toum. It seems to me he cannot 

need nf is the 

function h’ i^ighest is the 

tuition. Here is division of labor that I like not: 

pcrifice his manhood for the social 
good. Something is wrong; I see not what.” 

I like a church; I like a cowl; 

I love a prophet of the soul; ’ 

And on my heart monastic aisles 
Fall like sweet strains, or pensive smiles; 

Aet not for all his faith can see 
Would I that cowRd churchman be. 
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Why should the vest on him allure, 

Wdiich I could not on me endure? 

Xot from a vain or shallow thought 
His awful Jo\'e young Phidias brought; lo 
Never from lips of cunning fell 
The thrilling Delphic oracle; 

Out from the heart of nature rolled 
The burdens of the Bible old; 

The litanies of nations came, 15 

Like the volcano’s tongue of flame, 

Up from the burning core below, — 

The canticles of love and woe: 

The hand that rounded Peter's dome 
And groined the aisles of Christian Rome 20 
Wrought in a sad sincerity: 

Himself from God he could not free; 

He builded better than he knew; — 

The conscious stone to beauty grew. 

Know’st thou what wove yon wood bird’s 
nest 25 

Of leaves, and feathers from her breast? 

Or how the fish outbuilt her shell, 

Painting with morn her annual celP 
Or how the sacred pine-tree adds 
To her old leaves new myriads? 30 

Such and so grew these holy piles, 

Whilst love and terror laid the tiles. 

Earth proudly wears the Parthenon, 

As the best gem upon her zone. 

And Morning opes with haste her lids 35 
To gaze upon the Pyramids; 

O’er England's abbeys bends the sky, 

As on its friends, with kindred eye; 

For out of Thought’s interior sphere 
These wonders rose to upper air; 40 

And Nature gladly gave them place, 

Adopted them into her race. 

And granted them an equal date 
With Andes and with Ararat. 

These temples grew as grows the grass; 45 
Art might obey, but not surpass. 

The passive Master lent his hand 
To the vast soul that o’er him planned; 

And the same power that reared the shrine 
Bestrode the tribes that knelt within. 50 

Ever the fiery Pentecost 
Girds with one flame the countless host, 
Trances the heart through chanting choirs, 
And through the priest the mind inspires. 

The word unto the prophet spoken 55 


Was writ on tables yet unbroken; 

The word by seers or sibyls told. 

In groves of oak, or fanes of gold, 

Still floats upon the morning wind, 

Still whispers to (he willing mind. 60 

One accent of the Holy Ghost 
The heedless world hath ne\cr lost. 

I know what sas the failiers wise, — 

The Boiii Ksell bcJoie me lies, 

Old Chijwstom^ best Augustine, 65 

And he who blent both in his line, 

The younger GoLIni Lips or mines, 

Taylor, the Shnkespeaie of divines. 

Ills Words are music in my ear, 

I see his towled jiortrait dear; 70 

And yet, for all his laitii could see, 

I would not the good bishop be. 

The Sphinx 

(1841) 

“Mr. EiiKTson wTote in liis nof(‘-book in 1859: 
‘I have of ton Ixvn .iskcd the iiUMiiiiig of the 
“Sphinx.” It IS tins J he pertepuon ol identity 
unites all thinus and explains one by another, and 
the most rare and sirant'e is etjiially facile as the 
most common. But il the' mind live only in par- 
ticulars, and see only dillrrcniees (wanting the 
powcT to sec* the* whole — all in each), thc'ii the 
w'orld addressc's to this mind a c)uesiion it cannot 
answer, and each nc w fac t tears it m pieces and it 
IS \anquishcd by the distracting variety’ ” (E. W. 
Emerson). 

d'he Sphinx is drowsy, 

Her wings arc furled: 

Her ear is heavy. 

She broods on the world. 

“Who'll tell me my .set ret, 5 

d’he ages have keyit? — 

I awailc'd the seer 

While they .slumbered and slept: — 

“The fate of the man-child, 

The meaning of man; 10 

Knowm fruit of the unknown; 

Daedalian plan; 

Out of sleeping a waking, 

Out of waking a sleep; 

Life death overtaking; 15 

Deep underneath deep? 

“Erect as a sunbeam, 

Upspringeth the palm; 
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The elephant browses, 
Undaunted and calm; 

In beautiful motion 
The thrush plies his wings; 
Kind leaves of his covert, 

Your silence he sings. 

“The waves, unashamed, 

In difference sweet, 

Play glad with the breezes, 

Old playfellows meet; 

The journeying atoms, 

Primordial wholes, 

Firmly draw, firmly drive. 

By their animate poles. 

Sea, earth, air, sound, silence, 
Plant, quadruped, bird. 

By one music enchanted, 

One deity stirred, — 

Each the other adorning. 
Accompany still; 

Night veileth the morning, 

The vajior the hill. 

“The babe by its mother 
Lies bathed in joy; 

Glide its hours uncounted, — 

The sun is its toy; 

Shines the peace of all being, 
Without cloud, in its eyes; 

And the sum of the world 
In soft miniature lies. 

“But man crouches and blushes, 
Absconds and conceals; 

He creepeth and peepeth, 

He palters and steals; 

Infirm, melancholy. 

Jealous glancing around. 

An oaf, an accomplice. 

He poisons the ground. 

“Out spoke the great mother, 
Beholding his fear; — 

At the sound of her accents 
Cold shuddered the sphere: — 
‘Who has drugged my boy’s cup? 

Who has mixed my boy’s bread? 
Who, W’ith sadness and madness. 
Has turned my child’s head?’ ” 


I heard a poet answer 
20 Aloud and cheerfully, 

“Say on, sweet Sphinx ! thy dirges 
Are pleasant songs to me. 

Deep love lieth under 
These pictures of time; 

They fade in the light of 
25 Their meaning sublime. 

“The fiend that man harries 
Is love of the Best; 

Yawns the pit of the Dragon, 

30 Lit by rays from the Blest. 

The Lethe of Nature 
Can’t trance him again. 

Whose soul sees the perfect. 

Which his eyes seek in vain. 

35 “To vision profounder, 

Man’s spirit must dme; 

His aye-rolling orb 
At no goal will arrive; 

The heavens that now draw him 
40 With sweetness untold. 

Once found, — for new heavens 
He spurneth the old. 

“Pride ruined the angels. 

Their shame them restores; 

45 Lurks the joy that is sweetest 
In stings of remorse. 

Have I a lover 

Who is noble and free? — 

I would he were nobler 
Than to love me. 
so 

“Eterne alternation 
Now folio w’s, now flies; 

And under pain, pleasure, — 

Under pleasure, pain lies. 

55 Love works at the centre, 

Heart-heaving alway; 

Forth speed the strong pulses 
To the borders of day. 

“Dull Sphinx, Jove keep thy five wits; 

60 Thy sight is growing blear; 

Rue, myrrh, and cummin for the Sphinx, 
Her muddy e>'es to clear!” 

The old Sphinx bit her thick lip, — 

Said, “Who taught thee me to 
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I am thy spirit, yoke-fellow; 

Of thine eye I am eyebeam. 

•'■Thou art the unanswered question; 

Couldst see thy proper eye, 

AJway it asketh, asketh; 115 

And each answer is a lie. 

So take thy quest through nature. 

It through thousand natures ply; 

Ask on, thou clothed eternity; 

Time is the false reply.” 120 

Uprose the merry Sphinx, 

And crouched no more in stone; 

She melted into purple cloud, 

She silvered in the moon; 

She spired into a yellow flame; 125 

She flowered in blossoms red; 

She flowed into a foaming wave: 

She stood Monadnoc's head. 

Thorough a thousand voices 

Spoke the universal dame; 130 

“Who telleth one of my meanings 
Is master of all I am.” 


The Snow-Storm 

( 1841 ) 

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky. 
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields. 
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air 
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the 
heaven. 

And veils the farm-house at the garden’s 
end. 5 

The sled and traveller stopped, the courier’s 
feet 

Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates 
sit 

Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed 
In a tumultuous privacy of storm. 

Come see the north wind’s masonry. 10 
Out of an unseen quarry evermore 
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer 
Curves his white bastions with projected 
roof 

Round every windward stake, or tree, or door. 
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild 
work 15 


So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he 
For number or proportion. Mockingly, 

On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths; 
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn; 
Fills up the farmer’s lane from wall to wall, 20 
Maugre the farmer's sighs; and at the gate 
A tapering turret overtops the work. 

And when his hours are numbered, and the 
world 

Is all his own, retiring, as he were not, 
Leaves, wTen the sun appears, astonished 
Art 25 

To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone. 
Built in an age, the mad wind’s night-work. 
The frolic architcc turc of the snow. 

Friendship 

( 1841 ) 

A ruddy drop of manly blood 
The surging sea outweighs, 

The world uncertain comes and goes; 

The lover rooted stays. 

I fancied he was fled, — ^ 

And, after many a year, 

Glowed unexhausted kindliness. 

Like daily sunrise there. 

My careful heart was free again, 

O friend, my bosom said, 10 

Through thee alone the sky is arched. 
Through thee the rose is red; 

All things through thee take nobler form, 

And look beyond the earth. 

The mill-round of our fate appears 15 

A sun-path in thy worth. 

Me too thy nobleness has taught 
To master my despair; 

The fountains of my hidden life 

Are through thy friendship fair. 20 

Forbearance 

( 1842 ) 

Hast thou named all the birds without a 
gun? 

Loved the wood-rose, and left it on its stalk? 
At rich men’s tables eaten bread and pulse? 
Unarmed, faced danger with a heart of trust? 
And loved so weU a high behavior, S 

In man or maid, that thou from speech re- 
frained, 
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Nobility more nobly to repay? 

O, be my friend, and teach me to be thine I 


Grace 

( 1842 ) 

How much, preventing God! how much I 
owe 

To the defences thou hast round me set: 
Example, custom, fear, occasion slow, — 
These scorned bondmen were my parapet. 

I dare not peep over this parapet. 5 

To gauge with glance the roaring gulf below, 
The depths of sin to which I had descended, 
Had not these me against myself defended 


uaiiu oi men who were dedicating their lives to 
des^ction of human slavery in the United StetM 
To these men Mr. Emerson gave honor and svm' 
pathy and active aid by word and presence on Im' 
^rtant Mcasions. He showed his colors from the 
first, and spoke fearlessly on the subierr in t.' i 
tures, but his method Ls the revfrse of^L^'"' 


Though loath to grieve 
The evil time’s sole patriot, 
I cannot leave ’ 

My honeyed thought 
For the priest’s cant. 

Or statesman’s rant. 


Fable 
(ca. 1845) 


The mountain and the squirrel 
Had a quarrel. 

And the former called the latter 
Prig”; 

Bun replied, 

“You are doubtless very big; 

But all sorts of things and weather 
Must be taken in together. 

To make u[) a vear 
And a sphere. 


‘Tittle 


5 


And I think it no disgrace 
To occupy my jdace. 

If I m not so large as you. 

You are not so small as I, 

And not half so Sfiry. 

I’ll not deny you make 
A ^c^y })re(iy sqiuirel track; 

Talents differ; all ,.s vtell and wisely put: 
11 I cannot carry forests on my back. 
Neither can you crack a nut.” 


Ode 

INSCRIBED TO W. II. CHANNING 


If I refuse 

My study for their politique. 
Which at the best is trick, 
The angry Muse 
Puts confusion in my brain. 

But who is he that prates 
Of the culture of mankind. 
Of better arts and life? 

Go, blindworm, go. 

Behold the famous States 
Harrying Mexico 
With rifle and with knife! 


Or who, with accent bolder. 

Dare praise the freedom-loving mo 
taineer? 

I found by thee, O rushing Contoocook! 
And in thy valleys, Agiochook ! 

The jackals of the negro-holder. 


The Gtod who made New Hampshire 
Taunted the lofty land 
With little men: — 

Small bat and wren 
House in the oak: — 


( 1846 ) 

iU Circumstance which gave rise to thi' 
though not knowHi can easily be inferred.' 
\\illiain Henry Charming, nephew of the 
Unitarian divine, a man most tender in hi 
‘ an apostle's zeal for right, h; 
doubt, been urging his friend to jo^ 


If earth-fire cleave 

The upheaved land, and bury the folk. 
The southern crocodile would grieve 
Virtue palters; Right is hence; 
Freedom praised, but hid; 

Funeral eloquence 
Rattles the coffin-lid. 


30 


35 
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What boots thy zeal, 

0 glowing friend, 

That would indignant rend 
The northland from the south? 

Wherefore? to what good end? 40 

Boston Bay and Bunker Hill 
Would serve things still; — 

Things are of the snake. 

The horseman ser\’es the horse. 

The neatherd ser\^es the neat, 45 

The merchant serves the purse. 

The eater serves his meat; 

'Tis the day of the chattel, 

Web to weave, and corn to grind; 

Things are in the saddle, 50 

And ride mankind. 

There are two laws discrete, 

Not reconciled, — 

Law for man, and law for thing; 

1 he last builds town and fleet, 55 

But it runs wild. 

And doth the man unking. 

Tis fit the forest fall, 

The steep be graded, 

The mountain tunnelled, 60 

The sand shaded. 

The orchard planted. 

The glebe tilled. 

The prairie granted, 

The steamer built. 65 

Let man serve law for man; 

Live for friendship, live for love, 

Tor truth’s and harmony’s behoof; 

The state may follow how it can, 

As Olympus follows Jove. 70 

Yet do not I implore 

The wrinkled shopman to my sounding 

woods, 

Yor bid the unwilling senator 
Ask votes of thrushes in the solitudes. 

Every one to his chosen work; — 75 

Foolish hands may mix and mar; 

^Vise and sure the issues are. 

Round they roll till dark is light, 

Sex to sex, and even to odd; — 

The over-god 80 

Wbn RiVht to Miffht. 


Who peoples, unpeoples, — 

He who exterminates 
Races by stronger races, 

Black by white faces, — 85 

Knows to bring honey 
Out of the lion; 

Grafts gentlest scion 
On pirate and Turk. 

The Cossajk cats Poland, 90 

Like stolen fruit; 

Her last noble is ruined, 

Her last poet mute: 

Straight, into double band 

The victors divide; 95 

Half for freedom strike and stand; — 

The astonished Muse finds thousands at her 
side. 

Bacchus 

{ 1840 ) 

Bring me wine, but wine which never grew 
In the belly of the grape. 

Or grew on vine who.se tap-roots, reaching 
through 

Under the Andes to the Cape, 

SuiTercd no savour of the earth to scape. 5 

Let its grapes the morn salute 
From a nocturnal root. 

Which feels the acrid juice 
Of Styx and Ereljus; 

And turns the woe of Night, 10 

By its own craft, to a more rich delight. 

We ljuy ashes for bread; 

We buy diluted wine; 

Give me of the true, — 

Whose arnjile leaves and tendrils curled 15 
Among the silver lulls of heaven. 

Draw everlasting dew; 

Wine of wine. 

Blood of the world, 

Form of forms, and mould of statures, 20 
That I intoxicated, 

And by the draught assimilated, 

May float at pleasure through all natures; 
The bird-language rightly spell, 

And that which roses ^ay so v/cll. 25 

Wine that is shed 
Like the torrents of the sun 
Ud the horizon walls. 
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Or like the Atlantic streams, which run 

When the South Sea calls. 30 

Water and bread, 

Food which needs no transmuting, 
Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting 
Wine which is already man. 

Food which teach and reason can. 35 

Wine which Music is, — 

Music and wine are one, — 

That I, drinking this, 

Shall hear far Chaos talk with me; 

Kings unborn shall walk with me; 40 

And the poor grass shall plot and plan 
What it will do when it is man. 

Quickened so, will I unlock 
Every crypt of every rock. 

I thank the joyful juice 45 

For all I know; — 

Winds of remembering 
Of the ancient being blow. 

And seeming-solid walls of use 

Open and flow. 50 

Pour, Bacchus! the remembering wine; 
Retrieve the loss of me and mine! 

Vine for vine be antidote, 

And the grape requite the lote! 

Haste to cure the old despair, — 55 

Reason in Nature’s lotus drenched, 

The memory of ages quenched; 

Give them again to shine; 

Let wine repair what this undid; 

And where the infection slid, 60 

A dazzling memory revive; 

Refresh the faded tints, 

Recut the aged prints, 

And wa'ite my old adventures with the pen 
Which on the first day drew, 6$ 

Upon the tablets blue. 

The dancing Pleiads and eternal men. 

Hamatreya 

( 1847 ) 

"■The words T and mine’ constitute ignorance. 
“I have now given you a summary account of 
the sovereigns of the earth. — These, zind other 
kings who with perishable frames have possessed 


this ever-enduring world, and who, blinded with 
deceptive notions of individual occupation, have 
indulged the feeling that suggests This earth is 
mine, — it is my son’s, — it belongs to my dyn- 
asty,’ — have all passed away. So, many w ho 
reigned before them, many who succeeded them, 
and many who are yet to come, have ceased or 
will cease to be. Earth Lughs, as if smiling with 
autumnal flowers to behold her kings unable to 
effect the subjugation of themselves. I will repeat 
to you, Maitreya, the stanzas that were chanted b\ 
Earth, and which the Muni Asita communicated 
to Janaka, whose banner was vu-tue. . . (Jowr* 
nals, 1845) 

The poem was inspired by Emerson’s reading in 
the Vishnu Parana Book IV. 

Bulkeley, Hunt, Willard, Hosmer, Meriam, 
Flint 

Possessed the land which rendered to their 
toil 

Hay, corn, roots, hemp, flax, apples, wool 
and wood. 

Each of these landlords walked amidst his 
farm, 

Saying, “’Tis mine, my children’s and my 
name’s. S 

How sweet the west wind sounds in my own 
trees 1 

How graceful climb those shadow's on my 
hill! 

I fancy these pure waters and the flags 
Know me, as does my dog: we sympathize; 
And, I affirm, my actions smack of the 
soil.” 

Where are these men? Asleep beneath their 
grounds: 

And strangers, fond as they, their furrows 
plough. 

Earth laughs in flowers, to see her boastful 
boys 

Earth-proud, proud of the earth which is 
not theirs; 

Who steer the plough, but cannot steer their 
feet 15 

Clear of the grave. 

They added ridge to valley, brook to pond, 
And sighed for all that bounded their 
domain; 

‘This suits me for a pasture; that’s my park; 
We must have clay, lime, gravel, granite- 
ledge, 20 

And misty lowland, where to go for peat. 
The land is well, — lies fairly to the south. 
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’Tis good, when you have crossed the sea 
and back, 

To find the sitfast acres where you left them.” 
Ah! the hot owner sees not Death, who 
adds 25 

Him to his land, a lump of mould the more. 
Hear what the Earth says: 

EARTH-SONG 
“Mine and yours; 

Mine, not yours. 

Earth endures; 

Stars abide — 

Shine down in the old sea; 5 

Old are the shores; 

But where are old men? 

I who have seen much. 

Such have I never seen. 

“The lawyer’s deed 10 

Ran sure, 

In tail, 

To them, and to their heirs 
Who shall succeed. 

Without fail, 15 

Forevermore. 

“Here is the land, 

Shaggy with wood, 

With its old valley, 

Mound and flood. ao 

But the heritors^ — 

Fled like the flood’s foam. 

The lawyer, and the laws, 

And the kingdom, 

Clean swept herefrom. 25 

“They called me theirs. 

Who so controlled me; 

Yet eveiy^ one 

Wished to stay, and is gone, 

How am I theirs, 30 

If they cannot hold me. 

But I hold them?” 

When I heard the Earth-song 
I was no longer brave; 

My avarice cooled 35 

Like lust in the chill of the grave. 


Days 

{ 1851 ?) 

Compare the following passage in the essay 
“Works and Days”: “The days are ever divine, as 
to the first Aryans. They come and go like muf- 
fled and veiled figures, sent from a distant friendly 
party; but they say nothing, and if we do not use 
the gifts they bring, they carry them as silendy 
away.” 

Daughters of Time, the hypocridc Days, 
Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervdshes, 
And mar^'hing single in an endless file. 

Bring diadems and fagots in their hands. 

To each they offer gifts after his will, 5 

Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds 
them all. 

I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp. 
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily 
Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day 
Turned and departed silent. I, too late, 10 
Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn. 

Two Rivers 

{ 1856 - 57 ) 

Thy summer voice, Musketaquit, 

Repeats the music of the rain; 

But sweeter rivers pulsing flit 
Through thee, as thou through Concord 
Plain. 

Thou in thy narrow banks are pent: 5 

The stream I love unbounded goes 
Through flood and sea and firmament; 
Through light, through life, it forward flows. 

I see the inundation sweet, 

I hear the spending of the stream 10 

Through years, through men, through Na- 
ture fleet, 

Through love and thought, through power 
and dream. 

Musketaquit, a goblin strong, 

Of shard and flint makes jewels gay; 

They lose their grief who hear his song. 

And where he winds is the day of day. 

So forth and brighter fares my stream, — 

Who drink it shall not thirst again; 

No darkness stains its equal gleam 
And ages drop in it like rain. 


20 
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Brahma 


(1857) 

This “Song of the Soul,” as Emerson named the 
poem in his note-book, is both easier and harder 
than It IS commonly regarded; easier because as 
Emerson said of people who were puzzled, “If you 

will noTfee*! “^^ad of Brahma tLy 

will not feel any perplexity,” and harder because 

t requires for a full understanding, a richer re- 
hgiom and metaphysical background 
jxople possess. Useful suggestions may be found 
in the long note by E. W . E.mrson in the Cemen- 
ary edition ol the Poems ^ 464-67. 


If the red slayer think he slays, 

Or if the slain think he is slain, 
They know not well the subtle ways 
I kcc|), and pass, and turn again. 


Far or forgot to me is near; 

Shadow and sunlight are the same; 
The vanished gods to me appear; 

And one to me are shame and ’fame. 


They reckon ill who leave me out- 

When me they fly, I am the wings; .o 
1 am the doubter and the doubt. 

And I the hymn the Brahmin sings. 

The strong gods pine for my abode, 

And pine in vain the sacred Seve’n; 

But thou, meek lover of the good! ’ ,5 

Find me, and turn thy back on heaven. 


Waldcinsamkcit 

(7S57) 


Emerson’s use of a German title, in.stead of 
gcs'trdie ^ si'i'ikir English title, sug- 

g(sts the Transcendental interest — foslered bv 
Color, dge and Carivie - in the new Gcrma^htcr- 
ature and philiisojihy. 

a, trie';- h.ipptlv Emerson’s eager 
attraction ,0 nature. S.-e also, in ,|,e comple e 
Tormr, the ciului.siasltc long p„en, “Woodnote.s " 
which mav be regarded as the verse equivalent of 
the prose rhapsody on Katun. It is It whhmu 
sigtlilicance tliat .Satme was his firs, book ai d tha 
Emerson con.sidered calling- hi*: ^ ^ 

book, the firs, series ohF.iia^s.'Xi^^r 


I do not count the hours I spend 
In wandering by the sea; 

The forest is my loyal friend, 
Like God it useth me. 


in plains that room for shadows make 
Ol skirting hills to lie. 

Bound in by streams which give and take 
Their colors from the sky; 


Or on the mountain-crest sublime 
Or down the oaken glade, ^ 

O what have I to do with time? 
For this the day was made. 


Cities of mortals woe-begone 
Fantastic care derides. 

But in the serious landscape lone 
Stern benefit abides. 


Sheen will tarnish, honey cloy. 
And merry is only a mask of sad. 
But, sober on a fund of joy, 

The woods at heart are glad. 

There the great Planter plants 
Of fruitful worlds the grain, 

And with a million spells enchants 
1 he souls that walk in pain. 


Still on the seeds of all he made 
The rose of beauty burns; 

Through times that wear and forms 
Immortal youth returns. 


25 

that fade. 


The black ducks mounting from the lake, 
Ine pigeon in the pines. 

The bittern’s boom, a desert make 
Which no false art refines. 


Down in yon watery nook. 

Where bearded mists divide, 

The gray old gods whom Chaos knew 
Ihe sires of Nature, hide. ’ 


35 


Aloft, in secret veins of air, 

Blows the sweet breath of long, 

O, few to scale those uplands dare 
Though they to all belong! 




uuL Lu neia or i 
The fancies found in books; 

Leave authors’ eyes, and fe’tch your ov 
I O brave the landscape's looks. 


40 


Oblivion here thy wisdom is, 
Thy thrift, the sleep of cares; 
For a proud idleness like this 
Crowns all thy mean affairs. 
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Shun Passion 
(1883) 

Shun passion, fold the hands of thrift, 
Sit still, and Truth is near; 
Suddenly it will uplift 
Your eyelids to the sphere: 

Wait a little, you shall see 
The portraiture of things to be. 


Terminus 

{I860) 

It is time to be old, 

To take in sail: 

The god of bounds. 

Who sets to seas a shore. 

Came to me in his fatal rounds 5 

And said: “No more! 

No farther spread 

Thy broad ambitious branches and thy root. 
Fancy departs: no more invent; 

Contract thy firmament lo 

To compass of a tent. 

There’s not enough for this and that. 

Make thy option which of two; 

Economize the failing river. 

Not the less revere the Giver; 15 

Leave the many and hold the few. 

Timely wise, accept the terms, 

Soften the fall with wary foot; 

A little while 

Still plan and smile, 20 

And, fault of novel germs, 

Mature the unfallen fruit. 

Curse, if thou wilt, thy sires, 

Bad husbands of their fires, 

Who, when they gave thee breath, 25 

Failed to bequeath 

The needful sinew stark as once, 

The Baresark marrow to thy bones. 

But left a legacy of ebbing veins, 

Inconstant heat and nerveless reins; 30 

Amid the Muses left thee deaf and dumb, 
Amid the gladiators halt and numb.” 


As the bird trims her to the gale, 

I trim myself to the storm of time; 

I man the rudder, reef the sail. 

Obey the voice at eve obeyed at prime: 
“Lowly faithful, banish fear. 


Right onward drive unharmed; 

The port, well worth the cruise, is near, 
And every wave is charmed.” 


From /z/j Journals 

The earliest entrv in Emerson's journals, as we 
have them, is near the bet>;inning of 1820; the last 
is near the end of 1875. l liese lilty-live years were 
almost contemporary with romanticism m .Amer- 
ica, and in truth the journals form an indispensable 
introduction to romantic America and to one of 
its greatest writers. “ I'he historian,” says Bliss 
Perry m his introduction lo The Heart of Emerson’s 
Journals, “will find Emeu son's Joiv rials quite as 
typical of New England iri the nineteenth century 
as are the diaries of John Wintlirop, of Clotton 
Mather, and of Samuel Sewall in earlier epochs.” 
'Ehey are also a lemarkable intellectual autobiog- 
raphy of a great man. 

Ihe first group of .selections given below con- 
cerns Emerson’.s voyage to Europe after the death 
of his first wife, IJlen d’utker, in 1831 and his 
n'sicmation of his jiastorale in 1832. The .second 
group dates from the period of Vaturr, the American 
Sdiolar address, Divinity School addre.ss. Essays^ 
Eir^t Series, ancl his editorship of the Transcend- 
ental journal, The Dial. 


[In Ejiropf\ 

{1833) 

Sailed from Bo.ston for Malta, December 
25, 1832, in Brig Jasper, Captain Ellis, 236 
tons, laden with logwoc^d, mahogany, to- 
bacco, sugar, coffee, ficcswax, chcc.sc, etc. 
[At sea, January 2, 1833 ] 

A crop of meditations in the berth. 
Thought again of the sailor, and how super- 
ficial the differences. How shallow to make 
much of mere coat and hat distinctions. 
You can’t get away from the radical, uni- 
form, interior experiences which peep out 
of the new faces, identical with those of the 
old, [January 2, P.M.] 

What is a passenger? He is a much- 
enduring man who bends under the load of 
his leisure. He fawns upon the captain, 
reveres the mate, but his eye follows the 
steward; scans accurately, as symptomatic, 
all the motions of that respectable officer. 
[January 6.] 
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I learn in the sunshine to get an altitude 
and the latitude, but am a dull scholar as 
ever in real figures. Seldom, I suppose, was 
a more inapt learner of arithmetic, astron- 
omy, geography, political economy, than I 5 
am, as I daily find to my cost. It were to 
brag much if I should there end the catalogue 
of my defects. My memory of history — put 
me to the pinch of a precise question — is as 
bad; my comprehension of a question in i« 
technical metaphysics very slow, and in all 
arts practick, in driving a bargain, or hiding 
emotion, or carrying myself in company as 
a man for an hour, I have no skill. What 
under the sun canst thou do then, pale face? i 
Truly not much, but I can hope. [January 75.] 

The good Captain rejoices much in my 
ignorance. He confounded me the other day 
about the book in the Bible where God was 2 
not mentioned, and last night upon St. Paul’s 
shipwreck. Yet I comforted myself at mid- 
night with Lycidas. What marble beauty in 
that classic pastoral. [January 75.] 

2 

I have seen this morn the smokes of Moor- 
ish fishers or mountaineers on one side and of 
Spanish on the other. We could not quite 
open Tangier Bay enow to see that hlaure- 
tanian town, but the watch towers and the 3 
cultivated enclosures and the farm-houses 
of the Spaniard are very discernible. Not 
many weeks ago I should scarce have been 
convinced that I should so soon look on these 
objects, yet what is their poetry, or what is 3 
it not? Is not a hut in America a point that 
concentrates as much life and sentiment as 
a hut in Europe or on the ragged side of 
Mount Atlas? Ah! it is all in the anointed 
eye. [January 20.] 4 

Perhaps it is a pernicious mistake, yet, 
rightly seen, I believ'e it is sound philoso- 
phy, that whcrcN'cr we go, whatever we do, 
self is the sole subject we study and learn. 4 
Montaigne said, himself was all he knew. 
Myself is much more than I know, and yet I 
know nothing else. The chemist experi- 
ments upon his new salt by trying its af- 
finity to all the various substances he can 5 
command, arbitrarily selected, and thereby 
discloses the most wonderful properties in 


his subject. And I bring myself to sea, to 
Malta, to Italy, to find new affinities between 
me and my fellow men, to observe narrowly 
the aflfections, weaknesses, surprises, hopes, 
doubts, which new sides of the panorama 
shall call forth in me. Mean, sneakingly 
mean, would be this philosophy, a reptile 
unworthy of the name, if self be used in the 
low sense, but as self means Devil, so it means 
D God. [February 10.] 

In all these churches there were many 
worshippers continually coming in, saying 
their prayers, and going their way. I yielded 
5 me joyfully to the religious impression of 
holy texts and fine paintings and this sooth- 
fast faith, though of women and children. 
How beautiful to have the church always 
open, so that every tired wayfaring man may 
) come in and be soothed by all that art can 
suggest of a better world when he is weary 
of this. I hope they will carve and paint and 
inscribe the walls of our churches in New 
England before this century, which will 
) probably see many grand granite piles erected 
there, is closed. [February 16.] 

I have been to the Opera, and thought 
three taris^ the price of a ticket, rather too 
) much for the whistle. It is doubtless a vice 
to turn one’s eyes inward too much, but I 
am my own comedy and tragedy. [March 1.] 

Goethe says, he shall never again be wholly 
5 unhappy, for he has seen Naples; if he had 
said happy, there would have been equal 
reason. You cannot go five yards in any 
direction without seeing saddest objects and 
hearing the most piteous wailings. [March 
o 77.] 

Tonight I heard the Miserere sung in St. 
Peter’s and with less effect than yesterday. 
But what a temple ! When night w'as settling 
5 down upon it and a long religious procession 
moved through a part of the church, I got an 
idea of its immensity such as I had not be- 
fore. You walk about on its ample, marble 
pavement as you would on a common, so 
o free are you of your neighbors; and throngs 
of people are lost upon it. And wfiat beauti- 
ful lights and shades on its miVbtv 
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arches and vaults and far windows and brave as the bustard and tarantula do theirs, 
columns, and its rich-clad priests that look June 76'.] 

as if they were the pictures come down from 

the walls and walking. [April 4.] Pray what brought you here, grave sir? the 

5 moving Boulevard seems to say. [Paris, 
No man should travel until he has learned July.^ 
the language of the country he visits. Other- 
wise he voluntarily makes himself a great I carried my ticket from Mr. Warden to 
baby — so helpless and ridiculous. [April 77.] the Cabmet of Natural History in the Garden 

lo of Plants. * * * Here we are impressed with 
I ought not to forget the ballet between the the inexhaustible riches of nature. The uni- 
acts. Goethe laughs at those who force every verse is a more amazing puzzle than ever, 
work of art into the narrow circle of their as you gkmce along this bewildering scries of 
own prejudices and cannot admire a picture animated forms, — the hazy butterflies, the 
as a picture, and a tune as a tune. So 1 was 15 carved shells, the birds, beasts, fishes, insects, 
willing to look at this as a ballet, and to see snakes, and the unheaving principle of life 
that it was admirable, but I could not help everywhere incipient, in the very rock aping 

feeling the while that it were better for organized forms. Not a form so grotesque, 

mankind if there were no such dancers. I so savage, nor so beautiful but is an expres- 
have since learned God’s decision on the 20 sion of some ]:)roperiy inherent in man the 

same, in the fact that all the ballerine are observer — an occult relation between the 

nearly idiotic. [May 77.] very scorpions and man. I feel the centipede 

in me, — cayman, carp, eagle, and fox. I 
Under the full moon, later in the evening, am moved by strange sympathies; I say 
St. Mark’s Piazza showed like a world’s 25 continually 'T will be a naturalist.” [Paris, 
wonder, but still I pity the people, who are July 13.] 
not beavers, and yet are compelled to live 

here. [Venice, June 2.] I went this evening into Frascati’s, long 

the most noted of the gambling houses or 
I collect nothing that can be touched or 30 hells of Paris. [July 75.] 
tasted or smelled, neither cameo, painting, 

nor medallion; nothing in my trunk but old Went into St. Paul’s, where service was 
clothes; but I value much the growing pic- saying. Poor church. [London, July 20.] 
ture which the ages hav'e painted and which 

I reverently survey. [June 2.] 35 ^ white day in my years. I found the 

youth I sought in Scotland, and good and 
Yesterday, to oblige my companions, and wise and pleasant he seems to me. Thomas 
protesting all the way upon the unworthiness Carlyle lives in the parish of Dunscore, 16 
of his memory, I went to Ferney to the miles from Dumfries, amid wild and desolate 
chateau, the salon, the bedchamber, the 40 heathery hills, and without a single corn- 
gardens of Voltaire, the king of the scomers. panion in this region out of his own house. 
His rooms were modest and pleasing, and There he has his wife, a most accomplished 
hung with portraits of his friends. Franklin and agreeable woman. Truth and peace 
and Washington were there. The view of and faith dwell with them and beautify 
the lake and mountains commanded by 45 them. [August 26.] 
the lawn behind the chateau is superior to 

that of Gibbon’s garden at Lausanne. The I thank the Great God who has led me 
old porter showed us some pictures belonging through this European scene, this last school- 
to his old master, and told us a stor>^ that did room in which he has pleased to instruct me, 
full justice to his bad name. Yet it would be 50 from Malta’s isle, through Sicily, through 
a sin against faith and philosophy to exclude Italy, through Switzerland, through France, 
Voltaire from toleration. He did his work through England, through Scotland, in 
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safety and pleasure, and has now brought 
me to the shore and the ship that steers 
westward. He has shown me the men I 
wished to see, — Landor, Coleridge, Carlyle, 
Wordsworth; he has thereby comforted and f 
confirmed me in my convictions. Many 
things I owe to the sight of these men. I 
shall judge more justly, less timidly, of wise 
men forevermore. [Liverpool, September 7.] 

1 

No sailing still, but sitting still. I went to 
the railroad and saw Rocket and Goliath and 
Pluto and firefly and the rest of that vul- 
canian generation. Mr. Perkins says they ^ 
should not go faster than fifteen miles the 
hour. It racks the engines to go faster. There 
are thirty locomotives upon the road. These 
only have the circulators. There is no such 
thing as latent heat. The thermometer ^ 
indicates all the heat that is present. Only 
when the j)articles of the water expand in 
vapor the particles of the heat expand also. 
High pressure steam-engines are safer than 
low. 2 

He says that he confidently expects the 
time when the ocean will be navigated by 
merchantmen by steam as the most economi- 
cal means, but there is a great deal to be done 
first. [September J.] , 

This morn I saw the last lump of England 
receding without the least regret. [At 
sea, September 5.] 

Back again to myself. I believe that the 
error of religionists lies in tiiis, that they do 
not know the extent or the harmony or the 
depth of their moral nature; that they are . 
clinging to little, positive, verbal, formal 
versions of the moral law, and very imper- 
fect versions too, while the infinite laws, the 
laws of the Law, the great circling truths 
whose only adequate symbol is the material - 
laws, the astronomy, etc., are all unobserved, 
and sneered at wTen spoken of, as frigid and 
insufficient. I call Calvinism such an im- 
perfect version of the moral law. Unitarian- 
ism is another, and every form of Christian 
and of Pagan faith in the hands of incapable 
teachers is such a version. On the contrary. 


in the hands of a true Teacher, the false- 
hoods, the pitifulnesses, the sectarianisms of 
each are dropped, and the sublimity and the 
depth of the Original is penetrated and ex- 
; hibited to men. I say also that all that 
recommends each of these established sys- 
tems of opinion to men is so much of this 
Moral Truth as is in them, and by the in- 
structive selection of the preacher is made 
o to shine forth when the system is assailed. 

And because of this One Bottom it is that 
the eminent men of each church, Socrates, 
A Kempis, Fenelon, Butler, Penn, Sw'eden- 
borg, Channing, think and say the same 
5 thing. 

But the men of Europe will say. Expound; 
let us hear what it is that is to convince the 
faithful and at the same time the philosopher? 
Let us hear this new thing. It is very old. 
o It is the old revelation, that perfect beauty is 
perfect goodness, it is the development of the 
wonderful congruities of the moral law of 
human nature. Let me enumerate a few of 
the remarkable properties of that nature. 
A man contains all that is needful to his 
government within himself. He is made a 
law unto himself. All real good or evil that 
can befall him must be from himself. He 
only can do himself any good or any harm. 
Nothing can be given to him or taken from 
him but alw'ays there is a compensation. 
There is a correspondence between the 
human soul and everything that exists in 
the world; more properly, everything that is 
known to man. Instead of studying things 
without the principles of them, all may be 
penetrated unto within him. Every act 
puts the agent in a new condition. The 
purpose of lile seems to be to acquaint a man 
with himself. He is not to live to the future 
as described to him, but to live to the real 
future by living to the real present. The 
highest revelation is that God is in every man. 
[September 5.] 

Loud winds last night, but the ship swam 
like a waterfowd betwixt the mountains of 
sea. The wise man in the storm prays God, 
not for safety from danger, but for deliver- 
ance from fear. It is the storm within which 
endangers him, not the storm without. 
[September 70.] 
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How it blows, how it rocks ! My sides are 
sore with rolling in my berth. The coverlet 
is not wide enough that a man should wrap 
himself in it. It is only strange that with 
such a sea and wind and rain, such wild, dis- 
tressful, noisy nights, no harm should befall 
us. We have tom a sail and lost a hencoop 
and its inmates, but the bulwarks are firm, 
and I often hear of the sea breaking the bul- 
warks of ships. [September 13 .] 

Poor Ireland! They told a story of an 
Irish boy at school asking a holiday to go to 
the market town. ‘'What to go for?” “To 
see Uncle hanged.” [September 13.] 15 

America, my country, can the mind 
Embrace in its affections realms so vast 
(^Unpeopled, yet the land of men to be) 

As the great oceans that wash thee enclose? 20 
Tis an ambitious charity that makes 5 

Its arms meet round — 

And yet, the sages say, the preference 
Of our own cabin to a stranger’s wealth. 

The insidious love and hate that curls the lip 25 
Of the frank Yankee in the tenements 10 
Of ducal and of royal rank abroad, 

H]s supercilious ignorance 
Of heraldry and ceremony, 

And his tenacious recollection 30 

.\mid the colored treasuries of art 15 

That circle the Louvre or the Pitti house, — 
Tuscany’s unrUalled boast, — 

Of the brave steamboats of New York, 

The Boston Common, and the Hadley farms 35 
Washed by Connecticut; 20 

Yea, if the ruddy Englishman speak true, 

Of the vast Roman church, and underneath 
The frescoed sky of its majestic dome. 

The American will count the cost 40 

And build the shrine with dollars in his 

head; ^5 

And all he asks, arriv^ed in Italy, 

Has the star-bearing squadron left Leghorn? 
Land without history, land lying all 45 

In the plain daylight of the temperate zone, 
Thy plain acts 30 

Without exaggeration done in day; 

Thy interests contested by their manifold 

good sense, 5 ° 

In their own clothes without the ornament 
Of bannered army harnessed in uniform. 


land where — and ’tis in Europe counted a 
reproach — - 35 

Where man asks questions for which man was 
made. 

5 A land without nobility, or wigs, or debt, 

No castles, no cathedrals, and 1:0 kings; 

Land of the iorest . . . 

[At CAMCoid] 

{ 183 ^ 1 - 43 ) 

Hail to the quiet fields of iny fathers I Not 
wholly unattended by .suj)ernatui\il friend- 
ship and favor, let me come hither. Bless my 
purposes as they are .simple and virtuous. 
Coleridge's fine letter (in London Literary 
GazettCy September 13 , 1 S 34 ) comes in aid 
of the very thouglits 1 was revolving. And 
be it so. Henceforth I design not to utter 
any sj)ecch, poem, or bfiok that is not en- 
tirely and jK'Cuhaily mv work. I will .say 
at public lectures, and the like, those things 
which I have meditated for I heir own sake, 
and not for the first time with a view to that 
oc:easion. [JSovemher / 5 , }S >4 ] 

The root and seed (T democracy is the 
doctrine. Judge for yourself. Reverence 
thyself. It is the inevitable effect of that 
doctrine, where it has any effect (which is 
rare), to insulate the jxirtisan, to make each 
man a state. At the same lime it replaces the 
dead with a living check in a true, delicate 
reverence for suj^erior, congenial minds. 
“How is the king greaU'r than 1 , if he is not 
more just?” [A'ovemh/r 23.] 

Democracy, Freedom, has its root in the 
sacred truth that every man hath in him the 
divine Reason, or that, though few men since 
the creation of the world live according to 
the dictates of Rea.son, yet all men are 
created capable of so doing. That is the 
equality and the only equality of all men. 
To this truth we look when we say, Reverence 
thyself; Be true to thyself. Because every 
man has within him somewhat reaUy divine, 
therefore is slavery the unpardonable out- 
rage it is. [December.] 

Blessed is the day when the youth dis- 
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covers that Within and Above are synonyms. 
[December 21.] 

You affirm that the moral development 
contains all the intellectual, and that Jesus 5 
was the perfect man. I bow in reverence un- 
feigned before that benign man. I know more, 
hope more, am more, because he has lived. 
But, if you tell me that in your opinion he has 
fulfilled all the conditions of man’s existence, 10 
carried out to the utmost, at least by implica- 
tion, all man’s powers, I suspend my assent. 

I do not see in him cheerfulness; I do not see 
in him the love of natural science: I see in 
him no kindness for art; I see in him nothing 15 
of Socrates, of Laplace, of Shakespeare. The 
perfect man should remind us of all great 
men. Do you ask me if I would rather re- 
semble Jesus than any other man? If I 
should say Yes, I should suspect myself cf 20 
superstition. [Ju/j 30, 1835.] 

I bought my house and two acres six rods 
of land of John T. Coolidge for 3,500 dollars. 
[August 75.] 25 

I was married to Lydia Jackson. [Septem- 
her 14.] 

When we study architecture, everything 30 
seems architectural, the forms of animals, 
the building of the world, clouds, crystals, 
flowers, trees, skeletons. When we treat of 
poetry, all these things begin to sing. When 
of music, Lichfield Cathedral is a tune. The 35 
world is picturesque to Allston, dramatic to 
Garrick, symbolical to Swedenborg, utilita- 
rian to Franklin, a scat of war to Napoleon, 
etc., etc. [7c^J5.] 

40 

Transcendentalism means, says our ac- 
complished Mrs. B., with a wave of her 
hand, a little beyond. 

Pleasant walk yesterday, the most pleasant 45 
of days. At Walden Pond I found a new 
musical instrument which I call the ice-harp. 

A thin coat of ice covered a part of the pond, 
but melted around the edge of the shore. I 
threw a stone upon the ice which rebounded 50 
with a shrill sound, and falling again and 
again, repeated the note with pleasing modu- 


lation. I thought at first it was the “peep, 
peep” of a bird I had scared. I was so taken 
with the music that I threw down my stick 
and spent twenty minutes in throwing stones 
single or in handfuls on this crystal drum. 
[December 70.] 

I Jeam evermore. In smooth water I dis- 
cover the motion of my boat by the motion oi 
the trees and houses on shore; so the progress 
of my mind is proved by the perpetual change 
in the persons and things I daily behold. 
[April 21, 18317.] 

Margaret Fuller left us yesterday morning. 
Among other things that make her visit 
valuable and memorable, this is not the least, 
that she gave me five or six lessons in German 
pronunciation, never by my offer and rather 
against my will each time, so that now, spite 
of myself, I shall always have to thank her 
for a great convenience — which she foresaw. 
[May 4.] 

Economy does not consist in saving the 
coal, but in using the time whilst it burns. 
[May 4.] 

Carlyle and Wordsworth now act out of 
England on us, — Coleridge also. [August 
20 .] 

Sunday, I could not help remarking at 
church how much humanity was in the 
preaching of my good uncle, Mr. Sam Ripley. 
The rough farmers had their hands at their 
eyes repeatedly. But the old hardened 
sinners, the arid, educated men, ministers 
and others, were dry as stones. [December 5.] 

Truth is our element and life, yet if a man 
fasten his attention upon a single aspect of 
truth and apply himself to that alone for a 
long time, the truth itself becomes dis- 
torted, and, as it were, false. . . . The lie of 
One Idea. [December 9.] 

Solitude is fearsome and heavy-hearted. 

I have never known a man who had so much 
good accumulated upon him as I have. Rea- 
son, health, wife, chUd, friends, competence, 
reputation, the power to inspire, and the 
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power to piease; yet, leave me alone a few 
days, and I creep about as if in expectation 
of a calamity. \February 19, 1838.] 

Dr. Jackson once said that the laws of 5 
disease were as beautiful as the laws of 
health. Our good Dr. Hurd came to me 
yesterday before I had yet seen Dr. Ripley 
(^yesterday represented as in a dying con- 
dition) — with joy sparkling in his eyes. 10 
“And how is the Doctor, Sir?’* I said. “I 
hav^e not seen him today,” he replied, ‘‘but 
it is the most correct apoplexy I have ever 
seen, face and hands livid, breathing sono- 
rous, and all the symptoms perfect”; and he 15 
rubbed his hands with delight. [May 22.] 

Solitude is naught and society is naught. 
Alternate them and the good of each is seen. 
You can soon learn all that society can teach 20 
you for a while. After some interval when 
these delights have been sucked dry, accept 
again the opportunities of society. The stiine 
scenes revisited shall wear a new face, shall 
yield a higher culture. Undulation, al* 25 
ternation is the condition of progress, of lile. 
[June 13.] 

The unbelief of the age is attested by the 
loud condemnation of trifles. Look at the 
silly religious papers. Let a minister wear a 
cane, or a white hat, go to a theatre, or avoid 
a Sunday School, let a school-book with a 
Calvinistic sentence or a Sunday School 
book without one be heard of, and instantly 35 
all the old grannies squeak and gibber and 
do what they call ‘'sounding an alarm,” from 
Bangor to Mobile. Alike nice and squeamish 
is its ear. You must on no account say 
“stink” or “Damn.” [June.] 4c 

“Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and all 
these things shall be added unto you.” 
What! Art? Hamlets? Ballads? [Xovember 
16.] 4 : 

A College. — My College should have 
Allston, Greenough, Biyant, Irving, Web- 
ster, Alcott, summoned for its domestic 
professors. And if I must send abroad (and, 5< 
if we send for dancers and singers and actors, 
why not at the same prices for scholars?), 


Carlyle, Hallam, Campbell, should come and 
read lectures on History, Poetry, Letters. 

I would bid my men come for the love of 
God and man, promising them an open field 
and a boundless opportunity, and they 
should make their own terms. Then I 
would open my lecture rooms to the wide 
nation; and they should pay, etich man, a 
fee that should give my jirofessor a remunera- 
tion fit and noble. Then I should see the 
lecture-room, the college, filled with life and 
hope, b'.iidimts would come from afar; for 
who would not ride a hundred miles to hear 
some one of these men giving his selectest 
thoughts to those who receiv'ed them with 
joy? 1 should sec living learning; the Muse 
once more in the eye and cheek of the youth. 
[May 23, 1839.] 

Nature will not have us fret or fume. 
When we come out of the Caucus or the 
Abolition Convention or the Temperance 
Meeting, .she says to us, “So hot, my little 
Sir!” 1 fear the ciitici.sin of the sun and 
moon. [Alay 2V.j 

Labor makes .solitude and makes society. 
It kills fopjKTy, .shattered nerves and all 
kinds of (. iiifitiness. It makes life solid. It 
puts Periclc.s and Jack upon a firm ground 
of sweet and manly felkiw.ship. But its de- 
generacy comes from the too much, the 
cxclu.sivc life of the scn.scs. It is only human 
when tempered by the touches of thought and 
love. [Afay 29.] 

I know no means of calming the fret and 
jxTturbation into w'hich loo much sitting, 
too much talking, brings me, so perfect as 
labor. I have no animal .spirits; therefore, 
when surpri.sed by company and kept in a 
chair for many hours, my heart sinks, my 
brow is clouded and 1 think I will run for 
Acton wood.s, and live with the .squ’ Tels 
henceforward. But my garden is nearer, 
and my good hoc, as it bites the ground, 
revenges my wrongs, and I liave less lust to 
bite my enemies. I confess I work at first 
with a little venom, lay to a little unneces- 
sary strength. But by smoothing the rough 
hillocks, I smooth my temper; by extracting 
the long roots of the piper-grass, I draw out 
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my own spJinters; and in a short time I can 
hear the bobolink’s song and see the blessed 
deluge of light and color that rolls around 
me. \‘June 12?[ 

Beauty. — I seek beauty in the arts and in 
song and in emotion for itself, and suddenly 
I find it to be sword and shield. For dwell- 
ing there in its depths 1 find myself above the 
region of Fear, and unassailable, like a god 
at the Olympian tables. [June 

What Possibilities! — In the country church, 

I see the cousins of Napoleon, of Wellington, 
of Wilberforce, of Bentham, of Humboldt. 
A little air and sunshine, an hour of need, a 
provoking society, would call out the right 
fire from these slumbering peasants. [July 7.] 

On Sunday we heard sulphurous Cal- 
vinism. The preacher railed at Lord Byron. 
I thought Lord Byron’s vice better than Rev. 
Mr. M.’s virtue. [August 27.] 

With the i^ast, as past, I have nothing to 
do; nor with the Future, as future. I live 
now, and will verify all past history in my 
own moments. [September JS.] 

When I was thirteen years old, my Uncle 
Samuel Ripley one day asked me, ‘'How is it, 
Ralph, that all the boys dislike you and 
quarrel with you, whilst the grown people 
are fund of you?” Now am I thirty -six and 
the fact is reversed, — the old people sus- 
pect and dislike me, and tlie young love me. 
[September 29.] 

The Jove of Phidias pleases me well. In the 
afternoon I visited Alcott and in the evening 
Ward came to see me, and the next morning 
again brought me Raphael’s designs to show 
me that Raphael was greater than Angelo, 
great as Shakespeare. But in making this 
scale we must be very passive. The gods 
and demigods must seat themselves without 
seneschal in our Oh'inpus, and as they can 
install themselves by seniority divine, so will 
I worship them, and not otherwise. I had 
told Alcott that my First Class stood, for 
today, perhaps thus: Phidias, Jesus, Angelo, 
Shakespeare; or if I must sift more sternly 


stiU, — Jesus and Shakespeare were twe 
men of genius. [November 3.] 

In all my lectures, I have taught one doc- 
5 trine, namely, the infinitude of the private 
man. This the people accept readily 
enough, and even with loud commendation, 
as long as I call the lecture Art, or Politics, 
or Literature, or the Household; but the 
lo moment I call it Religion, they are shocked, 
though it be only the application of the same 
truth which they receive everywhere else, to 
a new class of facts. [April 7, 1840.] 

15 Montaigne. — The language of the street is 
always strong. What can describe the folly 
and emptiness of scolding like the word 
jawing? I feel too the force of the double 
negative though clean contrary to our gram- 
20 mar rules. And I confess to some pleasure 
from the stinging rhetoric of a rattling 
oath in the mouth of truckmen and teamsters. 
How laconic and brisk it is by the side of 
a page of the North American Review. Cut 
25 these words and they would bleed; they 
are vascular and alive; they walk and run. 
Moreover they who speak them have this 
elegancy, that they do not trip in their speech. 
It is a shower of bullets, whilst Cambridge 
30 men and Yale men correct themselves and 
begin again at every half sentence. 

I know nobody among my contemporaries 
except Carlyle who writes wdth any sinew 
and vivacity comparable to Plutarch and 
35 Montaigne. Yet always this profane swear- 
ing and bar-room wit has salt and fire in it. 
I cannot now read Webster’s speeches. 
Fuller and Browne and Milton are quick, 
but the list is soon ended. Goethe seems to 
40 be well alive, no pedant. Luther too. [June 
24.] 

Whenever I read Plutarch or look at a 
Greek vase I am inclined to accept the com- 
45 mon opinion of the learned that the Greeks 
had cleaner wits than any other people in 
the Universe. But there is anything but 
Time in my idea of the antique. A clear 
and natural expression by word or deed is 
50 that which w'e mean w hen we love and praise 
the antique. In society I do not find it; in 
modem books seldom; but the moment ^ 
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get into the pastures I find antiquity again. 
Once in the fields with the lowing cattle, the 
birds, the trees, the waters and satisfying 
outlines of the landscape, and I cannot tell 
whether this is Tempe, Thessaly, and Enna, 5 
or Concord and Acton. [July 6.] 

Yesterday George and Sophia Ripley, 
Margaret Fuller and Alcott discussed here 
the Social Plans [Brook Farm]. I wished 
10 be convinced, to be thawed, to be made 
nobly mad by the kindlings before my eye 
of a new dawn of human piety. But this 
scheme was arithmetic and comfort: this was 
a hint borrowed from the Tremont House 
and United States Hotel; a rage in our 
poverty and politics to live rich and gentle- 
manlike, an anchor to leeward against a 
change of weather; a prudent forecast on 
the probable issue of the great questions of 
Pauperism and Poverty. And not once 
could I be inflamed, but sat aloof and 
thoughtless; my voice faltered and fell. It 
was not the cave of persecution which is the 
palace of spiritual power, but only a room in 
the Astor House hired for the Transcenden- 
talists. I do not wish to rcmo\’e from my 
present prison to a prison a little larger. I 
wish to break all prisons. I have not yet 
conquered my owm house. It irks and re- 
pents me. Shall I raise the siege of this 
hencoop, and maich baffled away to a pre- 
tended siege of Babylon? It seems to me 
that so to do w^ere to dodge the jiroblem I 
am set to solve, ai.d to hide my impotency 
in the thick of a crowd. I can see too, afar, 

— that I should not find myself more than 
now, — no, not so much, in that select, but 
not by me selected, fraternity. Moreover, 
to join this body would be to traverse all my 
long trumpeted theory, and the instinct 
which spoke from it, that one man is a 
counterpoise to a city, — that a man is 
stronger than a city, that his solitude is more 
prevalent and beneficent than the concert of 
crowds. [October 77.] 

Critics. — The borer on our peach trees 
bores that she may deposit an egg: but the 50 
borer into theories and institutions and 
books bores that he may bore. [June 7, 1841.] 


Do not waste yourself in rejection; do not 
bark against the bad, but chant the beauty 
of the good. [July.] 

The vdew taken of Transcendentalism in 
State Street is that it threatens to invalidate 
contracts. [October 6’.] 

I would have my book read as I have read 
my favorite books, not with explosion and 
astonishment, a maivel and a rocket, but a 
friendly and agreeable influence stealing like 
the scent of a flower, or the sight of a new 
landscape on a traveller. I neither wish to 
be hated and defied by such as 1 startle, nor 
to be kissed and hugged by the young whose 
thoughts 1 stimulate. [October P.] 

It seems to me sometimes that we get our 
education ended a little too quick in this 
country. As soon as wc have learned to 
read and write and cipher, we are dismissed 
from school and wc set up lor ourselves. We 
are writers and leaders of opinion and we 
write aw'ay without check of any kind, play 
whatsoever mad prank, indulge whatever 
spleen, or oddity, or obstinacy, comes into 
our dear head, and even feed our compla- 
cency thereon, and thus fine wits come to 
nothing, as good horses spoil themselves by 
running away and straining themselves. I 
cannot help seeing that Doctor Channing 
would have been a much greater writer had 
he found a strict tribunal of writers, a gradu- 
ated intellectual empire established in the 
land, and knew that bad logic would not pass, 
and that the most severe exaction was to be 
made on all who enter these lists. Now, 
if a man can write a paragraph for a news- 
paper, next year he writes what he calls a 
history, and reckons himself a classic in- 
continently, nor will his contemporaries in 
critical Journal or Review question his 
claims. It is very easy to reach the d^'gree 
of culture that prevails around us; very 
hard to pass it, and Doctor Channing, had 
he found Wordsworth, Southey, Coleridge, 
and Lamb around him, would as easily have 
been severe with himself and risen a degree 
higher, as he has stood where he is. I mean, 
of course, a genuine intellectual tribunal, 
not a literary junto of Edinburgh wits, or 
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dull conventions of Quarterly or Gentle- 
man’s Reviews. [Ocloder.] 

Alcott secs the law of man truer and 
farther than any one ever did. Unhappily, 
his conversation never loses sight of his own 
personality. lie never quotes; he never 
refers; his only illustration is his own bi- 
ography. His topic yesterday is Alcott 
on the 17th October; today, Alcott on the 
18th October; tomorrow, on the 19th. So 
will it be always. The poet, rapt into 
future times or into deeps of nature admired 
for themselves, lost in their law, cheers us 
with a lively charm; but this noble genius 
discredits genius to me. I do not want any 
more such persons to exist. [Afarc/i 23, 7842.] 

If I go into the churches in these days, I 
usually find the preacher in proportion to his 
intelligence to be cunning, so that the whole 
institution sounds hollow. X, the ablest of 
all the Unitarian clergy, spread popular 
traps all over the lecture which I heard in 
the Odeon. But in the days of the Pilgrims 
and the Puritans, the preachers were the 
victims of the same faith with which they 
whipped and persecuted other men, and their 
sermons are strong, imaginative, fervid, and 
every word a cube of stone. [April.] 

I read the Tirnceus in these days, but am 
never sufliciently in a sacred and holiday 
health for the task. The man must be equal 
to the book. A man does not know how 
fine a morning he wants until he goes to 
read Plato and Proclus. [June 76.] 

Elizabeth Hoar savs that Shelley is like 
shining sand; it always looks attractive and 
valuable, but, try never so many times, you 
cannot get anything good. And yet the 
mica-glitter will still remain after all. [June.] 

Carlyle represents very ^^'ell the literary 
man, makes good the place of and function of 
Erasmus and Johnson, of Dry'den and Swift, 
to our generation. He is thoroughly a 
gentleman and deserves well of the whole 
fraternity of scholars, for sustaining the 
dignity of his profession of Author in Eng- 
land. Yet I alway's feel his limitation, and 


praise him as one who plays his part well ac- 
cording to his light, as I praise the Clays and 
Websters. For Carlyle is worldly, and 
speaks not out of the celestial region of 
5 Milton and Angels. 72.] 

Thou shalt read Homer, yEschylus, Sopho- 
cles, Euripides, Aristophanes, Plato, Proclus, 
Plotinus, Jamblichus, Porphyry, Aristotle, 
lo Virgil, Plutarch, Apuleius, Chaucer, Dante, 
Rabelais, Montaigne, Cervantes, Shakspeare, 
Jonson, Ford, Chapman, Beaumont and 
Fletcher, Bacon, Marvell, More, Milton, 
Moli^re, Swedenborg, Goethe. [Orlo^er.] 

15 

Boston is not quite a mean place, since in 
walking yesterday in the street I met George 
Bancroft, Horatio Greenough, Sampson 
Reed, Sam Ward, Theodore Parker, George 
20 Bradford, and had a little talk with each of 
them. [October 26.] 

Henry Thoreau made, last night, the fine 
remark that, as long as a man stands in his 
25 own way, everything seems to be in his way, 
governments, society, and even the sun and 
moon and stars, as astrology may testify. 
[October.] 

30 Time is the little grey man who takes out 
of his breastpocket first a pocketbook, then 
a Dolland telescope, then a Turkey carpet, 
then four saddled and bridled nags and a 
sumptuous canvas tent. We are accustomed 
35 to chemistry and it does not surprise us. 
But chemistry is but a name for changes and 
developments as wonderful as those of this 
Breast-Pocket. 

I was a little chubby boy trundling a hoop 
40 in Chauncy Place, and spouting poetry from 
Scott and Campbell at the Latin School. 
But Time, the little grey man, has taken 
out of his vest-pocket a great awEward 
house (in a comer of which I sit down and 
45 write of him), some acres of land, several 
full-grown and several \’ery young persons, 
and seated them close beside me; then he 
has taken that chubbiness and that hoop 
quite away (to be sure he has left the dec- 
50 lamation and the poetr>J, and here left a 
long, lean person threatening to be a little 
grey mzin, like himself. [November 77.] 
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Yesterday I read Dickens’s American Kotes. 

It answers its end very well, which plainly 
was to make a readable book, nothing more. 
Truth is not his object for a single instant, 
but merely to make good points in a lively 5 
sequence, and he proceeds very well. As an 
account of America it is not to be considered 
for a moment: it is too short, and too nar- 
row, too superficial, and too ignorant, too 
slight, and fabulous, and the man totally 10 
unequal to the work. ... As a picture of 
American manners nothing can be falser. 
[November 25.] 

This old Bible, if you pitch it out of the ^5 
window with a fork, it comes bounce ba*. k 
again. [November 26.] 

It is not in the power of God to make a 
communication of his will to a C.ilvinist. 
For to every inward revTlatioii he holds up 
his silly book, and quotes cliapier and veise 
against the Book-Maker and Man-Maker, 
against that which quotes not, but is and 
cometh. There is a light older than iiuel- 
lect, by which the intellect lives and works, 
alw’ays new, and wdiich degrades c\ery past 
and particular shining of iisclf. This light, 
Calvinism denies, in its idolatry of a certain 
past shining. [March, 18 13.] 

Daniel Webster is a great man with a 
small ambition. Nature has built him and 
holds him forth as a sample of the heroic 
mould to this puny generation. He w^as 
virtual President of the United States from 
the hour of the Speech on Foot’s Re.solu- 
tions in the United States Senate in 1830, 
being regarded as the Expounder of the Con- 
stitution and the Defender of Law. But 
this did not suffice; he wished to be an 
officer, also; wished to add a title to his name, 
and be a President. That ruined him. 
[April 70.] 45 

The sun and the evening sky do not look 
calmer than Alcott and his ffimily at Fruit- 
lands. . . . 

I will not prejudge them successful. They 50 
look well in July. We will see them in 
December. [July 8.] 


Tennyson is a master of metre, but it is as 
an artist who has learned admirable mechani- 
cal secrets. He has no wood-notes. Great 
are the dangers of education. [September.] 

Alcott came, the magnificent dreamer, 
brooding, as ever, on the renewal or re- 
edification of the social fabric after ideal 
lawq iic''dlcss that he had been uniformly 
rejected by every class to whom he has ad- 
drcs.scd himself, and just as sanguine and vast 
as evci . . . Wry pathetic it is to see this 
wandering Eiujieror from year to year mak- 
ing his i\)und of vi'^its from house to house 
of such as do not exclude him, seeking a 
comjiamon, tired of pujiils. [October.] 

Nature 

(1S30) 

Although w’c cannot .s.iy lust when Emerson 
began to write we know that it was shaping 

itself in his mind loi a number ol years. While on 
shipboard, retunuiig lioin laigland in Scjitcmber, 
1H33, he entered in his cli.iry, “I like rny book 
about Nature .” Re tiring, the ne‘xl year, to live in 
U(*ii(ord, — at lirst m the Old Manse, — he 
woikcd on it m the s.ime room in which Haw- 
thorne wrote later. he first jiari eif the beieik, says 
Cabot in his Mernotr, “ajijiear.s to have been for 
seime lime m hand. This, I eon)ecture, may com- 
jinsc the first five chapte-is. The seventh and 
eighth ehapters (.Spirit) se'ein to have been written 
after his rcniosal lei Ooiuord; the sixth, Idenlism, 
last eif all, as the: e.onne clion eif tlie two.” The 
book was publishe'd, anonymously, in September, 
1836. 

As the boeik is a summary (jf Emerson’s early 
inward life*, so it is e-ejually a foreshadowing of all 
Ins later work. I f>undatic;n arul Ciround-jilan,’* 
as (Jarlylc said to liirn, “on which you may build 
whatsoever ejf gnnt and true has been given you to 
build ’’ 

R( adrrs eif Uarlvk’s Smtor Ileuirtus (first pub- 
ii^he-fi in 1833-31) V. ill find a comparison of that 
book and iSature enlightening. Students of philos- 
ophy will find a faseinating problem in conjectur- 
ing in how far Erne rson’s thought is similar to that 
of the German Transcendental school and in how 
far it is a direct continuatiein ejf Plato and the Neo- 
Platonists. 


A subtle chain of countless rings 
The next unto the farthest brings; 

The eye reads omens where it goes. 

And speaks all languages the rose; 

And, striving to be man, the worm 
Mounts through all the spires of form. 
[Prefixed to the second edition, 1849.] 
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Introduction 

Our age is retrospective. It builds the 
sepulchres of the fathers. It writes biog- 
raphies, histories, and criticism. The fore- 5 
going gemerations beheld God and nature 
face to face; we, through their eyes. Why 
should not we also enjoy an original relation 
to the universe? Why should not we have a 
poetry and philosophy of insight and not a r 
tradition, and a religion by revelation to us, 
and not the history of theirs? Embosomed 
for a season in nature, whose floods of life 
stream around and through us, and invite us, 
by the powers they supply, to action propor- i 
lioned to nature, why should we grope among 
the dry bones of the past, or put the living 
generation into masquerade out of its faded 
wardrobe? The sun shines to-day also. 
There is more wool and flax in the fields. 2 
There are new lands, new men, new thoughts. 
Let us demand our own works and laws and 
worship. 

Undoubtedly we have no questions to ask 
which are unanswerable. We must trust the 2 
perfection of the creation so far as to believe 
that whatever curiosity the order of things 
has awakened in our minds, the order of 
things can satisfy. Every man’s condition 
is a solution in hieroglyphic to those inquir- ; 
ics he would put. He acts it as life, before 
he apprehends it as truth. In like manner, 
nature is already, in its forms and tendencies, 
describing its own design. Let us interro- 
gate the great apparition that shines so : 
peacefully around us. Let us inquire, to 
what end is nature? 

All science has ore aim, namely, to find a 
theory of nature. We have theories of races 
and of functions, but scarcely yet a remote . 
approach to an idea of creation. We are 
now so far from the road to truth, that re- 
ligious teachers dispute and hate each other, 
and speculative men are esteemed unsound 
and frivolous. But to a sound judgment, . 
the most abstract truth is the most practical. 


composed of Nature and the Soul. Strictly 
spealdng, therefore, all that is separate from 
us, all which Philosophy distinguishes as the 
NOT ME, that is, both nature and art, all 
: other men and my own body, must be 
ranked under this name. Nature. In enum- 
erating the values of nature and casting up 
their sum, I shall use the word in both 
senses; — in its common and in its philo- 
D sophical import. In inquiries so general as 
our present one, the inaccuracy is not mate- 
rial; no confusion of thought will occur. 
Nature, in the common sense, refers to es- 
sences unchanged by man; space, the air, 
5 the river, the leaf. Art is applied to the 
mixture of his will with the same things, as 
in a house, a canal, a statue, a picture. But 
his operations taken together are so insig- 
nificant, a little chipping, baking, patching, 
o and washing, that in an impression so grand 
as that of the world on the human mind, they 
do not vary the result. 

/. Nature 

To go into solitude, a man needs to retire 
as much from his chamber as from society. 
I am not solitary whilst I read and write, 
though nobody is with me. But if a man 
would be alone, let him look at the stars. 
The rays that come from those heavenly 
worlds will separate between him and what 
he touches. One might think the atmos- 
phere was made transparent with this de- 
sign, to give man, in the heavenly bodies, the 
perpetual presence of the sublime. Seen in 
the streets of cities, how great they are! If 
the stars should appear one night in a thou- 
sand years, how would men believe and 
adore; and preserve for many generations 
the remembrance of the city of God which 
had been shown! But ever)" night come out 
these envoys of beauty, and light the uni- 
verse with their admonishing smile. 

The stars awaken a certain reverence, be- 
cause though always present, they are inac- 


Whenever a true theory appears, it will be its cessible; but all natural objects make a kin- 

own evidence. Its test is, that it will explain dred impression, when the mind is open to 

all phenomena. Now many are thought not their influence. Nature never wears a mean 

only unexplained but inexplicable; as Ian- 50 appearance. Neither does the wisest mzm 
guage, sleep, madness, dreams, beasts, sex. extort her secret, and lose his curiosity by 

Philosophically considered, the universe is finding out all her perfection. Nature never 
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became a toy to a wise spirit. The flowers, 
the animals, the mountains, reflected the 
wisdom of his best hour, as much as they had 
delighted the simplicity of his childhood. 

When we speak of nature in this manner, 
we have a distinct but most poetical sense in 
the mind. We mean the integrity of impres- 
sion made by manifold natural objects. It is 
this which distinguishes the stick of timber 
of the wood-cutter, from the tree of the poet. i 
The charming landscape which I saw this 
morning is indubitably made up of some 
twenty or thirty farms. Miller owns this 
field, Locke that, and Manning the woodland 
beyond. But none of them owns the land- i 
scape. There is a property in the horizon 
which no man has but he whose eye can inte- 
grate all the parts, that is, the poet. This is 
the best part of these men’s farms, yet to this 
their warranty-deeds give no title. 2 

To speak truly, few adult persons can see 
nature. Most persons do not see the sun. 
At least they have a very superficial seeing. 
The sun illuminates only the eye of the man, 
but shines into the eye and the heart of the 2 
child. The lover of nature is he whose in- 
ward and outward senses are still truly ad- 
justed to each other; who has retained the 
spirit of infancy even into the era of man- 
hood. His intercourse ivith heaven and 3 
earth becomes part of his daily food. In the 
presence of nature a wild delight runs through 
the man, in spite of real sorrow's. Nature 
says, — he is my creature, and maugre all 
his impertinent griefs, he shall be glad with 3 
me. Not the sun or the summer alone, 
but every hour and season yields its tribute 
of delight; for every hour and change cor- 
responds to and authorizes a different 
state of the mind, from breathless noon 4 
to grimmest midnight. Nature is a setting 
that fits equally well a comic or a mourning 
piece. In good health, the air is a cordial 
or incredible virtue. Crossing a bare com- 
mon, in snow puddles, at twilight, under a 4 
clouded sky, without having in my thoughts 
any occurrence of special good fortune, I 
have enjoyed a perfect exhilaration. I am 
glad to the brink of fear. In the woods, too, 
a man casts off his years, as the snake his 5 
slough, and at what period soever of life, is 
always a child. In the woods is perpetual 


youth. VAithin these plantations of Ck)d, a 
decorum and sanctity reign, a perennial fes- 
tival is dressed, and the guest sees not how 
he should tire of them in a thousand years, 
j In the woods, we return to reason and faith. 
There I feel that nothing can befall me in life, 
— no disgrace, no calamity (leaving me my 
eyes), which nature cannot repair. Standing 
on the bare ground, — my head bathed by 
o the blitrie air, and uplifted into infinite 
space, — all mean egotism vanishes. I be- 
come a transparent eye-ball; I am nothing; 
I see all; the currents of the Universal Being 
circulate through me; I am part or parcel 
5 of God. The name of the nearest friend 
sounds then foreign and accidental: to be 
brotliers, to be acquaintances, master or serv- 
ant, is (hen a trifle and a disturbance. I 
am the lover of uncontained and immortal 
D beauty. In the wilderne.ss, I find .something 
more dear and connate than in streets or vfil- 
lages. In the tranquil land.scape, and 
especially in the distant line of the horizon, 
man beholds .somewhat as beautiful as his 
5 own nature. 

The grc.itest delight wliich the fields and 
woods minister is the suggestion of an occult 
relation between man and the vegetable. I 
am not alone and unacknowledged. They 
o nod to me, and I to them. The waving of 
the boughs in the storm is new to me and old. 
It takes me by suri)ri.se, and yet is not un- 
know'n. Its effect is like that of a higher 
thought or a better emotion coming over me, 
5 when I deemed 1 was thinking justly or doing 
right. 

Yet it is certain that the power to produce 
this delight does not reside in nature, but in 
man, or in a harmony of both. It is neces- 
o sary to use these pleasures with great tem- 
perance. For nature is not always tricked in 
holiday attire, but the same scene which 
yesterday breathed perfume and glittered as 
for the frolic of the nymphs, is Ov^erspread 
5 wfith melancholy to-day. Nature always 
wears the colors of the spirit. To a man 
laboring under calamity, the heat of his own 
fire hath sadness in it. Then there is a kind 
of contempt of the land.scape felt by him who 
o has just lost by death a dear friend. The 
.sky is less grand as it shuts down over less 
worth in the population. 
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11. Commodity 

Whoever considers the final cause of the 
world will discern a multitude of uses that 
enter as parts into that result. They all ad- 
mit of being thrown into one of the following 
classes: Commodity; Beauty; Language; and 
Discipline. 

Under the general name of commodity, I 
rank all those advantages which our senses 
owe to nature. This, of course, is a benefit 
which is temporary and mediate, not ulti- 
mate, like its service to the soul. Yet al- 
though low, it is perfect in its kind, and is the 
only use of nature which all men apprehend. 
The misery of man appears like childish 
petulance, when we explore the steady and 
prodigal provision that has been made for 
his support and delight on this green ball 
which floats him through the heavens. What 
angels invented these splendid ornaments, 
these rich conveniences, this ocean of air 
above, this ocean of water beneath, this 
firmament of earth between? this zodiac of 
lights, this tent of dropping clouds, this 
striped coat of climates, this fourfold year? 
Beasts, fire, w'ater, stones, and corn serve 
him. The field is at once his floor, his work- 
yard, his play-ground, his garden, and his 
bed. 

“Afore Servian ts wait on man 
Than he'll take notice of.” 

Nature, in its ministry to man, is not only 
the material, but is also the process and the 
result. All the parts incessantly w'ork into 
eacli other’s liands for the profit of man. 
The wind sows the seed; the sun evaporates 
the sea; the ^vi^d blows the vapor to the 
field; the ice, on the other side of the planet, 
condenses rain on this; the rain feeds ih.e 
plant; the plant feeds the animal; and thus 
the endless circulations of the divine charity 
nourish man. 

The useful arts are reproductions or new 
combinations by the wit of man, of the same 
natural benefactors. He no longer waits for 
favoring gales, but by means of steam, he 
realizes the fable of T'volus's bag, and carries 
the two and thirty winds in the boiler of his 
boat. To diminish friction, he pav^es the 
road with iron bars, and, mounting a coach 
with a ship-load of men, animals, and mer- 


chandise behind him, he darts through the 
country, from town to town, like an eagle or 
a swallow through the air. By the aggre- 
gate of these aids, how is the face of the 
5 world changed, from the era of Noah to that 
of Napoleon! The private poor man hath 
cities, ships, canals, bridges, built for him. 
He goes to the post-office, and the human 
race run on his errands; to the book-shop, 
lo and the human race read and write of all that 
happens, for him; to the court-house, and 
nations repair his WTongs. He sets his house 
upon the road, and the human race go forth 
every morning, and shovel out the snow, and 
15 cut a path for him. 

But there is no need of specifying particu- 
lars in this class of uses. The catalogue is 
endless, and the examples so obvious, that I 
shall leavT them to the reader’s reflection, 
20 vvith the general remark, that this mercenary 
benefit is one W'hich has respect to a farther 
good. A man is fed, not that he may be fed, 
but that he may work. 

III. Beauty 

A nobler want of man is served by nature, 
namely, the love of Beauty. 

The ancient Greeks called the world KoajjLOS. 
30 beauty. Such is the constitution of all 
things, or such the plastic powder of the hu- 
man eye, that the primary forms, as the sky, 
the mountain, the tree, the animal, give us a 
delight in and for themselves; a pleasure aris- 
35 ing from outline, color, motion, and grouping. 
This seems partly owing to the eye itself. 
The eye is the best of artists. By the mutual 
action of its structure and of the laws of 
light, perspective is produced, which inte- 
40 grates ev'ery mass of objects, of what char- 
acter soever, into a well colored and shaded 
globe, so that where the particular objects 
are mean and unaffecting, the landscape 
which they compose is round and symmetri- 
45 cal. And as the eye is the best composer, so 
light is the first of painters. There is no ob- 
ject so foul that intense light will not make 
beautiful. And the stimulus it affords to the 
sense, and a sort of infinitude which it hath, 
50 like space and time, make all matter gay. 
Even the corpse has its owm beauty. But 
besides this general grace diffused over na- 
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ture, almost all the individual forms are 
asfreeable to the eye, as is proved by our end- 
less imitations of some of them, as the acorn, 
the grape, the pine-cone, the wheat-ear, the 
egg, the wing-s and forms of most birds, the 
lion’s claw, the serpent, the butterfly, sea- 
shells, flames, clouds, buds, leaves, and the 
forms of many trees, as the palm. 

For better consideration, we may dis- 
tribute the aspects of Beauty in a threefold 
manner. 

1. First, the simple perception of natural 
forms is a delight. The influence of the forms 
and actions in nature is so needful to man, 
that, in its lowest functions, it seems to lie 
on the confines of commoditv and beauty. 
To the body and mind which have been 
cramped by noxious work or company, 
nature is medicinal and restores their tone. 
The tradesman, the attorney comes out of 
the din and craft of the street and sees the 
sky and the woods, and is a man again. In 
their eternal calm, he finds himself. The 
health of the eye seems to demand a horizon. 
We are never tired, so long as we can see 
far enough. 

But in other hours. Nature satisfies by its 
loveliness, and without any mixture of cor- 
poreal benefit. I see the spectacle of morn- 
ing from the hill-top over against my house, 
from day-break to sun-rise, with emotions 
which an angel might share. The long 
slender bars of cloud float like fishes in the 
sea of crimson light. From the earth, as a 
shore, I look out into that silent sea. I seem 
to partake its rapid transformations; the 
active enchantment reaches my dust, and I 
dilate and conspire with the morning wind. 
How does Nature deify us with a few and 
cheap elements! Give me health and a day, 
and I will make the pomp of emperors ridicu- 
lous. The dawn is my Assyria; the sunset 
and moon-rise my Paphos, and unimaginable 
realms of faerie; broad noon shall be my 
England of the senses and the understand- 
ing; the night shall be my Germany of mystic 
philosophy and dreams. 

Not less excellent, except for our less sus- 
ceptibility in the afternoon, was the charm, 
last evening, of a January sunset. The 
vvestem clouds divided and subdivided them- 
selves into pink flakes modulated with tints 


of unspeakable softness, and the air had so 
much life and sweetness that it w'as a pain to 
come within doors. W'hat w’as it that nature 
would say? Was there no meaning in the 
5 li\ c repose of the \ alley behind the mill, and 
w'hich Homer or Shakespeare could not re- 
form for me in w'ords? The leafless trees 
become spires of flame in the sunset, with 
the blue cast for their background, and the 
TO stars of the dead calices of flowers, and every 
withered stem and stubble rimed with frost, 
contribute something to the mute music. 

The inhabitants of cities suppose that the 
count IV landscape is pleasant only half the 
15 year. I please myself with the graces of the 
winter scenery, and believ'c that we are as 
much touched by it as bv the genial influ- 
ences of summer, do the attentive eye, each 
moment of tht' year has its own beauty, and 
20 in the same lield, it beholds, every’ hour, a 
picture which was ncv'cr seen before, and 
which shall never be seen again. The 
heavens change every moment, and reflect 
their glory or gloom on the plains beneath. 
25 The state of the crop in the surrounding 
farms alters the exj^ression of the earth from 
week to week. I’he succession of native 
plants in the pastures and roadsides, which 
makes the silent clock by which time tells 
30 the summer hours, will make even the divi- 
sions of the clay sensible to a keen observer. 
The tribes of birds and insects, like the plants 
punctual to their time, follow’ each other, and 
the year has room for all. By w’atcrcourses, 
35 the variety is greater. In July, the blue 
pontederia or pickerel-weed blooms in large 
beds in the shallow parts of our pleasant 
river, and swarms with yellow butterflies in 
continual motion. Art cannot rival this 
40 pomp of purple and gold. Indeed the river 
is a perpetual gala, and boasts each month a 
new ornament. 

But this beauty of Nature which is seen 
and felt as beauty, is the least part. The 
45 shows of day, the dewy morning, the rain- 
bow, mountains, orchards in blossom, stars, 
moonlight, shadows in still water, and the 
like, if too eagerly hunted, become shows 
merely, and mock us with their unreality. 
50 Go out of the house to see the moon, and *tis 
mere tinsel; it will not please as when its 
light shines upon your necessary journey. 
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The beauty that shimmers in the yellow- 
afternoons of October, who ever could clutch 
it? Go forth to find it, and it is gone; ’tis 
only a mirage as you look from the windows 
of diligence. : 

2. The presence of a higher, namely, of 
the spiritual element is essential to its per- 
fection. The high and divine beauty which 
can be loved without effeminacy, is that 
which is found in combination with the i 
human will. Beauty is the mark God sets 
upon virtue. Every natural action is grace- 
ful. Every heroic act is also decent, and 
causes the place and the bystanders to shine. 
We are taught by great actions that the uni- i 
verse is the property of every individual in 
it. Every rational creature has all nature 
for his dowry and estate. It is his, if he will. 
He may divest himself of it; he may creep 
into a corner, and abdicate his kingdom, as 2 
most men do, but he is entitled to the world 
by his constitution. In proportion to the 
energy of his thought and will, he takes up 
the world into himself. “All those things for 
which men plough, build, or sail, obey vir- i 
tue;” said Sallust. “The winds and waves,” 
said Gibbon, “are always on the side of the 
ablest navigators.” So are the sun and moon 
and all the stars of heaven. When a noble 
act is done, — perchance in a scene of great ^ 
natural beauty; when Leonidas and his three 
hundred martyrs consume one day in dying, 
and the sun and moon come each and look 
at them once in the steep defile of Ther- 
mo[)vla?: when Arnold Winkelried, in the ^ 
high Alps, under the shadow of the avalanche, 
gathers in his side a sheaf of Austrian spears 
to break the line for his comrades; are not 
these heroes entitled to add the beauty of the 
scene to the beauty of the deed? When the i 
bark of Columbus nears the shore of Amer- 
ica; — before it, the beach lined with savages, 
fleeing out of all their huts of cane; the sea 
behind; and the purple mountains of the 
Indian Archipelago around, can we separate . 
the man from the living picture? Does not 
the New World clothe his form with her 
palm-groves and savannahs as fit drapery? 
Ever does natural beauty steal in like air, 
and envelope great actions. When Sir , 
Harry Vane was dragged up the Tower-hill, 
sitting on a sled, to suffer death as the cham- 


pion of the English laws, one of the multi- 
tude cried out to him, “You never sate on 
so glorious a seat!” Charles II., to intimi- 
date the citizens of London, caused the pa- 
> triot Lord Russell to be drawn in an open 
coach through the principal streets of the 
city on his way to the scaffold. “But,” his 
biographer says, “the multitude imagined 
they saw liberty and virtue sitting by his 
o side.” In private places, among sordid ob- 
jects, an act of truth or heroism seems at 
once to draw to itself the sky as its temple, 
the sun as its candle. Nature stretches out 
her arms to embrace man, only let his 
5 thoughts be of equal greatness. Willingly 
does she follow his steps with the rose and 
the violet, and bend her lines of grandeur 
and grace to the decoration of her darling 
child. Only let his thoughts be of equal 
o scope, and the frame will suit the picture. 
A virtuous man is in unison with her works, 
and makes the central figure of the visible 
sphere. Homer, Pindar, Socrates, Phocion, 
associates themselves fitly in our memory 
with the geography and climate of Greece. 
The visible heavens and earth sympathize 
W'ith Jesus. And in common life whosoever 
has seen a person of powerful character and 
happy genius, will have remarked how 
easily he took all things along with him, — 
the persons, the opinions, and the day, and 
nature became ancillary to a man. 

3. There is still another aspect under 
which the beauty of the world may be 
view^ed, namely, as it becomes an object of 
tlie intellect. Beside the relation of things to 
virtue, they have a relation to thought. The 
intellect searches out the absolute order of 
things as they stand in the mind of God, and 
without the colors of affection. The intel- 
lectual and the active powers seem to suc- 
ceed each other, and the exclusive activity of 
the one generates the exclusive activity of 
the other. There is something unfriendly in 
each to the other, but they are like the al- 
ternate periods of feeding and working in 
animals; each prepares and will be followed 
by the other. Therefore does beauty, which, 
in relation to actions, as we have seen, comes 
unsought, and comes because it is unsought, 
remain for the apprehension and pursuit of 
the intellect; and then again, in its turn, of 
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the active power. Nothing divine dies. All 
good is eternally reproductive. The beauty 
of nature re-forms itself in the mind, and not 
for barren contemplation, but for new crea- 
tion. ^ 5 

All men are in some degree impressed by 
the face of the world; some men ev^en to de- 
light. This love of beauty is Taste. Others 
have the same love in such excess, that, not 
content with admiring, they seek to embody lo 
it in new forms. The creation of beauty is 
Art. 

The production of a work of art throws a 
light upon the mystery of humanity. A 
work of art is an abstract or epitome of the 15 
world. It is the result or expression of na- 
ture, in miniature. For although the works 
of nature are innumerable and all different, 
the result or the expression of them all is 
similar and single. Nature is a sea of forms 20 
radically alike and even unique. A leaf, a 
sunbeam, a landscape, the ocean, make an 
analogous impression on the mind. What 
is common to them all, — that perfectness 
and harmony, is beauty. The standard of 25 
beauty is the entire circuit of natural forms, 

— the totality of nature; which the Italians 
expressed by defining beauty “il piu nell’ 
uno.” Nothing is quite beautiful alone; 
nothing but is beautiful in the whole. A 30 
single object is only so far beautiful as it sug- 
gests this universal grace. The poet, the 
painter, the sculptor, the musician, the archi- 
tect, seek each to concentrate this radiance 
of the world on one point, and each in his 35 
several work to satisfy the love of beauty 
which stimulates him to produce. Thus is 
Art a nature passed through the alembic of 
man. Thus in art does Nature work through 
the will of a man filled with the beauty of her 40 
first works. 

The world thus exists to the soul to satisfy 
the desire of beauty. This element I call an 
ultimate end. No reason can be asked or 
given why the soul seeks beauty. Beauty, 45 
in its largest and profoundest sense, is one 
expression for the universe. God is the all- 
fair. Truth, and goodness, and beauty, are 
but different faces of the same All. But 
beauty in nature is not ultimate. It is the so 
herald of inward and eternal beauty, and is 
not alone a solid and satisfactory good. It 


must stand as a part, and not as yet the last 
or highest expression of the final cause of 
Nature. 

IV. language 

Language is a third use which Nature sub- 
serves to man. Nature is the vehicle of 
thought, and in a simple, double, and three- 
fold degree. 

1. Words are signs of natural facts. 

2. Particular natural facts arc symbols of 
particular spiritual facts. 

3 . Nature is the symbol of spirit. 

1 . Words arc signs of natural facts. The 
use of natural history is to give us aid in 
supernatural history; the use of the outer 
creation, to give us language for the beings 
and changes of the inwtird creation. Every 
word which is used lo ex{)rcss a moral or in- 
tellectual fact, if traced to its root, is found to 
be borrowed from some material appearance. 
Right means straight; wrong means twisted. 
Spirit primarily means wind; transgression, 
the cro.ssing of a line; supercilious, the raising 
oj the eyehiow. We say the heart to express 
emotion, the head lo denote thought; and 
thought and emotion are words borrowed from 
sensible things, and now aj)propriated to 
s})iritual nature. Most of the process by 
which this transfontiation is made, is hidden 
from us in the remote time when language 
was framed; but the same tendency may be 
daily observed in children. (Children and 
savages use only nouns or names of things, 
which they convert into verbs, and apply to 
analogous mental acts. 

2 . But this origin of all words that convey 
a spiritual import, — so conspicuous a fact 
in this history of language, — is our least 
debt to nature. It is not words only that 
are emblematic; it is things which are em- 
blematic. Every’ natural fact is a symbol of 
some spiritual fact. Every appearance in 
nature corresponds to some state of the mind, 
and that state of the mind can only be de- 
scribed by presenting that natural appear- 
ance as its picture. An enraged man is a 
lion, a cunning man is a fox, a firm man is a 
rock, a learned man is a torch. A lamb is 
innocence; a snake is subtle spite; flowers 
express to us the delicate affections. Light 



470 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


and darkness are our familiar expression for 
knowledge and ignorance; and heat for love. 
Visible distance behind and before us, is 
respectively our image of memory and hope. 
Who looks upon a river in a meditative hour 5 
and is not reminded of the flux of all things? 
Throw a stone into the stream, and the 
circles that propagate themselves are the 
beautiful type of all influence. Man is con- 
scious of a universal soul within or behind n 
his individual life, wherein, as in a firma- 
ment, the natures of Justice, Truth, Love, 
Freedom, arise and shine. The universal soul 
he calls Reason: it is not mine, or thine, or 
his, but we are its; we are its property and i 
men. And the blue sky in which the private 
earth is buried, the sky with its eternal calm, 
and full of everlasting orbs, is the type of 
Reason. That which intellectually consid- 
ered we call Reason, considered in relation 2 
to nature, we call Spirit. Spirit is the 
Creator. Spirit hath life in itself. And man 
in all ages and countries embodies it in his 
language as the Father. 

It is easily seen that there is nothing lucky 2 
or capricious in these analogies, but that 
they are constant, and pervade nature. 
These are not the dreams of a few poets, here 
and there, but man is an analogist, and 
studies relations in all objects. He is placed 3 
in the centre of beings, and a ray of relation 
passes from every other being to him. And 
neither can man be understood without these 
objects, nor these objects without man. All 
the farts in natural history taken by them- 3 
selves, have no value, but are barren, like a 
single sex. But marry it to human history, 
and it is full of life. While floras, all Lin- 
naeus’ and BufTon’s volumes, are dry cata- 
logues of facts; but the most trivial of these 4 
facts, the habit of a plant, the organs, or 
work, or noise of an insect, applied to the 
illustration of a fact in intellectual philosophy, 
or in any way associated to human nature, 
affects us in the most lively and agreeable 4 
manner. The seed of a plant, — to W’hat af- 
fecting analogies in the nature of man is that 
little fruit made use of, in all discourse, up 
to the voice of Paul, who calls the human 
corpse a seed, — “It is sown a natural body; 5 
it is raised a spiritual body.” The motion of 
the earth round its axis and round the sun. 


makes the day and the year. These are cer- 
tain amounts of brute light and heat. But is 
there no intent of an analogy between man’s 
life and the seasons? And do the seasons 
: gain no grandeur or pathos from that anal- 
ogy? The instincts of the ant are very un- 
important considered as the ant’s; but the 
moment a ray of relation is seen to extend 
from it to man, and the little drudge is seen 
D to be a monitor, a little body with a mighty 
heart, then all its habits, even that said to be 
recently observed, that it never sleeps, be- 
come sublime. 

Because of this radical correspondence be- 
5 tween visible things and human thoughts, 
savages, who have only what is necessary, 
converse in figures. As we go back in his- 
tory, language becomes more picturesque, 
until its infancy, when it is all poetry; or all 
o spiritual facts are represented by natural 
symbols. The same symbols are found to 
make the original elements of all languages. 
It has moreover been observed, that the 
idioms of all languages approach each other 
in passages of the greatest eloquence and 
power. And as this is the first language, so 
is it the last. This immediate dependence 
of language upon nature, this conversion of 
an outward phenomenon into a type of some- 
what in human life, never loses its power to 
affect us. It is this wLich gives that piquancy 
to the conversation of a strong-natured 
farmer or backwoodsman, which all men 
relish. 

A man’s power to connect his thought with 
its proper symbol, and so to utter it, depends 
on the simplicity of his character, that is, 
upon his love of truth and his desire to com- 
municate it without loss. The corruption of 
man is followed by the corruption of lan- 
guage. When simplicity of character and 
the sovereignty of ideas is broken up by the 
prevalence of secondar)’ desires, — the desire 
of riches, of pleasure, of power, and of praise, 
— and duplicity and falsehood take place of 
simplicity and truth, the powder over nature 
as an interpreter of the will is in a degree lost; 
new imagery ceases to be created, and old 
words are perverted to stand for things 
which are not; a paper currency is em- 
ployed, w'hen there is no bullion in the vaults. 
In due time the fraud is manifest, and words 
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lose all power to stimulate the understanding 
or the affections. Hundreds of writers may- 
be found in every long-civilized nation who 
fjr a short time belie\ e and made others be- 
lieve that they see and utter truths, %\ho do 5 
not of themselves clothe one thought in its 
natural garment, but who feed unconsciously 
on the language created by the primary 
\'Titers of the country, those, namely, who 
hold primarily on nature. 10 

But wise men pierce this rotten diction and 
fasten words again to visible things; so th.it 
picturesque language is at once a command- 
ing certificate that he who employs it is a 
man in alliance with truth and God. The is 
moment our discourse rises above the 
ground line of familiar facts and is inflamed 
with passion or exalted by thought, it clothes 
itself in images. A man conversing in ear- 
nest, if he watch his intellectual processes, 20 
will find that a material image more or k-ss 
luminous arises in his mind, contempora- 
neous with every thought, which furnishes 
the vestment of the thought. Hence, good 
writing and brilliant discourse arc pcrjictual 25 
allegories. This imagery is spontaneous. 

It is the blending of experience with the 
present action of the mind. It is proper 
creation. It is the working of the Original 
Cause through the instruments he has al- 30 
ready made. 

These facts may suggest the advantage 
which the country-life jiossesscs, for a power- 
ful mind, over the artificial and curtailed life 
of cities. We know more from nature than 35 
w-e can at will communicate. Its light flows 
into the mind evermore, and we forget its 
presence. The poet, the orator, bred in the 
woods, whose senses have been nourished by 
their fair and appeasing chances, year after 40 
year, without design and without heed, — 
shall not lose their lesson altogether, in the 
roar of cities or the broil of politics. Long 
hereafter, amidst agitation and terror in 
national council, — in the hour of revolu- 45 
tion, — these solemn images shall reappear 
in their morning lustre, as fit symbols and 
words of the thoughts wh.’ch the passing 
events shall awaken. At the call of a noble 
sentiment, again the woods wav^e, the pines 50 
murmur, the riv'^er rolls and shines, and the 
cattle low upion the mountains, as he saw and 


heard them in his infancy. And with these 
forms, the spells of persuasion, the keys of 
power are put into his hands. 

3 . We are thus assisted by natural objects 
in the expression of particular meanings. 
But how great a language to convey such 
pepper-corn informations! Did it need such 
noble races of crealurt'S. this jirofusion of 
forms, ihi.« host ol orbs in heaven, to furnish 
in.m with the du tionary and grammar of his 
inunici}ial speech.'^ Whilst we use this grand 
( ipher to expedite the affairs of our jiot and 
keltic, we feci that we have not yet put it to 
its use, neither arc aide. Wc arc like travel- 
lers using the cmclcrs of a volcano to roast 
their eggs. Whilst wc see that it always 
stands ready to clothe what we w'ould say, 
we cannot avoid the question wdicther the 
characters are not significant of themselves. 
Have mountains, and waves, and skies, no 
significance l)ut what we consciously give 
them w'hcn wc einiiloy tlann as emblems of 
our thoughts^ The world is emblematic. 
Parts of speec li are metaphors, because the 
whole of nature is a inetajihor of the human 
mind. The laws of moral nature answer to 
those of matter ns face to face in a glass. 
“'Hie visible world and the relation of its 
parts, is the dial plate of the invisible.” The 
axioms of physics translate the* laws of ethics, 
Thus, “the whole is greater than its part;” 
“reaction is equal to action;” “the smallest 
W'cight may be mack* to lift the greatest, the 
difference of wc'ight being compensated 
by time,” and many the hkc! propositions, 
which have an ethical as well as physical 
sense. These i)rop(^sitions have a much 
more extensive: and universal sense when 
applied to human life, than when confined 
to technical use. 

In like manner, the* memorable words of 
history and the provc^rbs of nations consist 
usually of a natural fact, selected as a picture 
or parable of a mrrral tnrth. Thus: A rolling 
stone gathers no mexss; A bird in the hand 
is worth two in the hush; A cripple in the 
right w-ay will beat a racer in the wrong; 
Make hay while the sun shines: ’Tis hard to 
c:arry a full cup even; Vinegar is the son of 
wdne; The last ounce broke the camel’s 
back; Long-lived trees make roots first; — 
and the like. In their primary sense these 
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are trivial facts, but we repeat them for the 
value of their analogical import. What is 
true of proverbs, is true of all fables, parables, 
and allegories. 

This relation between the mind and matter 5 
is not fancied by some poet, but stands in the 
will of God, and so is free to be known by all 
men. It appears to men, or it does not ap- 
pear. When in fortunate hours we ponder 
this miracle, the wise man doubts if at all 10 
other times he is not blind and deaf; 

“Can these things be, 

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud, 

Without our special wonder?” 

15 

for the universe becomes transparent, and 
the light of higher laws than its own shines 
through it. It is the standing problem 
which has exercised the wonder and the 
study of every fine genius since the world be- 20 
gan; from the era of the Egyptians and the 
Brahmins to that of Pythagoras, of Plato, of 
Bacon, of Leibnitz, of Swedenborg. There 
sits the Sphinx at the road-side, and from age 
to age, as each prophet comes by, he tries his 25 
fortune at reading her riddle. There seems 
to be a necessity in spirit to manifest itself in 
material forms; and day and night, river and 
storm, beast and bird, acid and alkali, pre- 
exist in necessary Ideas in the mind of God, 30 
and arc what they are by virtue of preceding 
affections in the world of spirit. A fact is the 
end or last issue of spirit. The visible crea- 
tion is the terminus or the circumference 
of the invisible world. “Material objects,” 35 
said a French philosopher, “are necessarily 
kinds of srono’ of the substantial thoughts of 
the Creator, which must always preserve an 
exact relation to their first origin; in other 
words, visible nature must have a spiritual 4c 
and moral side.” 

This doctrine is abstruse, and though the 
images of “garment,” “scorias,” “mirror,” 
etc., may stimulate the fancy, we must sum- 
mon the aid of subtler and more vital ex- 4^ 
positors to make it plain. “Every scripture 
is to be interpreted by the same spirit which 
gave it forth,” — is the fundamental law of 
criticism. A life in harmony with Nature, 
the love of truth and of virtue, will purge the s* 
eyes to understand her text. By degrees we 
may come to know the primitive sense of the 


permanent objects of nature, so that the 
world shall be to us an open book, and ever)’ 
form significant of its hidden life and final 
cause. 

A new interest surprises us, whilst, under 
the view now suggested, we contemplate the 
fearful extent and multitude of objects; 
since “every object rightly seen, unlocks a 
new faculty of the soul.” That which was 
unconscious truth, becomes, when inter- 
preted and defined in an object, a part of the 
domain of knowledge, — a new weapon in 
the magazine of power. 

V. Discipline 

In view of the significance of nature, we 
arrive at once at a new fact, that nature is a 
discipline. This use of the world includes 
the preceding uses, as parts of itself. 

Space, time, society, labor, climate, food, 
locomotion, the animals, the mechanical 
forces, give us sincerest lessons, day by day, 
whose meaning is unlimited. They educate 
both the Understanding and the Reason. 
Every property of matter is a school for the 
understanding, — its solidity or resistance, 
its inertia, its extension, its figure, its di- 
visibility. The understanding adds, divides, 
combines, measures, and finds nutriment and 
room for its activity in this worthy scene. 
Meantime, Reason transfers all these lessons 
into its own world of thought, by perceiving 
the analogy that marries Matter and Mind. 

1. Nature is a discipline of the understand- 
ing in intellectual truths. Our dealing with 
sensible objects is a constant exercise m the 
necessary lessons of difference, of likeness, of 
order, of being and seeming, of progressive 

► arrangement; of ascent from particular to 
general; of combination to one end of mani- 
fold forces. Proportioned to the importance 
of the organ to be formed, is the extreme care 
w'ith which its tuition is provided, — a care 

; pretermitted in no single case. ^Vhat te- 
dious training, day after day, year after year, 
never ending, to form the common sense; 
what continual reproduction of annoyances, 
inconveniences, dilemmas; what rejoicing 

> over us of little men; what disputing of 

prices, what reckonings of interest, — and all 
to form the Hand of the minH* — -- 
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US that “good thoughts are no better than insight refines him. The beauty of nature 
good dreams, unless they be executed !” shines in his own breast. Man is greater 

The same good office is performed by that he can see this, and the universe less, 

Property and its filial systems of debt and because Time and Space relations vanish as 

credit. Debt, grinding debt, whose iron face 5 laws are known. 

the widow, the orphan, and the sons of genius Here again we are impressed and even 
fear and hate; debt, which consumes so daunted by the immense Universe to be ex- 
much time, which so cripples and disheartens plored. “What we know is a point to what 

a great spirit with cares that seem so base, is we do not know.” Open any recent journal 

a preceptor whose lessons cannot be forgone, 10 of science, and weigh the problems suggested 
and is needed most by those who suffer from concerning Light, Heat, Electricity, Magnet- 
it most. Moreover, property, which has ism, Physiology, Geology, and judge whether 

been well compared to snow, — “if it fall the interest of natural science is likely to be 

level today, it will be blown into drifts to- soon exhausted- 

morrow,” — is the surface action of internal 15 Passing by many particulars of the disci- 
machinery, like the index on the face of a pline of nature, we must not omit to specify 
clock. Whilst now it is the gymnastics of the two. 

understanding, it is hivdng, in the foresight The exercise of the Will, or the lesson of 
of the spirit, experience in profounder laws. power, is taught in every event. From the 
The whole character and fortune of the in- 20 child’s successive possession of his several 
dividual are affected by the least inequal- senses up to the hour when he saith, “Thy 
ities in the culture of the understanding; for will be done!” he is learning the secret that 
example, in the perception of differences. he can reduce under his will, not only particu- 
Thercfore is Space, and therefore Time, that lar events but great classes, nay, the whole 
man may know that things are not huddled 25 series of events, and so conform all facts to 
and lumped, but sundered and individual. his character. Nature is thoroughly me- 
A bell and a plough have each their use, and diate. It is made to serve. It receives the 
neither can do the office of the other. Water dominion of man as meekly as the ass on 
is good to drink, coal to burn, wool to wear; which the Saviour rode. It offers all its 
but wool cannot be drunk, nor water spun, 30 kingdoms to man as the raw material which 
nor coal eaten. The wise man shows his he may mould into what is useful. Man is 

wisdom in separation, in gradation, and his never weary of working it up. He forges the 

scale of creatures and of merits is as wide as subtile and delicate air into wise and melodi- 
nature. The foolish have no range in their ous words, and gives them wing as angels of 
scale, but suppose every man is as every 35 persuasion and command. One after an- 
other man. What is not good they call the other his victorious thought comes up with 

worst, and what is not hateful, they call the and reduces all things, until the world be- 

best. comes at last only a realized will, — the 

In like manner, what good heed Nature double of the man. 

forms in us! She pardons no mistakes. 40 2. Sensible objects conform to the pre- 

Her yea is yea, and her nay, nay. monitions of Reason and reflect the con- 

The first steps in Agriculture, Astronomy, science. All things are moral; and in their 

Zoology (those first steps which the farmer, boundless changes have an unceasing refer- 
the hunter, and the sailor take), teach that ence to spiritual nature. Therefore is nature 
Nature’s dice are always loaded; that in her 45 glorious with form, color, and motion — that 
heaps and rubbish are concealed sure and every globe in the remotest heaven, every 
useful results. chemical change from the rudest crystal up 

How calmly and genially the mind appre- to the laws of life, every change of vegetation 

hends one after another the laws of physics! from the first principle of growth in the eye 

Wffiat noble emotions dilate the mortal as he 50 of a leaf, to the tropical forest and antedi- 
enters into the councils of the creation, and luvian coal-mine, every animal function from 
feels by knowledge the privilege to Be! His the sponge up to Hercules, shall hint or 
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thunder to man the laws of right and wrong, 
and echo the Ten Commandments. There- 
fore is Nature ever the ally of Religion — 
lends all her pomp and riches to the religious 
sentiment. Prophet and priest, David, 5 
Isaiah, Jesus, have drawn deeply from this 
source. This ethical character so penetrates 
the bone and marrow of nature, as to seem 
the end for which it was made. Whatever 
private purpose is answered by any member 10 
or part, this is its public and universal func- 
tion, and is never omitted. Nothing in nature 
is exhausted in its first use. When a thing 
has served an end to the uttermost, it is wholly 
new for an ulterior service. In God, every 15 
end is converted into a new means. Thus 
the use of commodity, regarded by itself, is 
mean and squalid. But it is to the mind an 
education in the doctrine of Use, namely, 
that a thing is good only so far as it serves; 20 
that a conspiring of parts and efforts to the 
production of an end is essential to any be- 
ing. The first and gross manifestations of 
this truth is our inevitable and hated training 
in values and wants, in com and meat. 25 

It has already been illustrated, that every 
natural process is a version of a moral sen- 
tence. The moral law lies at the centre of 
nature and radiates to the circumference. 

It is the pith and marrow of every substance, 30 
every relation, and every process. All things 
with which we deal, preach to us. What 
is a farm but a mute gospel? The chaff 
and the wheat, weeds and plants, blight, 
rain, insects, sun, — it is a sacred emblem 35 
from the first furrow of spring to the last 
stack which the snow of winter overtakes in 
the fields. But the sailor, the shepherd, the 
miner, the merchant, in their several re- 
sorts, have each an experience precisely 40 
parallel, and leading to the same conclusion: 
because all organizations are radically alike. 
Nor can it be doubted that this moral senti- 
ment which thus scents the air, grows in the 
grain, and impregnates the waters of the 45 
world, is caught by man and sinks into his 
soul. The moral influence of nature upon 
every individual is that amount of truth 
which it illustrates to him. Who can esti- 
mate this? Who can guess how much firm- 50 
ness the sea-beaten rock has taught the 
fisherman? how much tranquillity has been 


reflected to man from the azure sky, over 
whose unspotted deeps the winds forever- 
more drive flocks of stormy clouds, and leave 
no wrinkle or stain? how much industry 
and providence and affection we have caught 
from the pantomime of brutes? What a 
searching preacher of self-command is the 
varying phenomenon of Health ! 

Herein is especially apprehended the unity 
of Nature, — the unity in variety, — which 
meets us everywhere. All the endless va- 
riety of things make an identical impres- 
sion. Xenophanes complained in his old 
age that, look where he would, all things 
hastened back to Unity. He was weary of 
seeing the same entity in the tedious variety 
of forms. The fable of Proteus has a cordial 
truth. A leaf, a drop, a crystal, a moment 
of time, is related to the whole, and par- 
takes of the perfection of the whole. Each 
particle is a microcosm, and faithfully ren- 
ders the likeness of the world. 

Not only resemblances exist in things whose 
analogy is obvious, as when we detect the 
type of the human hand in the flipper of 
the fossil saurus, but also in objects wherein 
there is great superficial unlikeness. Thus 
architecture is called “frozen music,’’ by Dc 
StaH and Goethe. Vitruvius thought an 
architect should be a musician. “A Gothic 
church,” said Coleridge, “is a petrified re- 
ligion.” Michael Angelo maintained that, 
to an architect, a knowledge of anatomy is 
essential. In Haydn’s oratorios, the notes 
present to the imagination not only motions, 
as of the snake, the stag, and the elephant, 
but colors also; as the green grass. The law 
of harmonic sounds reappears in the har- 
monic colors. The granite is differenced in 
its laws only by the more or less of heat 
from the river that wears it away. The 
river, as it flows, resembles the air that flows 
over it; the air resembles the light which 
traverses it with more subtile currents; the 
light resembles the heat which rides with it 
through Space. Each creature is only a 
modification of the other; the likeness in 
them is more than the difference, and their 
radical law is one and the same. A rule of 
one art, or a law of one organization, holds 
true throughout nature. So intimate is this 
Unity, tliat, it is easily seen, it lies under the 
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undermost garment of nature, and betrays 
Its source in Universal Spirit. For it per- 
vades Thought also. Every universal truth 
which we express in words, implies or sup- 
poses every other truth. Omne verum veio 5 
consonat. It is like a great circle on a sphere, 
comprising all possible circles; which, how- 
e\'er, may be drawn and comprise it in like 
manner. Every such truth is the absolute 
Ens seen from one side. But it has in- : 
numerable sides. 

The central Unity is still more conspicuous 
in actions. Words are finite organs of the 
’nfinite mind. They cannot cover the di- 
mensions of what is in truth. They break, i 
chop and impoverish it. An action is the 
perfection and publication of thought. A 
right action seems to fill the eye, and to be 
related to all nature. “The wise man, in 
doing one thing, does all; or, in the one 
thing he does rightly, he sees the likeness of 
all which is done rightly.” 

Words and actions are not the attributes 
of brute nature. They introduce us to the 
human form, of which all other organiza- 
tions appear to be degradations. When this 
appears among so many that surround it, 
the spirit prefers it to all others. It says, 
“From such as this have I drawn joy and 
knowledge; in such as this have I found and 
beheld myself; I will speak to it; it can 
speak again; it can yield me thought al- 
ready formed and alive.” In fact, the eye, 
— the mind, — is always accompanied by 
these forms, male and female; and these 
are incomparably the richest informatio s 
of the power and order that lie at the heart of 
things. Unfortunately every one of them 
bears the marks as of some injury; is marred 
and superficially defective. Nevertheless, 
far different from the deaf and dumb nature 
around them, these all rest like fountain- 
pipes on the unfathomed sea of thought 
and virtue whereto they alone, of all organi- 
zations, are the entrances. 

It were a pleasant inquiry to follow into 
detail their ministry to our education, but 
where would it stop? ^Ve are associated in 
adolescent and adult life with some friends, 
who, like skies and waters, are coextensive 
with our idea; who, answering each to a 
certain affection of the soul, satisfy our desire 


on that side; whom we lack power to put at 
such focal distance from us, that we can mend 
or even analyze them. We cannot choose 
but love tliein. When much intercourse 
with a friend has supplied us with a stand- 
ard of excellence, and has increased our 
respect for tlie resources of God who thus 
sends a real person to outgo our ideal; when 
he has, moreover, become an object of 
thought, and, whilst his character retains 
all its unconscious effect, is converted in the 
mind into solid and sweet wisdom, — it is a 
sign to us that his office is closing, and he is 
commonly withdrawn from our sight in a 
short time. 


VI. Idealism 

20 Thus is the unspeakalile but intelligible 
and practicable meaning of the world con- 
veyed to man, the immortal pupil, in every 
object of sense. To this one end of Disci- 
pline; all parts of nature conspire. 

25 A noble doubt perpetually suggests itself. 
— whether this end be not the Final Cause of 
the Universe; and whether nature outwardlv 
exists. It is a sufficient account of that Ap- 
pearance we call the World, that God will 
30 teach a human mind, and so makes it the 
receiver of a certain number of congruent 
sensations, which we call sun and moon, man 
and woman, house and trade. In my utter 
impotence to test the authenticity of the 
35 report of my senses, to know whether the 
impressions they make on me correspond 
with outlying objects, what difference does 
it make, whether Orion is up there in heaven, 
or some god jxiints the image in the firma- 
40 ment of the soul? The relations of parts 
and the end of the whoh* remaining the same, 
what is the difference, whether land and sea 
interact, and worlds revolve and intermingle 
without number or end, — deep yawning 
45 under deep, and galaxy balancing galaxy, 
throughout absolute space, — or whether, 
without relations of time and space, the same 
appearances are inscribed in the constant 
faith of man? Whether nature enjoy a sub- 
55 stantial existence without, or is only in the 
apocalypse of the mind, it is alike useful and 
alike venerable to me. Be it what it may, 
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it is ideal to me so long as I cannot try the 
accuracy of my senses. 

The frivolous make themselves merry with 
the Ideal theory, as if its consequences were 
burlesque; as if it affected the stability of 
nature. It surely does not. God never 
jests with us, and will not compromise the 
end of nature by permitting any inconse- 
quence in its procession. Any distrust of 
the permanence of laws would paralyze 
the faculties of man. Their permanence is 
sacredly respected, and his faith therein is 
perfect. The wheels and springs of man are 
all set to the hypothesis of the permanence 
of nature. We are not built like a ship to 
be tossed, but like a house to stand. It is 
a natural consequence of this structure, that 
so long as the active powers predominate 
over the reflective, we resist with indignation 
any hint that nature is more short-lived or 
mutable than spirit. The broker, the 
wheelwright, the carpenter, the tollman, 
are much displeased at the intimation. 

But whilst we acquiesce entirely in the 
permanence of natural laws, the question of 
the absolute existence of nature still remains 
open. It is the uniform effect of culture on 
the human mind, not to shake our faith in 
the stability of particular phenomena, as of 
heat, water, azote; but to lead us to regard 
nature as phenomenon, not a substance; to 
attribute necessary existence to spirit; to 
esteem nature as an accident and an effect. 

To the senses and the unrenewed under- 
standing, belongs a sort of instinctive belief 
in the absolute existence of nature. In their 
view man and nature are indissolubly joined. 
Things are ultimates, and they never look 
beyond their sphere. The presence of Rea- 
son mars this faith. The first effort of 
thought tends to relax this despotism of the 
senses which binds us to nature as if we were 
a part of it, and shows us nature aloof, and, 
as it were, afloat. Until this higher agency 
intervened, the animal eye sees, with wonder- 
ful accuracy, sharp outlines and colored 
surfaces. When the eye of Reason opens, to 
outline and surface are at once added grace 
and expression. These proceed from im- 
agination and affection, and abate somewhat 
of the angular distinctness of objects. If 
the Reason be stimulated to more earnest 


vision, outlines and surfaces become trans- 
parent, and are no longer seen; causes and 
spirits are seen through them. The best 
moments of life are these delicious awaken- 
5 ings of the higher powers, and the reveren- 
tial withdrawing of nature before its God. 

Let us proceed to indicate the effects of 
culture. 

1 . Our first institution in the Ideal philos- 
lo ophy is a hint from Nature herself. 

Nature is made to conspire with spirit to 
emancipate us. Certain mechanical changes, 
a small alteration in our local position, ap- 
prizes us of a dualism. We are strangely 
15 affected by seeing the shore from a moving 
ship, from a balloon, or through the tints of 
an unusual sky. The least change in our 
point of view gives the whole world a pic- 
torial air. A man who seldom rides, needs 
20 only to get into a coach and traverse his own 
town, to turn the street into a puppet-show. 
The men, the women, — talking, running, 
bartering, fighting, — the earnest mechanic, 
the lounger, the beggar, the boys, the dogs, 
25 are unrealized at once, or, at least, wholly 
detached from all relation to the observer, 
and seen as apparent, not substantial beings. 
What new thoughts are suggested by seeing a 
face of country quite familiar, in the rapid 
30 movement of the railroad car! Nay, the 
most wonted objects, (make a very slight 
change in the point of vision,) please us most 
In a camera obscura, the butcher’s cart, and 
the figure of one of our own family amuse us. 
35 So a portrait of a well-known face gratifies 
us. Turn the eyes upside down, by looking 
at the landscape through your legs, and how 
agreeable is the picture, though you have 
seen it any time these twenty years ! 

40 In these cases, by mechanical means, is 
suggested the difference between the ob- 
server and the spectacle, — between man 
and nature. Hence arises a pleasure mixed 
with awe; I may say, a low degree of the 
45 sublime is felt, from the fact, probably, that 
man is hereby apprized that whilst the 
world is a spectacle, something in himself 
is stable. 

2 . In a higher manner the poet communi- 
50 cates the same pleasure. By a few strokes he 

delineates — as on air — the sun, the moun- 
tain, the camp, the city, the hero, the 
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maiden, not different from what we know 
tnem, but only lifted from the ground and 
afloat before the eye. He unfixes the land 
and the sea, makes them revolve around the 
axis of his primary thought, and disposes 5 
them anew. Possessed himself by a heroic 
passion, he uses matter as symbols of it. 
The sensual man conforms thoughts to 
things; the poet conforms things to his 
thoughts. The one esteems nature as rooted 10 
and fast; the other, as fluid, and impresses 
his being thereon. To him, the refractory 
world is ductile and flexible; he invests dust 
and stones whth humanity, and makes them 
the words of the Reason. The Imagination 15 
may be defined to be the use which the 
Reason makes of the material world. Shak- 
speare possesses the power of subordinating 
nature for the purposes of expression, be- 
yond all poets. His imperial muse tosses 20 
the creation like a bauble from hand to hand, 
and uses it to embody any caprice of thought 
that is uppermost in his mind. The remot- 
est spaces of nature are visited, and the 
farthest sundered things are brought to- 25 
gether, by a subtile spiritual connection. 

We are made aware that magnitude of mate- 
rial things is relative, and all objects shrink 
and expand to serve the passion of the poet. 
Thus in his sonnets, the lays of birds, the 30 
scents and dyes of flowers he finds to be the 
shadow of his beloved; time, which keeps her 
from him, is his chest; the suspicion she has 
awakened, is her ornament: 

“The ornament of beauty is Suspect, 

A crow which flies in heaven’s sweetest air.” 

His passion is not the fruit of chance; it 
swells, as he speaks, to a city, or a state: 

“No, it was builded far from accident; 

It suffers not m smiling pomp, nor falls 
Under the brow of thralling discontent; 

It fears not policy, that heretic. 

That works on leases of short numbered hours, 

But all alone stands hugely politic.” 

In the strength of his constancy, the Pyra- 
mids seem to him recent and transitory. 
The freshness of youth and love dazzles him 
v/ith its resemblance to morning: 

“Take those lips away 
Which so sweetly were forsworn; 

And those eyes, — the break of day, 

Lights that do mislead the mom.” 


The wild beauty of this hyperbole, I may say 
in passing, it would not be easy to match in 
literature. 

This transfiguration which all material 
objects undergo through the passion of the 
poet, — this power which he exerts to dwarf 
the great, to magnify the small, — might be 
illustrated by a thousand examples from his 
plays. I have before me the Tempest, and 
will cite only these few lines: 

“Ariel. The strong based promontory 
Hav'e I made shak»', and by the spurs plucked up 
The pine and cedar.” 

Prosper o calls for music to soothe the frantic 
Alonzo, and his companions: 

“A solemn air, and tlie best comforter 
To an unsettled faiay, cure thy brains 
Now uselc'^s, boiled within thy skull.” 

Again: 

“The charm dissolves apace, 

And, as the morning steals upon the night. 
Melting the daikness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer reason. 

I'heir understanding 

Begins to swell: and the approaching tide 
Will shortly fill the leason.ible shores 
That now lie foul and muddy.” 

The perception of real affinities between 
events (that is to say, of ideal affinities, for 
those only are real), enables the poet thus to 
make free with the most imposing forms and 
phenomena of the world, and to assert the 
predominance of the soul. 

3 . Whilst thus the poet animates nature 
with his own thoughts, he differs from the 
philosopher only herein, that the one pro- 
poses Beauty as his main end; the other 
Truth. But the philosopher, not less than 
the poet, postpones the apparent order and 
relations of things to the empire of thought. 
“The problem of philosophy,” according to 
Plato, “is, for all that exists conditionally, to 
find a ground unconditioned and absolute.” 

It proceeds on the faith that a law determines 
all phenomena, which being known, the 
phenomena can be predicted. That law, 
when in the mind, is an idea. Its beauty is 
infinite. The true philosopher and the true 
poet are one, and a beauty, which is truth, 
and a truth, which is beauty, is the aim of 
both. Is not the charm of ore of Plato’s or 
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Aristotle’s definitions strictly like that of the 
Antigone of Sophocles? It is, in both cases, 
that a spiritual life has been imparted to 
nature; that the solid seeming block of mat- 
ter has been pervaded and dissolved by a 5 
thought; that this feeble human being has 
penetrated the vast masses of nature with an 
informing soul, and recognized itself in their 
harmony, that is, seized their law. In 
physics, when this is attained, the memory 10 
d is burthens itself of its cumbrous catalogues 
of particulars, and carries centuries of obser- 
vation in a sii^igle formula. 

Thus even in physics, the material is de- 
graded before the spiritual. The astronomer, 15 
the geometer, rely on their irrefragable anal- 
ysis, and disdain the results of observation. 
The sublime remark of Euler on his law of 
arches, ‘‘This will be found contrary to all 
experience, yet is true,” had already trans- 20 
ferred nature into the mind, and left matter 
like an outcast corpse. 

4 . Intellectual science has been observed 
to beget invariably a doubt of the existence 
of matter. Turgot said, “He that has never 25 
doubted the existence of matter, may be 
assured he has no aptitude for metaphysical 
inquiries.” It fastens the attention upon 
immortal necessary uncreated natures, that 
is, upon Ideas; and in their presence we feel 30 
that the outward circumstance is a dream 
and a shade. Whilst we wait in this Olympus 
of gods, we think of nature as an appendix 
to the soul. We ascend into their region, 
and know that these are the thoughts of the 35 
Supreme Being. “These are they who 
were set up from everlasting, from the be- 
ginning, or ever the earth was. When he 
prepared the heavens, they were there; when 
he established the clouds above, when he 40 
strengthened the fountains of the deep. 
Then they were by him, as one brought up 
with him. Of them took he counsel.” 

Their influence is proportionate. As ob- 
jects of science they are accessible to few 45 
men. Yet all men are capable of being 
raised by piety or by passion, into their 
region. And no man touches these divine 
natures, without becoming, in some degree, 
himself divine. Like a new soul, they renew 50 
the body. We become physically nimble and 
lightsome; we tread on air; life is no longer 


irksome, and we think it will never be so. 
No man fears age or misfortune or death in 
their serene company, for he is transported 
out of the district of change. Whilst we 
behold unveiled the nature of Justice and 
Truth, we learn the difference between the 
absolute and the conditional or relative. We 
apprehend the absolute. As it were, for the 
first time, we exist. We become immortal, 
for we learn that time and space are relations 
of matter; that with a perception of truth or 
a virtuous will they have no affinity. 

5 . Finally, religion and ethics, which may 
be fitly called the practice of ideas, or the 
introduction of ideas into life, have an anal- 
ogous effect with all lower culture, in degrad- 
ing nature and suggesting its dependence 
on spirit. Ethics and religion differ herein; 
that the one is the system of human duties 
commencing from man; the other, from God. 
Religion includes the personality of God; 
Ethics does not. They are one to our present 
design. They both put nature under foot. 
The first and last lesson of religion is, “The 
things that are seen, are temporal; the things 
that are unseen, are eternal.” It puts an 
affront upon nature. It does that for the 
unschooled, which philosophy does for Berke- 
ley and Viasa. The uniform language that 
may be heard in the churches of the most 
ignorant sects is, — “Contemn the unsub- 
stantial shows of the world; they are van- 
ities, dreams, shadows, unrealities; seek the 
realities of religion.” The devotee flouts 
nature. Some theosophists have arrived at 
a certain hostility and indignation towards 
matter, as the Manichean and Plotinus. 
They distrusted in themselv^es any looking 
back to these flesh-pots of Egypt. Plotinus 
was ashamed of his body. In short, they 
might all say of matter, what Michael Angelo 
said of external beauty, “It is the frail and 
weary W'eed, in which God dresses the soul 
which he has called into time.” 

It appears that motion, poetry, physical 
and intellectual science, and religion, all tend 
to affect our convictions of the reality of the 
external world. But I own there is some- 
thing ungrateful in expanding too curiously 
the particulars of the general proposition, 
that all culture tends to imbue us with ideal- 
ism, I have no hostility to nature, but a 
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child’s love to it. I expand and live in the 
warm day like com and melons. Let us 
speak her fair. I do not wish to fling stones 
at my beautiful mother, nor soil my gentle 
nest. I only wish to indicate the true posi- « 
non of nature in regard to man, wherein to 
establish man all right education tends; as 
the ground which to attain is the object of 
human life, that is, of man’s connection with 
nature. Culture inverts the vulgar views of i. 
nature, and brings the mind to call that ap- 
parent which it uses to call real, and that 
real which it uses to call visionary. Children, 
it is true, believe in the external world. The 
belief that it appears only, is an afterthought, 
but with culture this faith will as surely arise 
on the mind as did the first. 

The advantage of the ideal theory o\’er the 
popular faith is this, that it presents the 
world in precisely that view which is most 
desirable to the mind. It is, in fact, the view 
which Reason, both speculative and practical, 
that is, philosophy and virtue, take. For 
seen in the light of thought, the world always 
is phenomenal; and virtue subordinates it to 
the mind. Idealism sees the world in God. 

It beholds the whole circle of persons and 
things, of actions and events, of country and 
religion, not as painfully accumulated, atom 
after atom, act after act, in an aged creep- 
ing Past, but as one vast picture which God 
paints on the instant eternity for the con- 
templation of the soul. Therefore the soul 
holds itself off from a too trivial and micro- 
scopic study of the universal tablet. It 
respects the end too much to immerse itself in 
the means. It sees something more im- 
portant in Christianity than the scandals 
of ecclesiastical history or the niceties of 
criticism; and, very incurious concerning 
persons or miracles, and not at all disturbed 
by chasms of historical evidence, it accepts 
from God the phenomenon, as it finds it, as 
the pure and awful form of religion in the 
world. It is not hot and passionate at the 
appearance of what it calls its own good or 
bad fortune, at the union or opposition of 
other persons. No man is its enemy. It 
accepts whatsoever befalls, as part of its 
lesson. It is a watcher more than a doer, 
and it is a doer, only that it may the better 
watch. 


VIL Spirit 

It is essential to a true theory of nature and 
of man, that it should contain somewhat pro- 
gressive. Uses that are exhausted or that 
may be, and facts that end in the statement, 
cannot be all that is true of this brave lodging 
wherein man is harbored, and wherein all his 
faculties find appropriate and endless exer- 
cise. And all the uses of nature admit of 
being summed in one, which yields the ac- 
tivity of man an infinite scope. Through 
all its kingdoms, to the suburbs and outskirts 
of things, it is faithful to the cause whence it 
had its origin. It always speaks of Spirit. 
It suggests the absolute. It is a perpetual 
effect. It is a great shadow pointing always 
to the sun behind us. 

The aspect of Nature is devout. Like the 
figure of Jesus, she stands with bended head, 
and hands folded upon the breast. The hap- 
piest man is he who learns from nature the 
lesson of worship. 

Of that ineffable essence which we call 
Spirit, he that thinks most, will say least. 
We can foresee God in the coarse, and, as it 
were, distant phenomena of matter; but 
when we try to define and describe himself, 
both language and thought desert us, and we 
are as helpless as fools and savages. That 
essence refuses to be recorded in propositions, 
but when man has worshipped him intellectu- 
ally, the noblest ministry of nature is to 
stand as the apparition of God. It is the 
organ through which the universal spirit 
speaks to the individual, and strives to lead 
back the individual to it. 

When we consider Spirit, we see that the 
views already presented do not include the 
whole circumference of man. We must add 
some related thoughts. 

Three problems are put by nature to the 
mind: What is matter? Whence is it? and 
Whereto? The first of these questions Oxily, 
the ideal theory answers. Idealism saith: 
matter is a phenomenon, not a substance. 
Idealism acquaints us with the total dis- 
parity between the evidence of our own being 
and the evidence of the world’s being. The 
one is perfect; the other, incapable of any 
. assurance; the mind is a part of the nature of 
things; the world is a divine dream, from 
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which we may presently awake to the glories 
and certainties of day. Idealism is a hypoth- 
esis to account for nature by other principles 
than those of carpentry and chemistry. Yet, 
if it only deny the existence of matter, it does 
not satisfy the demands of the spirit. It 
leaves God out of me. It leaves me in the 
splendid labyrinth of my perceptions, to 
wander without end. Then the heart resists 
it, because it balks the affections in denying 
substantive being to men and women. Na- 
ture is so pervaded with human life that 
there is something of humanity in all and 
in every particular. But this theory makes 
nature foreign to me, and does not account 
for that consanguinity which we acknowl- 
edge to it. 

Let it stand then, in the present state of 
our knowledge, merely as a useful introduc- 
tory hypothesis, serving to apprise us of the 
eternal distinction between the soul and the 
world. 

But when, following the invisible steps of 
thought, we come to inquire, Whence is 
matter? and Whereto? many truths arise to 
us out of the recesses of consciousness. We 
learn that the highest is present to the soul of 
man; that the dread universal essence, which 
is not wisdom, or love, or beauty, or power, 
but all in one, and each entirely, is that for 
which all things exist, and that by which they 
are; that spirit creates; that behind nature, 
throughout nature, spirit is present; one and 
not compound it does not act upon us from 
without, that is, in space and time, but 
spiritually, or through ourselves: therefore, 
that spirit, that is, the Supreme Being, does 
not build up nature around us but puts it 
forth through us, as the life of the tree puts 
forth new branches and leaves through the 
pores of the old. As a plant upon the earth, 
so a man rests upon the bosom of God; he is 
nourished by unfailing fountains, and draws 
at his need inexhaustible power. Who can 
set bounds to the possibilities of man? Once 
inhale the upper air, being admitted to be- 
hold the absolute natures of justice and 
truth, and we learn that man has access to 
the entire mind of the Creator, is himself the 
creator in the finite. This view, which ad- 
monishes me where the sources of wisdom 
and power lie, and points to virtue as to 


“The golden key 
Which opes the palace of eternity,” 

carries upon its face the highest certificate of 
truth, because it animates me to create my 
5 own world through the purification of my 
soul. 

The world proceeds from the same spirit as 
the body of man. It is a remoter and inferior 
incarnation of God, a projection of God in 
the unconscious. But it differs from the 
body in one important respect. It is not, 
like that, now subjected to the human will. 
Its serene order is inviolable by us. It is, 
therefore, to us, the present expositor of the 
^5 divine mind. It is a fixed point whereby we 
may measure our departure. As we de- 
generate, the contrast between us and our 
house is more evident. We are as much 
strangers in nature as we are aliens from God. 
We do not understand the notes of birds. 
The fox and the deer run away from us; the 
bear and tiger rend us. We do not know the 
uses of more than a few plants, as corn and 
the apple, the potato and the vine. Is not 
the landscape, every glimpse of which hath a 
grandeur, a face of him? Yet this may show 
us what discord is between man and nature, 
for you cannot freely admire a noble land- 
scape if laborers are digging in the field hard 
by. The poet finds something ridiculous in 
his delight until he is out of the sight of men. 

Vlll. Prospects 

35 In inquiries respecting the laws of the 
world and the frame of things, the highest 
reason is always the truest. That wTich 
seems faintly possible, it is so refined, is 
often faint and dim because it is deepest seated 
40 in the mind among the eternal verities. Em- 
pirical science is apt to cloud the sight, and 
by the very knowledge of functions and proc- 
esses to bereave the student of the manly 
contemplation of the whole. The savant 
45 becomes unpoetic. But the best read natural- 
ist who lends an entire and devout attention 
to truth, will see that there remains much 
to learn of his relation to the world, and 
that it is not to be learned by any addition 
50 or subtraction or other comparison of known 
, quantities, but is arrived at by untaught 
sallies of the spirit, by a continual self- 
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recovery, and by entire humility. He will 
perceive that there are far more excellent 
qualities in the student than preciseness and 
infallibility; that a guess is often more fruit- 
ful than an indisputable affirmation, and 
that a dream may let us deeper into the 
secret of nature than a hundred concerted 
experiments. 

For the problems to be solved are precisely 
those which the physiologist and the natu- j 
ralist omit to state. It is not so pertinent to 
man to know all the individuals of the animal 
kingdom, as it is to know whence and 
whereto is this tyrannizing unity in his con- 
stitution, which evermore separates and i 
classifies things, endeavoring to reduce the 
most diverse to one form. When I behold a 
rich landscape, it is less to my purpose to 
recite correctly the order and superposition 
of the strata, than to know why all thought 2( 
of multitude is lost in a tranquil sense of 
unity. I cannot greatly honor minuteness 
in details, so long as there is no hint to ex- 
plain the relation between things and 
thoughts; no ray upon the metaphysics of 2= 
conchology, of botany, of the arts, to show 
the relation of the forms of flowers, shells, 
animals, architecture, to the mind, and build 
science upon ideas. In a cabinet of natural 
history, we become sensible of a certain 
occult recognition and sympathy in regard 
to the most unwieldly and eccentric forms of 
beast, fish, and insect. The American who 
has been confined, in his OAvn country, to 
the sight of buildings designed after foreign 
models, is surprised on entering York Min- 
ster or St. Peter’s at Rome, by the feeling 
that these structures are imitations also, — 
faint copies of an invisible archetype. Nor 
has science sufficient humanity, so long as 
the naturalist overlooks that wonderful con- 
gruity which subsists between man and the 
world; of which he is lord, not because he 
is the most subtile inhabitant, but because 
he is its head and heart, and finds something 
of himself in every great and small thing, in 
every mountain stratum, in every new law 
of color, fact of astronomy, or atmospheric 
influence which observation or analysis lays 
open. A perception of this mystery inspires 
the muse of George Herbert, the beautiful 
psalmist of the seventeenth century. The 


following lines are part of his little poem on 
Man. 

“Man is all symmetry, 

Full of proporuuiis, one limb to another, 

.A.nd to all the world besides. 

Each part may call the farthest, brother; 

For head with foot hath private amity, 

And both with moons and tides. 

“Nothing hath got so far 
But man hath caught and kept it as his prey; 

His eyes dismount the highest star; 

He is in little all the sphere. 

Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they 
Find their acquaintance there. 

“For us, the winds do blow, 

^ The earth doth rest, hea\cn move, and fountains 
flow . 

Nothing wc sec, but means our good, 

As our delight, or as our treasure; 

The whole is either our cupboard of food, 

^ Or cabinet of pleasure. 

“The stars have us to bed: 

Night draws the curtain; which the sun withdraws, 
Music and light attend our head. 

All things unto our flesh are kind. 

In their descent and being; to our mind, 

: In their aseent and cause. 

“More servants wait on man 
Than he’ll take notice of. In every path. 

He treads down that which doth befriend him 
When sickness makes him pale and wan. 

Oh mighty love! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him.” 

The perception of this class of truths makes 
the attraction which draws men to science, 
but the end is lost sight of in attention to 
the means. In view of this half-sight of 
science, we accept the sentence of Plato, that 
“poetry comes nearer to vital truth than 
history.” Every surmise and vaticination of 
the mind is entitled to a certain respect, and 
we Jeam to prefer imperfect theories, and 
sentences which contain glimpses of truth, 
to digested systems which have no one valu- 
able suggestion. A wise writer will feel that 
the ends of study and composition are b^st 
answered by announcing undiscovered re- 
gions of thought, and so communicating, 
through hope, new activity to the torpid 
spirit. 

I shall therefore conclude this essay with 
some traditions of man and nature, which a 
certain poet sang to me; and which, as they 
have always been in the world, and perhaps 
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reappjear to every bard, may be both history 
and prophecy. 

“The foundations of man are not in matter, 
but in spirit. But the element of spirit is 
eternity. To it, therefore, the longest series « 
of events, the oldest chronologies are young 
and recent. In the cycle of the universal 
man, from whom the known individuals pro- 
ceed, centuries are points, and all history is 
but the epoch of one degradation. i 

“We distrust and deny inwardly our sym- 
pathy with nature. We own and disown our 
relation to it, by turns. We are like Nebu- 
chadnezzar, dethroned, bereft of reason, and 
eating grass like an ox. But who can set i 
limits to the remedial force of spirit? 

“A man is a god in ruins. When men are 
innocent, life shall be longer, and shall pass 
into the immortal as gently as we awake 
from dreams. Now, the world would be 2 
insane and rabid, if these disorganizations 
should last for hundreds of years. It is kept 
in check by death and infancy. Infancy is 
the perpetual Messiah, which comes into the 
arms of fallen men, and pleads with them to 2 
return to paradise. 

“Man is the dwarf of himself. Once he 
was permeated and dissolved by spirit. He 
filled nature with his overflowing currents. 
Out from him sprang the sun and moon; 3 
from man the sun, from woman the moon. 
The laws of his mind, the periods of his 
actions externized themselves into day and 
night, into the year and the seasons. But, 
having made for himself this huge shell, his 3 
waters retired; he no longer fills the veins 
and veinlets; he is shrunk to a drop. He 
sees that the structure still fits him, but fits 
him colossally. Say, rather, once it fitted 
him, now it corresponds to him from far and 4 
on high. He adores timidly his own work. 
Now is man the follower of the sun, and 
woman the follower of the moon. Yet 
sometimes he starts in his slumber, and won- 
ders at himself and his house, and muses 4 
strangely at the resemblance betwixt him 
and it. He perceives that if his law is still 
paramount, if still he have elemental power, 
if his word is sterling yet in nature, it is not 
conscious power, it is not inferior but supe- 5 
rior to his will. It is instinct.” Thus my 
Orphic poet sang. 


At present, man applies to nature but half 
his force. He works on the world with his 
understanding alone. He lives in it and 
masters it by a penny-wisdom; and he that 
; works most in it is but a half-man, and 
whilst his arms are strong and his digestion 
good, his mind is imbruted, and he is a selfish 
savage. His relation to nature, his power 
over it, is through the understanding, as by 
o manure; the economic use of fire, wind, 
water, and the mariner’s needle; steam, coal, 
chemical agriculture; the repairs of the 
human body by the dentist and the surgeon. 
This is such a resumption of power as if a 
5 banished king should buy his territories inch 
by inch, instead of vaulting at once into his 
throne. Meantime, in the thick darkness, 
there are not wanting gleams of a better 
light, — occasional examples of the action 
o of man upon nature with his entire force, — 
with reason as well as understanding. Such 
examples are: the traditions of miracles in 
the earliest antiquity of all nations; the 
history of Jesus Christ; the achievements of 
5 a principle, as in religious and political 
revolutions, and in the abolition of the slave- 
trade; the miracles of enthusiasm, as those 
reported of Swedenborg, Hohenlohe, and 
the Shakers; many obscure and yet contested 
D facts, now arranged under the name of 
Animal Magnetism; prayer; eloquence; self 
healing; and the wisdom of children. These 
are examples of Reason’s momentary grasp 
of the sceptre; the exertions of a power which 
5 exists not in time or space, but an instan- 
taneous instreaming causing power. The 
difference betw^een the actual and the ideal 
force of man is happily figured by the school- 
men, in saying that the knowledge of man 
o is an evening knowledge, vespertina cognitio, 
but that of God is a morning knowledge, 
matutina cognitio. 

The problem of restoring to the world 
original and eternal beauty is solved by the 
5 redemption of the soul. The ruin or the 
blank that we see when w^e look at nature, is 
in our owm eye. The axis of vision is not 
coincident with the axis of things, and so 
they appear not transparent but opaque, 
o The reason why the world lacks unity, and 
lies broken and in heaps, is because man is 
disunited with himselfi He cannot be a 
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naturalist until he satisfies all the demands of new eyes. It shall answer the endless in- 

the spirit. Love is as much its demand as quiry of the intellect, — What is truth? and 

perception. Indeed, neither can be perfect of the affections, — What is good? by yield- 

\\'ithout the other. In the uttermost mean- ing itself passive to the educated Will. Then 

mg of the words, thought is devout, and 5 shall come to pass what my poet said: 
devotion is thought. Deep calls unto deep. “Nature is not fixed but fluid. Spirit alters, 
But in actual life, the marriage is not cele- moulds, makes it. The immobilitv or brute- 
brated. There are innocent men who wor- ness of nature is the absence of spirit; to 
ship God after the tradition of their fathers, pure spirit it is fluid, it is volatile, it is obedi- 
but their sense of duty has not yet extended 10 ent. Eveiy spirit builds itself a house and 
m the use of all their faculties. And there beyond its house a world and beyond its 
are patient naturalists, but they freeze their world a heaven. Know then that the world 
subject under the wintry light of the under- exists for you. For you is the phenomenon 
standing. Is not prayer also a study of perfect. What we are, that only can we 
truth, — a sally of the soul into the unfound 15 see. All that Adam had, all that Caesar 
infinite? No man ever prayed heartily could, you have and can do. Adam called 
without learning something. But when a his house, heav^en and earth; Caesar called 

faithful thinker, resolute to detach every his house, Rome; you perhaps call yours, a 

object from personal relations and see it in cobbler’s trade; a hundred acres of ploughed 
the light of thought, shall, at the same time, 20 land; or a scholar’s garret. Yet line for line 

kindle science with the fire of the holiest and point for point your dominion is as 

affections, then will God go forth anew into great as theirs, though without fine names, 
the creation. Build therefore your own world. As fast 

It will not need, when the mind is prepared as you conform your life to the pure idea in 
for study, to search for objects. The invari- 25 your mind, that will unfold its great pro- 
able mark of wisdom is to see the miraculous portions. A correspondent revolution in 
in the common. What is a day? What is a things will attend the influx of the spirit, 
year? What is summer? What is woman? So fast will disagreeable appearances, swine, 
\Vhat is a child? What is sleep? To our spiders, snakes, pests, mad-houscs, prisons, 
blindness, these things seem unaffecting. 30 enemies, vanish; they arc temporary and 
We make fables to hide the baldness of the shall be no more seen. The sordor and filths 
fact and conform it, as we say, to the higher of nature, the sun shall dry up and the wind 
law of the mind. But when the fact is seen exhale. As when the summer comes from 
under the light of an idea, the gaudy fable the south, the snow-banks melt and the 
fades and shrivels. We behold the real higher 35 face of the earth becomes green before it, so 
law. To the wise, therefore, a fact is true shall the advancing spirit create its orna- 
poetry, and the most beautiful of fables. ments along its path, and carry with it the 
These wonders are brought to our own door. beauty it visits and the song which enchants 
You also are a man. Man and woman and it; it shall draw beautiful faces, warm hearts, 
their social life, poverty, labor, sleep, fear, 40 wise discourse, and heroic acts, around its 
fortune, are known to you. Learn that none way, until evil is no more seen. The king- 
of these things is superficial, but that each dom of man over nature, which cometh not 
phenomenon has its roots in the faculties and with observation, — a dominion such as now 
affections of the mind. Whilst the abstract is beyond his dream of God, — he shall enter 
question occupies your intellect, nature 45 without more wonder than the blind man 
brings it in the concrete to be solved by your feels who is gradually restored to perfect sight.” 
hands. It were a wise inquiry for the closet, 


to compare, point by point, especially at 
remarkable crises in life, our daily history 
with the rise and progress of ideas in the so 


The American Scholar 

( 1837 ) 


mind. 

So shall we come to look at the world with 


An excellent opportunity to express his convic- 
tions came to Emerson in the invitation to deliver 
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the Phi Beta Kappa oration in Cambridge on 
August 31, 1837, and well did he use it. 

“This grand oration,” wrote Oliver Wendell 
Holmes {lialph Waldo Emerson, p. 88), “was our 
intellectual Declaration of Independence. Noth- 
ing like it had been heard in the halls of Harvard 5 
since Samuel Adams supported the affirmative of 
the question, ‘Whether it be lawful to resist the 
chief magistrate, if the commonwealth cannot 
otherwise be preserved.’ It was easy to find fault 
with an expression here and there. The dignity, 
not to say the formality, of an Academic assembly jq 
was startled by the realism that looked for the 
infinite in ‘the meal in the firkin, the milk in the 
pan.’ They could understand the deep thoughts 
suggested by ‘the meanest flower that blows,’ but 
these domestic illustrations had a kind of nursery 
homeliness about them which the grave professors 
and sedate clergymen were unused to expect on so 
stately an occasion. But the young men went out 
from it as if a prophet had been proclaiming to 
them ‘Thus saith the Lord.’ No listener ever for- 
got that address, and among all the notable utter- 
ances of the speaker it may be questioned if one 
ever contained more truth in language more hke 
that of immediate inspiration.” 

Mr, President and Gentlemen, I greet 
you on the recommencement of our literary 
year. Our anniversary is one of hope, and, 25 
perhaps, not enough of labor. We do not 
meet for games of strength or skill, for the 
recitation of histories, tragedies, and odes, 
like the ancient Greeks; for parliaments of 
love and poesy, like the Troubadours; nor 30 
for the advancement of science, like our con- 
temporaries in the British and European 
capitals. Thus far, our holiday has been 
simply a friendly sign of the survival of the 
love of letters amongst a people too busy to 3c 
give to letters any more. As such it is 
precious as the sign of an indestructible in- 
stinct. Perhaps the time is already come 
when it ought to be, and will be, something 
else; when the sluggard intellect of this con- 4( 
tinent will look from under its iron lids and 
fill the postponed expectation of the world 
with something better than the exertions of 
mechanical skill. Our day of dependence, 
our long apprenticeship to the learning of 4 
other lands, draws to a close. The millions 
that around us are rushing into life, cannot 
always be fed on the sere remains of foreign 
harvests. Events, actions arise, that must 
be sung, that wall sing themselves. Who can 5 
doubt that poetry will reviv^e and lead in a 
new age, as the star in the constellation 


Harp, which now flames in our zenith, as- 
tronomers announce, shall one day be the 
pole-star for a thousand years? 

In this hope I accept the topic which not 
only usage but the nature of our association 
seem to prescribe to this day, — the Ameri- 
can Scholar. Year by year we come up 
hither to read one more chapter of his biog- 
raphy. Let us inquire what light new days 
and events have thrown on his character and 
his hopes. 

It is one of those fables which out of an 
unknown antiquity convey an unlooked-for 
wisdom, that the gods, in the beginning, 
divided Man into men, that he might be 
more helpful to himself; just as the hand was 
divided into fingers, the better to answer its 
end. 

The old fable covers a doctrine ever new 
and sublime; that there is One Man, — pres- 
ent to all particular men only partially, or 
through one faculty; and that you must take 
the whole society to find the whole man. 
Man is not a farmer, or a professor, or an 
engineer, but he is ail. Man is priest, and 
scholar, and statesman, and producer, and 
soldier. In the divided or social state these 
functions are parcelled out to individuals, 
each of whom aims to do his stint of the joint 
work, whilst each other performs his. The 
fable implies that the individual, to possess 
himself, must sometimes return from his own 
labor to embrace all the other laborers. 
But, unfortunately, this original unit, this 
fountain of power, has been so distributed to 
multitudes, has been so minutely subdivided 
and peddled out, that it is spilled into drops, 
and cannot be gathered. The state of 
society is one in which the members have 
suffered amputation from the trunk, and 
strut about so many walking monsters, — 
a good finger, a neck, a stomach, an elbow, 
but never a man. 

Man is thus metamorphosed into a thing, 
into many things. The planter, who is Man 
sent out into the field to gather food, is 
seldom cheered by any idea of the true 
dignity of his ministry^ He sees his bushel 
and his cart, and nothing beyond, and sinks 
> into the farmer, instead of Man on the farm. 
The tradesman scarcely ever gives an ideal 
worth to his work, but is ridden by the 
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routine of his craft, and the soul is subject to anomalies, discovering roots running under 
dollars. The priest becomes a form; the ground whereby contrary and remote things 
attorney a statute-book; the mechanic a cohere and flower out from one stem. It 
machine; the sailor a rope of the ship. presently learns that since the dawn of 

In this distribution of functions the scholar 5 history there has been a constant accumula- 
is the delegated intellect. In the right state tion and classifying of facts. But what is 
he is Man Thinking. In the degenerate state, classification but the perceiving that these 
when the victim of society, he tends to be- objects are not chaotic, and are not foreign, 
come a mere thinker, or still worse, the but have a law which is also a law of the 
parrot of other men’s thinking. 10 human mind? The astronomer discovers 

In this view of him, as Ivlan Thinking, the that geometry, a pure abstraction of the 
theory of his office is contained. Him human mind, is the measure of planetary 
Nature solicits with all her placid, all her motion. The chemist finds proportions and 
monitory pictures; him the past instructs; intelligible method throughout matter; and 
him the future invites. Is not indeed every 15 science is nothing but the finding of analogy, 
man a student, and do not all things exist for identity, in the most remote parts. The 
the student’s behoof? And, finally, is not ambitious soul sits down before each refrac- 
the true scholar the only true master? But tory fact; one after another reduces all 
the old oracle said, “All things have two strange constitutions, all new powers, to 
handles: beware of the wrong one.” In life, 20 their class and their law, and goes on forever 
too often, the scholar errs with mankind and to animate the last fibre of organization, the 
forfeits his privilege. Let us see him in his outskirts of nature, by insight, 
school, and consider him in reference to the Thus to him, to this school-boy under the 
main influences he receives. bending dome of day, is suggested that he 

25 and it proceed from one root; one is leaf and 
I. The first in time and the first in im- one is flower; relation, sympathy, stirring in 
portance of the influences upon the mind is every vein. And what is that root? Is not 
that of nature. Every day, the sun; and, that the soul of his soul? A thought too 
after the sunset. Night and her stars. Ever bold; a dream too wild. Yet when this 
the winds blow; ever the grass grows. Every 30 spiritual light shall have revealed the law of 
day, men and women, conversing, beholding more earthly natures, — when he has learned 
and beholden. The scholar is he of all men to worship the soul, and to see that the 
whom this spectacle most engages. He natural philosophy that now is, is only the 
must settle its value in his mind. What is first gropings of its gigantic hand, he shall 
nature to him? There is never a beginning, 35 look forward to an ever expanding knowledge 
there is never an end, to the inexplicable as to a becoming creator. He shall see that 
continuity of this web of God, but always nature is the opposite of the soul, answering 
circular power returning into itself. Therein to it part for part. One is seal and one is 
it resembles his own spirit, whose beginning, print. Its beauty is the beauty of his own 
whose ending, he never can find, — so entire, 40 mind. Its laws are the laws of his own mind, 
so boundless. Far too as her splendors shine, Nature then becomes to him the measure of 
system on system shooting like rays, upward, his attainments. So much of nature as he is 
downward, without centre, without circum- ignorant of, so much of his own mind does he 
ference, — in the mass and in the particle. not yet possess. And, in fine, the ancient 
Nature hastens to render account of herself 45 precept, “Know thyself,” and the modem 
to the mind. Classification begins. To the precept, “Study nature,” become at last one 
young mind every thing is individual, stands maxim, 
by itself. By and by, it finds how to join 

two things and see in them one nature; then II. The next great influence into the spirit 
three, then three thousand; and so, tyran- 50 of the scholar is the mind of the Past, — 
nized over by its own unifying instinct, it in whatever form, whether of literature, of 
goes on tying things together, diminishing art, of institutions, that mind is inscribed. 
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Books are the best type of the influence of the 
past, and perhaps we shall get at the truth, 

— learn the amount of this influence more 
conveniently, — by considering their value 
alone. 5 

The theory of books is noble. The scholar 
of the first age received into him the world 
around; brooded thereon; gave it the new 
arrangement of his own mind, and uttered it 
again. It came into him life; it went out lo 
from him truth. It came to him short-lived 
actions; it went out from him immortal 
thoughts. It came to him business; it went 
from him poetry. It was dead fact; now, it 
is quick thought. It can stand, and it can 15 
go. It now endures, it now flies, it now 
inspires. Precisely in proportion to the 
depth of mind from which it issued, so high 
does it soar, so long does it sing. 

Or, I might say, it depends on how far the 20 
process had gone, of transmuting life into 
truth. In proportion to the completeness of 
the distillation, so will the purity and im- 
perishablencss of the product be. But none 
is quite perfect. As no air-pump can by any 25 
means make a perfect vacuum, so neither 
can any artist entirely exclude the conven- 
tional, the local, the perishable from his 
book, or write a book of pure thought, that 
shall be as efficient, in all respects, to a re- 30 
mote posterity, as to contemporaries, or 
rather to the second age. Each age, it is 
found, must write its own books; or rather, 
eacii generation for the next succeeding. The 
books of an older period will not fit this. 35 
Yet hence arises a grave mischief. The 
sacredness which attaches to the act of crea- 
tion, the act of thought, is transferred to the 
record. The poet chanting was felt to be a 
divine man: henceforth the chant is divine 40 
also. The writer was a just and wise spirit: 
hencefortvard it is settled the book is perfect; 
as love of the hero corrupts into worship of 
his statue. Instantly the book becomes nox- 
ious: the guide is a tyrant. The sluggish 45 
and perv'erted mind of the multitude, slow 
to open to the incursions of Reason, having 
once so opened, having once received this 
book, stands upon it, and makes an outcry 
if it is disparaged. Colleges are built on it. 50 
Books are written on it by thinkers, not by 
Man Thinking; by men of talent, that is, who 


start wrong, who set out from accepted 
dogmas, not from their own sight of prin- 
ciples. Meek young men grow up in libraries 
believing it their duty to accept the views 
which Cicero, which Locke, which Bacon 
have given; forgetful that Cicero, Locke, 
and Bacon were only young men in libraries 
when they wrote these books. 

Hence, instead of Man Thinking, we have 
the bookworm. Hence the book-learned 
class, who value books, as such; not as re- 
lated to nature and the human constitution, 
but as making a sort of Third Estate with the 
world and the soul. Hence the restorers of 
readings, the emendators, the bibliomaniacs 
of all degrees. 

Books are the best of things, well used, 
abused, among the worst. What is the right 
use? What is the one end which all means 
go to effect? They are for nothing but to 
inspire. I had better never see a book than 
to be warped by its attraction clean out of my 
own orbit, and made a satellite instead of 
a system. The one thing in the W'orld, of 
value, is the active soul. This every man is 
entitled to; this every man contains within 
him, although in almost all men obstructed, 
and as yet unborn. The soul active sees 
absolute truth and utters truth, or creates. 
In this action it is genius; not the privilege of 
here and there a favorite, but the sound 
estate of every man. In its essence it is pro- 
gressive. The book, the college, the school 
of art, the institution of any kind, stop with 
some past utterance of genius. This is good, 
say they, — let us hold by this. They pin 
me down. They look backward and not 
forward. But genius looks forward: the 
eyes of man are set in his forehead, not in 
his hindhead: man hopes: genius creates. 
Whatever talents may be, if the man create 
not, the pure efflux of the Deity is not his; — 
cinders and smoke there may be, but not yet 
flame. There are creative manners, there 
are creative actions, and creative words; 
manners, actions, words, that is, indicative 
of no custom or authority, but springing 
spontaneous from the mind’s own sense of 
good and fair. 

On the other part, instead of being its own 
seer, let it receive from another mind its 
truth, though it were in torrents of light, 
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without periods of solitude, inquest, and self- 
recovery, and a fatal disservice is done. 
Genius is always sufficiently the enemy of 
genius by over-influence. The literature of 
ev ery nation bears me witness. The English 
dramatic poets have Shakspearized now for 
two hundred years. 

Undoubtedly there is a right way of read- 
ing, so it be sternly subordinated. Man 
Thinking must not be subdued by his instru- 
ments. Books are for the scholar’s idle 
limes. When he can read God directly, the 
hour is too precious to be wasted in other 
men’s transcripts of their readings. But 
when the intervals of darkness come, as come 
they must, — when the sun is hid and the 
stars withdraw their shining, — we repair to 
the lamps which were kindled by their ray, 
to guide our steps to the East again, where 
the dawn is. We hear, that we may speak. : 
The Arabian proverb says, “A fig tree, 
looking on a fig tree, becometh fruitful.” 

It is remarkable, the character of the 
pleasure we derive from the best books. 
They impress us with the conviction that one : 
nature wrote and the sarnie reads. We read 
the verses of one of the great English poets, 
of Chaucer, of Marvell, of Dryden, with the 
most modern joy, — with a pleasure, I mean, 
which is in great part caused by the abstrac- 3 
tion of all time from their verses. There is 
some awe mixed with the joy of our surprise, 
when this poet, who lived in some past world, 
two or three hundred years ago, says that 
which lies close to my own soul, that which I 3 
also had well-nigh thought and said. But 
for the evidence thence afforded to the philo- 
sophical doctrine of the identity of all minds, 
we should suppose some preestablished har- 
mony, some foresight of souls that were to be, 4 
and some preparation of stores for their 
future wants, like the fact observed in in- 
sects, who lay up food before death for the 
young grub they shall never see. 

I would not be hurried by any love of 45 
system, by any exaggeration of instincts, to 
underrate the Book. We all know, that as 
the human body can be nourished on any 
food, though it were boiled grass and the 
broth of shoes, so the human mind r^n be 50 
fed by any knowledge. And great and heroic 
men have existed who had almost no other 


information than by the printed page. 1 
only would say that it needs a strong head 
to bear that diet. One must be an inventor 
to read well. As the proverb says, “He 
5 that would bring home the wealth of the 
Indies, must carry out the wealth of the 
Indies.” There is then creative reading as 
well as creative writing. When the mind is 
braced by labor and invention, the page of 
ro whatever book we read becomes luminous 
with manifold allusion. Every sentence is 
doubly significant, and the sense of our 
author is as broad as the world. We then 
see, what is always true, that as the seer’s 
5 hour of vision is short and rare among heavy 
days and months, so is its record, perchance 
the least part of his v^olume. The discerning 
will read, in his Plato or Shakspeare, only 
that least part, — only the authentic ut- 
o terances of the oracle; — all the rest he re- 
jects, were it never so many times Plato’s and 
Shakspeare’ s. 

Of course there is a portion of reading quite 
indispensable to a wise man. History and 
5 exact science he must learn by laborious 
reading. Colleges, in like manner, have their 
indispensable office, — to teach elements. 
But they can only highly serv’e us when they 
aim not to drill, but to create; when they 
) gather from far every ray of various genius 
to their hospitable halls, and by the concen- 
trated fires, set the hearts of their youth on 
flame. Thought and knowledge are natures 
in which apparatus and pretension avail 
; nothing. Gowns and pecuniary foundations, 
though of towns of gold, can never counter- 
vail the least sentence or syllable of wit. 
Forget this, and our American colleges will 
recede in their public importance, whilst 
t they grow richer every year. 

III. There goes in the world a notion that 
the scholar should be a recluse, a valetudi- 
narian, — as unfit for any handiwork or 
public labor as a pen-knife for an axe. The 
so-called “practical men” sneer at specula- 
tive men, as if, because they speculate or see, 
they could do nothing. I have heard it said 
that the clergy, — who are always, more uni- 
versally than any other class, the scholars of 
their day, — are addressed as women; that 
the rough, spontaneous conversation of men 



488 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


they do not hear, but only a mincing and 
diluted speech. They are often virtually dis- 
franchised; and indeed there are advocates 
for their celibacy. As far as this is true of 
the studious classes, it is not just and wise. 
Action is with the scholar subordinate, but 
it is essential. Without it he is not yet man. 
Without it thought can never ripen into 
truth. Whilst the world hangs before the 
eye as a cloud of beauty, we cannot even see 
its beauty. Inaction is cowardice, but there 
can be no scholar without the heroic mind. 
The prearrble of thought, the transition 
through which it passes from the unconscious 
to the conscious, is action. Only so much do 
I know, as I have lived. Instantly we know 
whose words are loaded with life, and whose 
not. 

The world, — this shadow of the soul, or 
other me, — lies wide around. Its attractions 
are the keys which unlock my thoughts and 
make me acquainted with myself. I run 
eagerly into this resounding tumult. I grasp 
the hands of those next me, and take my 
place in the ring to suflfer and to work, taught 
by an instinct that so shall the dumb abyss 
be vocal with speech. I pierce its order; I 
dissipate its fear; I dispose of it within the 
circuit of my expanding life. So much only 
of life as I know by experience, so much 
of the wilderness have I vanquished and 
planted, or so far have I extended my being, 
my dominion. I do not see how any man 
can afford, for the sake of his nerves and his 
nap, to spare any action in which he can par- 
take. It is pearls and rubies to his discourse. 
Drudgery, calamity, exasperation, want, are 
instructors in eloquence and wisdom. The 
true scholar grudges every opportunity of 
action past by, as a loss of power. It is the 
raw material out of which the intellect 
moulds her splendid products. A strange 
process too, this by which experience is con- 
verted into thought, as a mulberry leaf is 
converted into satin. The manufacture goes 
forward at all hours. 

The actions and events of our childhood 
and youth are now matters of calmest ob- 
servation. They lie like fair pictures in the 
air. Not so with our recent actions, — with 
the business which we now have in hand. 
On this we arc quite unable to speculate. 


Our affections as yet circulate through it. 
We no more feel or know it than we feel the 
feet, or the hand, or the brain of our body. 
The new deed is yet a part of life, — remains 
5 for a time immersed in our unconscious life. 
In some contemplative hour it detaches itself 
from the life like a ripe fruit, to become a 
thought of the mind. Instantly it is raised, 
transfigured; the corruptible has put on in- 
lo corruption. Henceforth it is an object of 
beauty, however base its origin and neighbor- 
hood. Observe too the impossibility of ante- 
dating this act. In its grub state, it cannot 
fly, it cannot shine, it is a dull grub. But 
15 suddenly, without observation, the selfsame 
thing unfurls beautiful wings, and is an angel 
of wisdom. So is there no fact, no event, in 
our private history, which shall not, sooner or 
later, lose its adhesive, inert form, and aston- 
20 ish us by soaring from our body into the 
empyrean. Cradle and infancy, school and 
playground, the fear of boys, and dogs, and 
ferules, the love of little maids and berries, 
and many another fact that once filled the 
25 whole sky, are gone already; friend and 
relative, profession and party, town and 
country, nation and world, must also soar 
and sing. 

Of course, he who has put forth his total 
30 strength in fit actions has the richest return 
of wisdom. I will not shut myself out of this 
globe of action, and transplant an oak into a 
flower-pot, there to hunger and pine; nor 
trust the revenue of some single faculty, and 
35 exhaust one vein of thought, much like those 
Savoyards, who, getting their livelihood by 
carving shepherds, shepherdesses, and smok- 
ing Dutchmen, for all Europe, w^ent out one 
day to the mountain to find stock, and dis- 
40 covered that they had whittled up the last of 
their pine-trees. Authors we have, in num- 
bers, who have written out their vein, and 
who, moved by a commendable prudence, 
sail for Greece or Palestine, follow the trapper 
45 into the prairie, or ramble round Algiers, to 
replenish their merchantable stock. 

If it were only for a vocabulary, the scholar 
would be covetous of action. Life is our 
dictionary. Years are well spent in country 
50 labors; in town; in the insight into trades 
and manufactures; in frank intercourse with 
many men and women; in science; in art; 
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to the one end of mastering in all their facts a 
language by which to illustrate and embody 
our perceptions. I learn immediately from 
anv speaker how much he has already lived, 
through the poverty or the splendor of his 5 
speech. Life lies behind us as the quarry 
from whence we get tiles and copestones for 
the masonry of to-day. This is the way to 
learn grammar. Colleges and books only 
copy the language which the field and the 10 
vork-yard made. 

But the final value of action, like that of 
books, and better than books, is that it is a 
resource. That great principle of Undula- 
tion in nature, that shows itself in the inspir- 15 
ing and expiring of the breath; in desire and 
satiety; in the ebb and flow of the sea; in 
day and night; in heat and cold; and, as yet 
more deeply ingrained in every atom and 
e\’ery fluid, is known to us under the name of 20 
Polarity, — these “fits of easy transmission 
and reflection,” as Newton called them, are 
the law of nature because they are the law 
of spirit. 

The mind now thinks, now acts, and each 25 
fit reproduces the other. When the artist 
has exhausted his materials, when the fancy 
no longer paints, when thoughts are no 
longer apprehended and books are a weari- 
ness, — he has always the resource to live. 30 
Character is higher than intellect. Thinking 
is the function. Living is the functionary. 
The stream retreats to its source. A great 
soul will be strong to live, as well as strong 
to think. Does he lack organ or medium to 35 
impart his truth? He can still fall back on 
this elemental force of living them. This is a 
total act. Thinking is a partial act. Let the 
grandeur of justice shine in his affairs. Let 
the beauty of affection cheer his lowly roof. 40 
Those “far from fame,” who dwell and act 
with him, will feel the force of his constitu- 
tion in the doings and passages of the day 
better than it can be measured by any public 
and designed display. Time shall teach him 45 
that the scholar loses no hour which the man 
lives. Herein he unfolds the sacred germ of 
his instinct, screened from influence. What 
is lost in seemliness is gained in strength. 
Not out of those on whom systems of educa- 50 
tion have exhausted their culture, comes the 
helpful giant to destroy the old or to build 


the. new, but out of unhandselled savage 
nature; out of terrible Druids and Berserkers 
come at last Alfred and Shakspeare. 

I hear therefore with joy whatever is be- 
ginning to be said of the dignity and necessity 
of labor to every citizen. There is virtue yet 
in the hoe and the spade, for learned as well 
as for unlearned hands. And labor is every- 
where welcome; always w^e are invited to 
W'ork; only be this limitation observed, that 
a man shall not for the sake of wider activity 
sacrifice any opinion to the popular judg- 
ments and modes of action. 

I have now spoken of the education of the 
scholar by nature, by books, and by action. 
It remains to say somewhat of his duties. 

They arc such as become Man Thinking. 
They may all be comprised in self-trust. 
The office of the scholar is to cheer, to raise, 
and to guide men by showing them facts 
amidst appearances. He plies the slow, un- 
honored, and unpaid task of observation. 
Flamsteed and Herschel, in their glazed ob- 
servatories, may catalogue the stars with the 
praise of all men, and the results being splen- 
did and useful, honor is sure. But he, in his 
private observatory, cataloguing obscure and 
nebulous stars of the human mind, which as 
yet no man has thought of as such, — watch- 
ing days and months sometimes for a few 
facts; correcting still his old records; — 
must relinquish display and immediate fame. 
In the long period of his preparation he must 
betray often an ignorance and shiftlessncss in 
popular arts, incurring the disdain of the 
able who shoulder him aside. Long he must 
stammer in his speech; often forego the 
living for the dead. Worse yet, he must 
accept — how often ! — poverty and solitude. 
For the ease and pleasure of treading the 
old road, accepting the fashions, the edu- 
cation, the religion of society, he takes the 
cross of making his own, and, of course, t.ie 
self-accusation, the faint heart, the frequent 
uncertainty and loss of time, which are the 
nettles and tangling vines in the way of the 
self-relying and self-directed; and the state 
of virtual hostility in which he seems to stand 
to society, and especially to educated society. 
For all this loss and scorn, what offset? He 
is to find consolation in exercising the highest 
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functions of human nature. He is one who 
raises himself from private considerations 
and breathes and lives on public and illustri- 
ous thoughts. He is the world’s eye. He is 
the world’s heart. He is to resist the vulgar 5 
prosperity that retrogrades ever to barbar- 
ism, by preserving and communicating heroic 
sentiments, noble biographies, melodious 
verse, and the conclusions of history. What- 
soever oracles the human heart, in all emer- 10 
gencies, in all solemn hours, has uttered as 
its commentary on the world of actions, — 
these he shall receive and impart. And 
whatsoever new verdict Reason from her in- 
violable seat pronounces on the passing men 15 
and events of today, — this he shall hear and 
promulgate. 

These being his functions, it becomes him 
to feel all confidence in himself, and to defer 
never to the popular cry. He and he only 20 
knows the world. The world of any moment 
is the merest appearance. Some great deco- 
rum, some fetish of a government, some 
ephemeral trade, or W’ar, or man, is cried up 
by half mankind and cried down by the other 25 
half, as if all depended on this particular up 
or down. The odds are that the whole ques- 
tion is not worth the poorest thought which 
the scholar has lost in listening to the con- 
troversy. Let him not quit his belief that a 30 
popgun is a popgun, though the ancient 
and honorable of the earth affirm it to be the 
crack of doom. In silence, in steadiness, in 
severe abstraction, let him hold by himself; 
add observation to observation, patient of 35 
neglect, patient of reproach, and bide his 
own time, — hajipy enough if he can satisfy 
himself alone that this day he has seen some- 
thing truly. Success treads on every right 
step. For the instinct is sure, that prompts 40 
him to tell his brother what he thinks. He 
then learns that in going dowm into the se- 
crets of his owm mind he has descended into 
the secrets of all minds. He learns that he 
who has mastered any law in his private 45 
thoxights, is master to that extent of all men 
whose language he speaks, and of all into 
whose language his own can be translated. 
The poet, in utter solitude remembering his 
spontaneous thoughts and recording them, is 50 
found to have recorded that which men in 
crowded cities find true for them also. The 


orator distrusts at first the fitness of his frank 
confessions, his want of knowledge of the 
persons he addresses, until he finds that he is 
the complement of his hearers; — that they 
drink his words because he fulfils for them 
their own nature; the deeper he dives into 
his privatest, secretest presentiment, to his 
wonder he finds this is the most acceptable, 
most public, and universally true. The 
people delight in it; the better part of every’ 
man feels. This is my music; this myself. 

In self-trust all the virtues are compre- 
hended. Free should the scholar be, — free 
and brave. Free even to the definition of 
freedom, “without any hindrance that does 
not arise out of his own constitution.” 
Brave; for fear is a thing which a scholar by 
his very function puts behind him. Fear 
always springs from ignorance. It is a shame 
to him if his tranquillity, amid dangerous 
times, arise from the presumption that like 
children and women his is a protected class; 
or if he seek a temporary peace by the diver- 
sion of his thoughts from politics or vexed 
questions, hiding his head like an ostrich in 
the flowering bushes, peeping into micro- 
scopes, and turning rhymes, as a boy whistles 
to keep his courage up. So is the danger a 
danger still; so is the fear worse. Manlike 
let him turn and face it. Let him look into 
its eye and search its nature, inspect its 
origin, — see the whelping of this lion, — 
which lies no great way back; he will then 
find in himself a perfect comprehension of its 
nature and extent; he will have made his 
hands meet on the other side, and can hence- 
forth defy it and pass on superior. The 
world is his who can see through its preten- 
sion. What deafness, what stone-blind cus- 
tom, what overgrown error you behold is 
there only by sufferance, — by your suffer- 
ance. See it to be a lie, and you have already 
decilt it its mortal blow. 

Yes, we are the cowed, — we the trustless. 
It is a mischievous notion that we are come 
late into nature; that the world was finished 
a long time ago. As the world was plastic 
and fluid in the hands of God, so it is ever to 
so much of his attributes as we bring to it. 
To ignorance and sin, it is flint. They adapt 
themselves to it as they may; but in propor- 
tion as a man has any thing in him divine, the 
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firmament flows before him and takes his selves in the great man’s light, and feel it to 
signet and form. Not he is great who can be iheir own element. They cast the dignity 

alter matter, but he who can alter my state of man from their downtrod selves upon the 

of mind. They are the kings of the world shoulders of a hero, and will perish to add one 

who give the color of their present thought 5 drop of blood to make that great heart beat, 
to all nature and all art, and persuade men those giant sinews combat and conquer. He 

by the cheerful serenity of their carrying the lives for us, and we live in him. 

matter, that this thing which they do is the Men such as they are, very naturally seek 

apple which the ages have desired to pluck, money or power; and power because it is as 

now at last ripe, and inviting nations to the xo good as money, — the “spoils,” so called, 
harvest. The great man makes the great “of office.” And why not? for they aspire to 
thing. Wherever Macdonald sits, there is the highest, and this, in their sleep-walking, 
the head of the table. Linnaeus makes bot- they dream is highest. Wake them and they 

any the most alluring of studies, and wins it shall quit the false good and leap to the true, 

from the farmer and the herb-woman; Davy, 15 and leave governments to clerks and desks, 
chemistry; and Cuvier, fossils. The day is This revolution is to be wrought by the 
always his who works in it with serenity and gradual domestication of the idea of Culture, 
great aims. The unstable estimates of men The main enterprise of the world for splen- 
crowd to him whose mind is filled with a dor, for extent, is the upbuilding of a man. 
truth, as the heaped waves of the Atlantic 20 Here are the materials strewn along the 
follow the moon. ground. The private life of one man shall 

For this self-trust, the reason is deeper be a more illustrious monarchy, more for- 
than can be fathomed, — darker than can be midable to its enemy, more sweet and serene 
enlightened. I might not carry with me the in its influence to its friend, than any king- 
feeling of my audience in stating my own 25 dom in history. For a man, rightly viewed, 
belief. But I hav^e already shown the ground comprehendeth the particular natures of all 
of my hope, in adverting to the doctrine that men. Each philosopher, each bard, each 
man is one. I believe man has been wronged; actor has only done for me, as by a delegate, 
he has wronged himself. He has almost lost what one day I can do for myself. The 

the light that can lead him back to his 30 books which once we valued more than the 

prerogatives. Men are become of no ac- apple of the eye, we have quite exhausted, 

count. Men in history, men in the world What is that but saying that we have come 

of to-day, are bugs, are spawn, and are called up with the point of view which the universal 

“the mass” and “the herd.” In a century, mind took through the eyes of one scribe; we 
in a millennium, one or two men; that is to 35 have been that man, and have passed on. 
say, one or two approximations to the right First, one, then another, we drain all cisterns, 
state of every man. All the rest behold in the and waxing greater by all these supplies, we 
hero or the poet their own green and crude crave a better and more abundant food, 
being, — ripened; yes, and are content to The man has never lived that can feed us 
be less, so that may attain to its full stature. 40 ever. The human mind cannot he enshrined 
WTiat a testimony, full of grandeur, full of in a person who shall set a barrier on any one 
pity, is borne to the demands of his own side to this unbounded, unboundable empire, 
nature, by the poor clansman, the poor It is one central fire, which, flaming now out 
partisan, who rejoices in the glory of his chief. of the lips of Etna, lightens the capes of 
The poor and the low find some amends to 45 Sicily, and now out of the throat of Vesuvius, 
their immense moral capacity, for their illuminates the towers and vineyards of 
acquiescence in a political and social inferi- Naples. It is one light which beams out of a 
ority. They are content to be brushed like thousand stars. It is one soul which ani- 
fiies from the path of a great person, so that mates all men. 
justice shall be done by him to that common 50 


nature which it is the dearest desire of all to But I have dwelt perhaps tediously upon 
see enlarged and glorified. They sun them- this abstraction of the Scholar. I ought not 
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to delay longer to add what I have to say of 
nearer reference to the time and to this 
country. 

Historically, there is thought to be a differ- 
ence in the ideas which predominate over 
successive epochs, and there are data for 
marking the genius of the Classic, of the 
Romantic, and now of the Reflective or 
Philosophical age. With the views I have 
intimated of the oneness or the identity of the 
mind through all individuals, I do not much 
dwell on these differences. In fact, I believe 
each individual passes through all three. 
The boy is a Greek; the youth, romantic; 
the adult, reflective. I deny not, however, 
that a revolution in the leading idea may be 
distinctly enough traced. 

Our age is bewailed as the age of Introver- 
sion. Must that needs be evil? We, it seems, 
are critical; we are embarrassed with secor d 
thoughts; we cannot enjoy any thing for 
hankering to know whereof the pleasure 
consists; we are lined with eyes; we see with 
our feet; the time is irfected with Ham.let’s 
unhappiness, 

“Sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought.” 

It is so bad then? Sight is the last thing to 
be pitied. Would we be blind? Do we fear 
lest we should outsee nature and God, and 
drink truth dry? I look upon the discontent 
of the literary class as a mere announcement 
of the fact that they find themselves not in 
the state of mind of their fathers, and regret 
the coming state as untried; as a boy dreads 
the water before he has learned that he can 
swim. If there is any period one would de- 
sire to be born in, is it not the age of Revolu- 
tion; when the old and the new stand side by 
side and admit of being compared; when the 
energies of all men are searched by fear and 
by hope; when the historic glories of the old 
can be compensated by the rich possibilities 
of the new era? This time, like all times, is a 
very good one, if we but know w'hat to do 
with it. 

I read with some joy of the auspicious 
signs of the coming days, as they glimmer 
already through poetry and art, through 
philosophy and science, through church and 
state. 

One of these signs is the fact that the same 


movement which effected the elevation of 
what was called the lowest class in the state, 
assumed in literature a very marked and as 
benign an aspect. Instead of the sublime 
5 and beautiful, the near, the low, the common, 
was explored and poetized. That which had 
been negligently trodden under foot by those 
who were harnessing and provisioning them- 
selves for long journeys into far countries, is 
lo suddenly found to be richer than all foreign 
parts. The literature of the poor, the feel- 
ings of the child, the philosophy of the street, 
the meaning of household life, are the topics 
of the time. It is a great stride. It is a sign 
15 — is it not? — of new vigor when the extrem- 
ities are made active, when currents of warm 
life run into the hands and the feet. I ask 
not for the great, the remote, the romantic; 
what is doing in Italy or Arabia; wTat is 
20 Greek art, or Provengal minstrelsy; I em- 
brace the common, I explore and sit at the 
feet of the familiar, the low. Give me insight 
into to-day, and you may have the antique 
and future worlds. What would we really 
25 know the meaning of? The meal in the 
firkin; the milk in the pan; the ballad in the 
street; the news of the boat; the glance of 
the eye; the form and the gait of the body; 
— show me the ultimate reason of these mat- 
30 ters; show me the sublime presence of the 
highest spiritual cause lurking, as always it 
does lurk, in these suburbs and extremities of 
nature; let me see every trifle bristling with 
the polarity that ranges it instantly on an 
35 eternal law; and the shop, the plough, and 
the ledger referred to the like cause by which 
light undulates and poets sing; — and the 
world lies no longer a dull miscellany and 
lumber-room, but has form and order; there 
40 is no trifle, there is no puzzle, but one design 
unites and animates the farthest pinnacle and 
the lowest trench. 

This idea has inspired the genius of Gold- 
smith, Burns, Cowper, and, in a newer time, 
45 of Goethe, Wordsworth, and Carlyle. This 
idea they have differently followed and with 
various success. In contrast with their writ- 
ing, the style of Pope, of Johnson, of Gib- 
bon, looks cold and pedantic. This writing 
50 is blood-warm. Man is surprised to find 
that things near are not less beautiful and 
wondrous than things remote. The near ex- 
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plains the far. The drop is a small ocean. belongs, by all motives, by all prophecy, by 

A man is related to all nature. This percep- all preparation, to the American Scholar, 

tion of the worth of the vulgar is fruitful in We have listened too long to the courtly 

discoveries. Goethe, in this very thing the muses of Europe. The spirit of the American 

most modern of the moderns, has shown us 5 freeman is already suspected to be timid, imi- 
as none ever did, the genius of the ancients. tative, tame. Public and private avarice 

There is one man of genius who has done make the air we breathe thick and fat. The 

much for this philosophy of life, whose liter- scholar is decent, indolent, complaisant. See 
ary value has never yet been rightly esti- already the tragic consequence. The mind 
mated; I mean Emanuel Swedenborg. 10 of this country, taught to aim at low objects, 
T le most imaginative of men, yet writii g eats upon itself. There is no work for any but 

V ith the precision of a mathematician, he the decorous and the compilaisant. Young 

endeavored to engraft a purely philosophical men of the fairest promise, who begin life 
Ethics on the popular Christianity of his upon our shores, inflated by the mountain 
time. Such an attempt of course must have 15 winds, shined upon by all the stars of God, 
difficulty which no genius could surmount. find the earth below not in unison with these, 

But he saw and showed the connection be- but are hindered from action by the disgust 

tween nature and the affections of the soul. which the principles on which business is 
He pierced the emblematic or spiritual char- managed inspire, and turn drudges, or die of 
acter of the visible, audible, tangible world. 20 disgust, some of them suicides. What is the 
Especially did his shade-loving muse hover remedy? They did rot yet see, and thousands 
over and interpret the lower parts of nature; of young men as hoj^cful now crowding to the 
he showed the mysterious bond that allies barriers for the career do not yet see, that if 
moral evil to the foul material forms, and has the single man plant himself indomitably on 
given in epical parables a theory of insanity, 25 his instincts, and there abide, the huge world 
of beasts, of unclean and fearful things. will come round to him. Patience, — pa- 

Another sign of our times, also marked by ticnce; with the shades of all the good and 
an analogous political movement, is the new great for company; and for solace the pcrspec- 
importance given to the single person. Every tive of your own infinite life; and for work the 
thing that tends to insulate the individual, — 30 study and the communication of principles, 
to surround him with barriers of natural re- the making those instincts prevalent, the con- 
spect, so that each man shall feel the world is version of the world. Is it not the chief dis- 
his, and man shall treat with man as a sover- grace in the world, not to be an unit; — not 
eign state with a sovereign state, — tends to to be reckoned one character; — not to yield 
true union as well as greatness. ‘T learned,” 35 that peculiar fruit which each man was cre- 
said the melancholy Pestalozzi, “that no man ated to bear, but to be reckoned in the gross, 
in God’s wide earth is either willing or able to in the hundred, or the thousand, of the party, 
help any other man.” Help must come from the section, to which we belong; and our 
the bosom alone. The scholar is that man opinion predicted geographically, as the 
who must take up into himself all the ability 40 north, or the south? Not so, brothers and 
of the time, all the contributions of the past, friends, — please God, ours shall not be so. 
all the hopes of the future. He must be an We will walk on our own feet; we will work 
university of knowledges. If there be one with our own hands; we will speak our own 
lesson more than another which should pierce minds. The study of letters shall be no longer 
his ear, it is. The world is nothing, the man is 45 ^ name for pity, for doubt, and for sensual 
all; in yourself is the law of all nature, and indulgence. The dread of man and the love 
you know not yet how a globule of sap as- of man shall be a W2ill of defence and a wreath 
cends; in yourself slumbers the whole of Rea- of joy around all. A nation of men will for 
son; It is for you to know all; it is for you to the first time exist, because each believes him- 
dare all. Mr. President and Gentlemen, this 50 self inspired by the Divine Soul which alio 
confidence in the unsearched might of man inspires all men. 
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Divinity School Address 

(1838) 

An address delivered before the Senior Class in 
Divinity College, Cambridge, Sunday evening, 
July 15, 1838, In his Journal Emerson had written 
on March 14: “I ought to sit and think, and then 
write a discourse to the American clergy, showing 
them the ugliness and unprofitableness of theology 
and churches at this day, and the glory and sweet- 
ness of the moral nature out of whose pale they are 
almost wholly shut.” The Seniors in the Divinity 
School having invited him to make the Annual 
Address, Emerson spoke out, happy to have an 
opportunity to inspire these young men with “the 
glory and sweetness of the moral nature,” and 
careless of the hostile reception he might expect at 
the hands of the clergy. The address did, indeed, 
cause “a profound sensation in religious circles, 
and led to a controversy,” as Holmes says, “in 
which Emerson had little more than the part of 
Patroclus when the Greeks and Trojans fought over 
his body.” The address, Holmes goes on to say, 

“is reverential, but it is also revolutionary. The 20 
file-leaders of Unitarianism drew back in dismay, 
and the ill names which had often been applied to 
them were now heard from their own lips as be- 
fitting this new heresy; if so mild a reproach as 
that of heresy belonged to this alarming mani- 
festo.” {Ralph Waldo Emerson, pp. 89-91.) 25 

In this refulgent summer, it has been a 
luxury to draw the breath of life. The grass 
grows, the buds burst, the meadow is spotted 
with fire and gold in the tint of flowers. The 30 
air is full of birds, and sweet with the breath 
of the pine, the balm-of-Gilead, and the new 
hay. Night brings no gloom to the heart 
with its welcome shade. Through the trans- 
parent darkness the stars pour their almost 35 
spiritual rays. Man under them seems a 
young child, and his huge globe a toy. The 
cool night bathes the world as with a river, 
and prepares his eyes again for the crimson 
dawn. The mystery of nature was never dis- 40 
played more happily. The corn and the wine 
have been freely dealt to all creatures, and 
the never-broken silence with which the old 
bounty goes forward has not yielded yet one 
word of explanation. One is constrained to 45 
respect the perfection of this world in which 
our senses converse. How wide; how rich; 
what invitation from every property it gives 
to every faculty of man! In its fruitful soils; 
in its navigable sea; in its mountains of metal 50 
and stone; in its forests of ail woods; in its 
animeds; in its chemical ingredients; in the 


powers and path of light, heat, attraction and 
life, it is well worth the pith and heart of great 
men to subdue and enjoy it. The planters 
the mechanics, the inventors, the astrono- 
mers, the builders of cities, and the captains, 
history delights to honor. 

But when the mind opens and reveals the 
laws which traverse the universe and make 
things what they are, then shrinks the great 
world at once into a mere illustration and 
fable of this mind. What am I? and What 
is? asks the human spirit with a curiosity 
new-kindled, but never to be quenched. Be- 
hold these outrunning laws, which our imper- 
fect apprehension can see tend this way and 
that, but not come full circle. Behold these 
infinite relations, so like, so unlike; many, yet 
one. I would study, I would know, I would 
admire forever. These works of thought have 
been the entertainments of the human spirit 
in all ages. 

A more secret, sweet, and overpowering 
beauty appears to man when his heart and 
mind open to the sentiment of virtue. Then 
he is instructed in what is above him. He 
learns that his being is without bound; that 
to the good, to the perfect, he is born, low as 
he now lies in evil and weakness. That 
which he venerates is still his own, though 
he has not realized it yet. He ought. He 
knows the sense of that grand word, though 
his analysis fails to render account of it. 
When in innocency or when by intellectual 
perception he attains to say, — “I love the 
Right; Truth is beautiful within and without 
for evermore. Virtue, I am thine; save me; 
use me; thee will I serve, day and night, in 
great, in small, that I may be not virtuous, 
but virtue”; — then is the end of the creation 
answered, and God is well pleased. 

The sentiment of virtue is a reverence and 
delight in the presence of certain divine laws. 
It perceives that this homely game of life we 
play, covers, under what seem foolish details, 
principles that astonish. The child amidst 
his baubles is learning the action of light, mo- 
tion, gravity, muscular force; and in the game 
of human life, love, fear, justice, appetite, 
man, and God, interact. These laws refuse 
to be adequately stated. They will not be 
written out on paper, or spoken by the 
tongue. They elude our persevering thought; 
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vet we read them hourly in each other’s faces, 
in each other’s actions, in our own remorse. 
The moral traits which are all globed into 
e\'ery virtuous act and thought, — in speech 
ve must sever, and describe or suggest by 
painful enumeration of many particulars. 
Vet, as this sentiment is the essence of all re- 
ligion, let me guide your eye to the precise 
objects of the sentiment, by an enumeration 
of some of those classes of facts in which this i 
element is conspicuous. 

The intuition of the moral sentiment is an 
insight of the perfection of the laws of the soul. 
These laws execute themselves. They are out 
of time, out of space, and not subject to cir- i 
cumstance. Thus in the soul of man there is a 
justice whose retributions are instant and en- 
tire. He who does a noble deed is instantly 
ennobled. He who does a mean deed is by 
the action itself contracted. He who puts off : 
impurity, thereby puts on purity. If a man is 
at hear^ just, then in so far is he God; the 
safety of God, the immortality of God, the 
majesty of God do enter into that man with 
justice. If a man dissemble, deceive, he de- ; 
ceives himself, and goes out of acquaintance 
with his own being. A man in the view of 
absolute goodness, adores, with total humility. 
Every step so downward, is a step upward. 
The man who renounces himself, comes to 3 
himself. 

See how this rapid intrinsic energy worketh 
everywhere, righting wrongs, correcting ap- 
pearances, and bringing up facts to a har- 
mony with thoughts. Its operation in life, 3 
though slow to the senses, is at last as sure as 
in the soul. By it a man is made the Provi- 
dence to himself, dispensing good to his good- 
ness, and evil to his sin. Character is always 
known. Thefts never enrich; alms never im- 4 
poverish; murder will speak out of stone 
walls. The least admixture of a lie, — for 
example, the taint of vanity, any attempt to 
make a good impression, a favorable appear- 
^ce, — will instantly vitiate the effect. But 4: 
speak the truth, and all nature and all spirits 
help you with unexpected furtherance. Speak 
the truth, and all things alive or brute are 
vouchers, and the very roots of the grass un- 
derground there do seem to stir and move to 5< 
bear you witness. See again the perfection of 
the Law as it applies itself to the affections. 


and becomes the law of .society. As we are, 
so we associate. The good, by affinity, seek 
the good; the vile, by affinity, the vile. Thus 
of their own volition, souls proceed into 
5 heaven, into hell. 

These facts hav^e always suggested to man 
the sublime creed that the world is not the 
product of manifold power, but of one will, 
of one rnind; and that one mind is every- 
o where active, in each ray of the star, in each 
wav'elet of the pool; and whatever opposes 
that will is everywhere balked and baffled, 
because things are made so, and not other- 
wise. Good is posit iv'e. Evil is merely priva- 
5 tive, not absolute: it is like cold, wiiich is the 
priv'ation of heat. All evil is so much death 
or nonentity. Benevolence is absolute and 
real. So much benevolence as a man hath, 
so much life hath he. For all things proceed 
) out of this same spirit, which is differently 
named love, justice, temperance, in its differ- 
ent applications, just as the ocean receives 
different names on the several shores which it 
washes. All things proceed out of the same 
; spirit, and all things conspire with it. Whilst 
a man seeks good ends, he is strong by the 
whole strength of nature. In so far as he 
roves from these ends, he bereaves himself of 
power, or auxiliaries; his being shrinks out of 
. all remote channels, he becomes less and less, 
a mote, a point, until absolute badness is ab- 
solute death. 

The perception of this law of laws awakens 
in the mind a sentiment which we call the 
5 religious sentiment, and which makes our 
highest happiness. Wonderful is its power to 
charm and to command. It is a mountain 
air. It is the embalmcr of the world. It is 
myrrh and storax, and chlorine and rose- 
□ mary. It makes the sky and the hills sublime, 
and the silent song of the stars is it. By it is 
the universe made safe and habitable, not by 
science or power. Thought may work cold 
and intransitive in things, and find no enu or 
5 unity; but the dawn of the sentiment of virtue 
on the heart, gives and is the assurance that 
Law is sovereign over all natures; and the 
worlds, time, space, eternity, do seem to 
break out into joy. 

) This sentiment is divine and deifying. It 
is the beatitude of man. It makes him illimit- 
able. Through it, the soul first knows itself. 



496 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


It corrects the capital mistake of the infant 
man, who seeks to be great by following the 
great, and hopes to derive advantages from 
another^ — by showing the fountain of all good 
to be in himself, and that he, equally with i 
every man, is an inlet into the deeps of Rea- 
son. When he says, “I ought”; when love 
warms him; when he chooses, warned from 
on high, the good and great deed; then, deep 
melodies wander through his soul from Su- i 
preme Wisdom. — Then he can worship, and 
be enlarged by his worship; for he can never 
go behind this sentiment. In the sublimest 
flights of the soul, rectitude is never sur- 
mounted, love is never outgrown. i 

This sentiment lies at the foundation of 
society, and successively creates all forms of 
worship. The principle of veneration never 
dies out. Man fallen into superstition, into 
sensuality, is never quite without the visions 2 
of the moral sentiment. In like manner, all 
the expressions of this sentiment are sacred 
and permanent in proportion to their purity. 
The expressions of this sentiment affect us 
more than all other compositions. The sen- 2 
tences of the oldest time, which ejaculate this 
piety, are still fresh and fragrant. This 
thought dwelled always deepest in the minds 
of men in the devout and contemplative East; 
not alone in Palestine, where it reached its ^ 
purest expression, but in Egypt, in Persia, in 
India, in China. Europe has always owed to 
oriental genius its divdne impulses. What 
these holy bards said, all sane men found 
agreeable and true. And the unique impres- 
sion of Jesus upon mankind, whose name is 
not so much written as ploughed into the his- 
tory of this world, is proof of the subtle virtue 
of this infusion. 

Meantime, whilst the doors of the temple / 
stand open, day and night, before every man, 
and the oracles of this truth cease never, it is 
guarded by one stern condition; this, namely: 
it is an intuition. It cannot be received at 
second hand. Truly speaking, it is not in- . 
struction, but provocation, that I can receive 
from another soul. What he announces, I 
must find true in me, or reject; and on his 
word, or as his second, be he who he may, I 
can accept nothing. On the contrary, the , 
absence of this primary faith is the presence 
of degradation. As is the flood, so is the ebb. 


Let this faith depart, and the very words it 
spake and the things it made become false 
and hurtful. Then falls the church, the state, 
art, letters, life. The doctrine of the divine 
; nature being forgotten, a sickness infects and 
dwarfs the constitution. Once man was all; 
now he is an appendage, a nuisance. And 
because the indwelling Supreme Spirit cannot 
wholly be got rid of, the doctrine of it suffers 
0 this perversion, that the divine nature is at- 
tributed to one or two persons, and denied to 
all the rest, and denied with fury. The doc- 
trine of inspiration is lost; the base doctrine of 
the majority of voices usurps the place of the 
5 doctrine of the soul. Miracles, prophecy, 
poetry, the ideal life, the holy life, exist as 
ancient history merely; they are not in the 
belief, nor in the aspiration of society; but, 
when suggested, seem ridiculous. Life is 
o comic or pitiful as soon as the high ends of 
being fade out of sight, and man becomes 
near-sighted, and can only attend to what 
addresses the senses. 

These general views, which, whilst they are 
general, none will contest, find abundant 
illustration in the history of religion, and 
especially in the history of the Christian 
church. In that, all of us have had our birth 
and nurture. The truth contained in that, 
you, my young friends, are now setting forth 
to teach. As the Cultus, or established wor- 
ship of the civilized world, it has great histori- 
cal interest for us. Of its blessed words, 
which have been the consolation of humanity, 
you need not that I should speak. I shall 
endeavor to discharge my duty to you on this 
occasion, by pointing out two errors in its 
administration, which daily appear more 
gross from the point of view we have just now 
taken. 

Jesus Christ belonged to the true race of 
prophets. He saw with open eye the mystery 
of the soul. Drawn by its severe harmony, 
ravished with its beauty, he lived in it, and 
had his being there. Alone in all history he 
estimated the greatness of man. One man 
was true to what is in you and me. He saw 
that Ck)d incarnates himself in man, and ever- 
more goes forth anew to take possession of his 
World. He said, in this jubilee of sublime 
emotion, “I am divine. Through me, God 
acts; through me, speaks. Would you see 
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God, see me; or see thee, when thou also 
thinkest as I now think.” But what a distor- 
tion did his doctrine and memory sufier in 
the same, in the next, and the following ages ! 
There is no doctrine of the Reason which w ili 5 
bear to be taught by the Understanding. The 
understanding caught this high chant from 
the poet’s lips, and said, in the next age, 
“This was Jehovah come down out of heaven. 

I will kill you, if you say he was a man.” The .o 
idioms of his language and the figures of his 
rhetoric have usurped the place of his truth; 
and churches are not built on his principles, 
but on his tropes. Christianity became a 
Mythus, as the poetic teaching of Greece and 15 
of Egypt, before. He spoke of miracles; for 
he felt that man’s life was a miracle, and all 
that man doth, and he knew that this daily 
miracle shines as the character ascends. But 
the word Miracle, as pronounced by Chris- 20 
tian churches, gi\'es a false impression; it is 
Monster. It is not one with the blowing 
clover and the falling rain. 

He felt respect for Jvloses and the prophets, 
but no unfit tenderness at postponing their 25 
initial revelations to the hour and the man 
that now is; to the eternal revelation in the 
heart. Thus was he a true man. Having 
seen that the law in us is commanding, he 
would not suffer it to be commanded. Boldly, 30 
with hand, and heart, and life, he declared it 
was God. Thus is he, as I think, the only soul 
in history who has appreciated the wmrth of 
man. 

1 . In this point of view w^e become sensible 35 
of the first defect of historical Christianity. 
Historical Christianity has fallen into the 
error that corrupts all attempts to communi- 
cate religion. As it appears to us, and as it 
has appeared for ages, it is not the doctrine of 40 
the soul, but an exaggeration of the personal, 
the positive, the ritual. It has dwelt, it 
dwells, with noxious exaggeration about the 
person of Jesus. The soul knows no persons. 

It invites every man to expand to the full 45 
circle of the universe, and will have no prefer- 
ences but those of spontaneous love. But by 
this eastern monarchy of a Christianity, 
which indolence and fear have built, the 
friend of man is made the injurer of man. 50 
The manner in which his name is surrounded 
with expressions which were once sallies of 


admiration and love, but are now petrified 
into official titlejs, kills all generous sympathy 
and liking. All who hear me, feel that the 
language that describes Christ to Europe and 
America is not the style of fiicndship and 
enthusiasm to a good and noble heart, but is 
appropiiated and formal, — paints a demi- 
god, as the Orientals 01 the Greeks would 
describe Osiris or Apollo. Accept the injuri- 
ous impositions of our early catechetical in- 
struction, and ev^en honesty and self-denial 
were but splendid sins, if they did not wear 
the Christian name. One would rather be 

“A pagan, suckled in a creed outworn,” 

than to be defrauded of his manly right in 
coming into nature and finding not names 
and places, not land and j)rofessions, but even 
virtue and truth foreclosed and monopolized. 
You shall not be a man even. You shall not 
own the world; you shall not dare and live 
after the infinite Law that is in you, and in 
company with the infinite Beauty which 
heaven and earth reflect to you in all lovely 
forms; but you must subordinate your nature 
to Christ’s nature; you must accept our inter- 
pretations, and take his j)ortrait as the vulgar 
draw it. 

That is always best which gives me to 
myself. The sublime is excited in me by the 
great stoical doctrine, Obey thyself. That 
which shows God in me, fortifies me. That 
W'hich shows God out of me, makes me a wart 
and a wen. There is no longer a necessary 
reason for my being. Already the long shad- 
ows of untimely oblivion creep over me, and I 
shall decease forever. 

The divine bards arc the friends of my 
virtue, of my intellect, of my strength. They 
admonish me that the gleams which flash 
across my mind arc not mine, but God’s; that 
they had the like, and were not disobedient to 
the heavenly vision. So I love them. Noble 
provocations go out from them, inviting me 
to resist evil; to subdue the world; and to Be. 
And thus, by his holy thoughts, Jesus serves 
us, and thus only. To aim to convert a man 
by miracles is a profanation of the soul. A 
true conversion, a true Christ, is now, as al- 
ways, to be made by the reception of beautiful 
sentiments. It is true that a great and rich 
soul, like his, falling among the simple, does 
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so preponderate, that, as his did, it names the dream is told; somehow he publishes it with 

world. The world seems to exist for him, and solemn joy: sometimes with pencil on canvas; 

they have not yet drunk so deeply of his sense sometimes with chisel on stone; sometimes in 
as to see that only by coming again to them- towers and aisles of granite, his soul’s worship 
selves, or to God in themselves, can they grow 5 is builded; sometimes in anthems of indefinite 
forevermore. It is a low benefit to give me music; but clearest and most permanent, in 
something; it is a high benefit to enable me to words. 

do somewhat of myself. The time is coming The man enamored of this excellency be- 
when all men will see that the gift of God to comes its priest or poet. The office is coeval 
the soul is not a vaunting, overpowering, ex- 10 with the world. But observe the condition, 
eluding sanctity, but a sweet, natural good- the spiritual limitation of the office. The 
ness, a goodness like thine and mine, and that spirit only can teach. Not any profane man, 

so invites thine and mine to be and to grow. not any sensual, not any liar, not any slave 

The injustice of the vulgar tone of preach- can teach, but only he can give, who has; he 
ing is not less flagrant to Jesus than to the 15 only can create, who is. The man on whom 
souls wTich it profanes. The preachers do the soul descends, through whom the soul 
not see that they make his gospel not glad, speaks, alone can teach. Courage, piety, 
and shear him of the locks of beauty and the love, wisdom, can teach; and every man can 
attributes of heaven. When I see a majestic open his door to these angels, and they shall 
Epaminondas, or Washington; when I see 20 bring him the gift of tongues. But the man 
among my contemporaries a true orator, an who aims to speak as books enable, as synods 
upright judge, a dear friend; when I vibrate use, as the fashion guides, and as interest 
to the melody and fancy of a poem; I see commands, babbles. Let him hush, 
beauty that is to be desired. And so lovely. To this holy office you propose to devote 
and yet with more entire consent of my hu- 25 yourselves. I wish you may feel your call in 
man being, sounds in my ear the severe music throbs of desire and hope. The office is the 
of the bards that have sung of the true God in first in the world. It is of that reality that it 
all ages. Now do not degrade the life and cannot suffer the deduction of any falsehood, 
dialogues of Christ out of the circle of this And it is my duty to say to you that the need 
charm, by insulation and peculiarity. Let 30 was never greater of new revelation than now. 
them lie as they befell, alive and warm, part From the views I have already expressed, you 
of human life and of the landscape and of the will infer the sad conviction, which I share, I 
cheerful day. believe, with numbers, of the universal decay 

2. The second defect of the traditionary and now almost death of faith in society. The 
and limited way of using the mind of Christ is 35 soul is not preached. The Church seems to 
a consequence of the first; this namely: that totter to its fall, almost all life extinct. On 
the Moral Nature, that Law of laws whose this occasion, any complaisance would be 
revelations introduce greatness — yea, God criminal which told you, whose hope and 
himself — into the open soul, is not explored commission it is to preach the faith of Christ, 
as the fountain of the established teaching in 40 that the faith of Christ is preached, 
society. Men have come to speak of the reve- It is time that this ill-suppressed murmur 
lation as somewhat long ago given and done, of all thoughtful men against the famine of 
as if God were dead. The injury to faith our churches; — this moaning of the heart 
throttles the preacher; and the goodliest of because it is bereaved of the consolation, the 
institutions becomes an uncertain and inartic- 45 hope, the grandeur that come alone out of 
ulate voice. the culture of the moral nature, — should be 

It is very certain that it is the effect of con- heard through the sleep of indolence, and 
versation with the beauty of the soul, to beget over the din of routine. This great and per- 
a desire and need to impart to others the same petual office of the preacher is not discharged, 
knowledge and love. If utterance is denied, 50 Preaching is the expression of the moral senti- 
the thought lies like a burden on the man. ment in application to the duties of life. In 
Always the seer is a sayer. Somehow his how many churches, by how' many prophets. 
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tell me, is man made sensible that he is an 
infinite Soul; that the earth and heavens are 
passing into his mind ; that he is drinking for- 
ever the soul of God? Where now sounds the 
persuasion, that by its very melody impara- s 
dises my heart, and so affirms its own origin 
in heaven? Where shall I hear words such as 
in elder ages drew men to leave all and fol- 
low, — father and mother, house and land, 
wife and child? Where shall I hear these lo 
august laws of moral being so pronounced as 
to fill my ear, and I feel ennobled by the offer 
of my uttermost action and passion? The 
test of the true faith, certainly, should be its 
power to charm and command the soul, as 15 
the laws of nature control the activity of the 
hands, — so commanding that we find pleas- 
ure and honor in obeying. The faith should 
blend with the light of rising and of setting 
suns, with the flying cloud, the singing bird, 20 
and the breath of flowers. But now the 
priest’s Sabbath has lost the splendor of na- 
ture; it is unlovely; we are glad when it is 
done; we can make, we do make, even sitting 
in our pews, a far better, holier, sweeter, for 25 
ourselves. 

Whenever the pulpit is usurped by a form- 
alist, then is the w'orshipper defrauded and 
disconsolate. We shrink as soon as the 
prayers begin, which do not uplift, but smite 30 
and offend us. We are fain to wrap our 
cloaks about us, and secure, as best we can, a 
solitude that hears not. I once heard a 
preacher who sorely tempted me to say I 
would go to church no more. Men go, 35 
thought I, where they are wont to go, else 
had no soul entered the temple in the after- 
noon. A snow-storm was falling around us. 
The snow-storm ^vas real, the preacher 
merely spectral, and the eye felt the sad 40 
contrast in looking at him, and then out of 
the window behind him into the beautiful 
meteor of the snow. He had lived in vain. 

He had no one word intimating that he had 
laughed or wept, w^as married or in love, had 45 
been commended, or cheated, or chagrined. 

If he had ever lived and acted, we were none 
the wiser for it. The capital secret of his pro- 
fession, namely, to convert life into truth, he 
had not learned. Not one fact m all his ex- 50 
perience had he yet imported into his doc- 
trine. This man had ploughed and planced 


and talked and bought and sold ; he had read 
books; he had eaten and drunken; his head 
aches, his heart throbs; he smiles and suffers; 
yet was there not a surmise, a hint, in all the 
discourse, that he had ever lived at all. Not a 
line did he draw out of real liistory. The 
true preacher can be known by this, that he 
deals out to his people his life, — life passed 
through the fire of liiought. But of the bad 
preacher, it could not be told from his sermon 
what age of the world he fell in; whether he 
had a father or a child ; whether he was a free- 
holder or a pauper; whether he was a citizen 
or a countryman; or any other fact of his 
biograpliy. It seemed strange that the people 
should come to church. It seemed as if their 
houses were very unentertaining, that they 
should prefer this thoughtless clamor. It 
shows that there is a commanding attraction 
in the moral sentiment, that can lend a faint 
tint of light to dulness and ignorance coming 
in its name and place. Th(' good hearer is 
sure he has been touched sometimes; is sure 
there is somewhat to be reached, and some 
word that can reach it. When he listens to 
these vain words, he eomforts himself by their 
relation to his remembrance of better hours, 
and so they clatter and echo unchallenged. 

I am not ignorant that when we preach 
unworthily, it is not always quite in vain. 
There is a good car, in some men, that draws 
supplies to virtue out of very indifferent nutri- 
ment. There is poetic truth concealed in all 
the commonplaces of prayer and of sermons, 
and though foolishly spoken, they may be 
wasely heard; for each is some select expres- 
sion that broke out in a moment of piety from 
.some stricken or jubilant soul, and its excel- 
lency made it remembered. The prayers and 
even the dogmas of our church are like the 
zodiac of Dcnderah and the astronomical 
monuments of the Hindoos, wholly insulated 
from anything now extant in the life and 
business of the people. They mark the height 
to which the ^vate^s once rose. But this 
docility is a check upon the mischief from the 
good and devout. In a large portion of the 
community, the religious service gives rise to 
quite other thoughts and emotions. We need 
not chide the negligent servant. We are 
struck with pity, rather, at the swift retribu- 
tion of his sloth. Alas for the unhappy man 



500 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


that is called to stand in the pulpit, and not 
give bread of life. Everything that befalls, 
accuses him. Would he ask contributions for 
the missions, foreign or domestic? Instantly 
his face is suffused with shame, to propose to 5 
his parish that they should send money a hun- 
dred or a thousand miles, to furnish such poor 
fare as they have at home and would do well 
to go the hundred or tlte thousand miles to 
escape. Would he urge people to a godly 10 
way of living; — and can he ask a fellow- 
creature to come to Sabbath meetings, when 
he and they all know what is the poor utter- 
most they can hope for therein? Will he 
invite them privately to the Lord’s Supper? 15 
He dares not. If no heart warm this rite, the 
hollow, dry, creaking formality is too plain, 
than that he can face a man of wit and energy 
and put the invitation without terror. In the 
street, what has he to say to the bold village 20 
blasphemer? The village blasphemer sees 
fear in the face, form, and gait of the minister. 

Let me not taint the sincerity of this plea 
by any oversight of the claims of good men. 

I know and honor the purity and strict con- 25 
science of numbers of the clergy. What life 
the public worship retains, it owes to the 
scattered company of pious men, who min- 
ister here and there in the churches, and who, 
sometimes accepting with too great tender- 30 
ness the tenet of the elders, have not accepted 
from others, but from their own heart, the 
genuine impulses of virtue, and so still com- 
mand our love and awe, to the sanctity of 
character. Moreover, the exceptions are not 35 
so much to be found in a few eminent preach- 
ers, as in the better hours, the truer inspira- 
tions of all, — nay, in the sincere moments of 
every man. But, with whatever exception, it 
is still true that tradition characterizes the 40 
preaching of this country; that it comes out of 
the memory, and not out of the soul; that it 
aims at what is usual, and not at what is neces- 
sary and eternal; that thus historical Chris- 
tianity destroys the power of preaching, by 45 
withdrawing it from the exploration of the 
moral nature of man; where the sublime is, 
where are the resources of astonishment and 
power. What a cruel injustice it is to that 
Law, the joy of the whole earth, which alone 50 
can make the thought dear and rich; that 
Law whose fatal sureness the astronomical 


orbits poorly emulate; — that it is travestied 
and depreciated, that it is behooted and be- 
howled, and not a trait, not a word of it 
articulated. The pulpit in losing sight of this 
Law, loses its reason, and gropes after it 
knows not what. And for want of this culture 
the soul of the community is sick and faith- 
less. It wants nothing so much as a stern, 
high, stoical, Christian discipline, to make it 
know itself and the divinity that speaks 
through it. Now man is ashamed of himself; 
he skulks and sneaks through the world, to be 
tolerated, to be pitied, and scarcely in a 
thousand years does any man dare to be wise 
and good, and so draw after him the tears 
and blessings of his kind. 

Certainly there have been periods when, 
from the inactivity of the intellect on certain 
truths, a greater faith was possible in names 
and persons. The Puritans in England and 
America found in the Christ of the Catholic 
Church and in the dogmas inherited from 
Rome, scope for their austere piety and their 
longings for civil freedom. But their creed is 
passing away, and none arises in its room. I 
think no man can go with his thoughts about 
him into one of our churches, without feeling 
that what hold the public worship had on 
men is gone, or going. It has lost its grasp on 
the affection of the good and the fear of the 
bad. In the country, neighborhoods, half 
parishes are signing of, to use the local term. 
It is already beginning to indicate character 
and religion to withdraw from the religious 
meetings. I have heard a devout person, who 
prized the Sabbath, say in bitterness of heart, 
“On Sundays, it seems wicked to go to 
church.” And the motive that holds the best 
there is now only a hope and a waiting. 
What was once a mere circumstance, that the 
best and the worst men in the parish, the poor 
and the rich, the learned and the ignorant, 
young and old, should meet one day as fel- 
lows in one house, in sign of an equal right in 
the soul, has come to be a paramount motive 
for going thither. 

My friends, in these two errors, I think, I 
find the causes of a decaying church and a 
wasting unbelief. And what greater calamity 
can fall upon a nation than the loss of wor- 
ship? Then all things go to decay. Genius 
leaves the temple to haunt the senate or the 
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market. Literature becomes frivolous. Sci- 
ence is cold. The eye of youth is not lighted 
by the hope of other worlds, and age is with- 
out honor. Society lives to trifles, and when 
men die we do not mention them. S 

And now, my brothers, you will ask, What 
in these desponding days can be done by us? 
The remedy is already declared in the ground 
of our complaint of the Church. We have 
contrasted the Church with the Soul. In the lo 
soul then let the redemption be sought. 
Wherever a man comes, there comes revolu- 
tion. The old is for slaves. When a man 
comes, all books are legible, all things trans- 
parent, all religions are forms. He is reli- 15 
gious. Man is the wonderworker. He is 
seen amid miracles. All men bless and curse. 

He saith yea and nay, only. The stationari- 
ness of religion; the assumption that the age 
of inspiration is past, that the Bible is closed ; 20 
the fear of degrading the character of Jesus 
by representing him as a man; — indicate 
with sufficient clearness the falsehood of our 
theology. It is the office of a true teacher to 
show us that God is, not was; that He speak- 25 
eth, not spake. The true Christianity, — a 
faith like Christ’s in the infinitude of man, — 

IS lost. None believeth in the soul of man, 
but only in some man or person old and de- 
parted. Ah me! no man goeth alone. All 30 
men go in flocks to this saint or that poet, 
avoiding the God who seeth in secret. They 
cannot see in secret; they love to be blind in 
public. They think society wiser than their 
soul, and know not that one soul, and their 35 
soui, is wiser than the whole world. See how 
nations and races flit by on the sea of time 
and leave no ripple to tell where they floated 
or sunk, and one good soul shall make the 
name of Moses, or of Zeno, or of Zoroaster, 40 
reverend forever. None assayeth the stem 
ambition to be the Self of the nation and of 
nature, but each would be an easy secondary 
to some Christian scheme, or sectarian con- 
nection, or some eminent man. Once leave 45 
your own knowledge of God, your own senti- 
ment, and take secondary knowledge, as St. 
Paul’s, or George Fox’s, or Swedenborg’s, 
and you get wide from God with every year 
this secondary form lasts, and if, as now, for 50 
centuries, — the chasm yawns to that breadth, 


tliat men can scarcely be convinced there is in 
them anything divine. 

Let me admonish you, first of all, to go 
alone; to refuse the good models, even those 
which are sacred to the imagination of men, 
and dare to love God wiihout mediator or 
veil. Friends enough you shall find who will 
hold up to your emulation Wesleys and 
Oberlins, Saints and Prophets. Thank God 
for these good men, but say, “I also am a 
man.” Imitation cannot go above its model. 
The imitator dooms himself to hopeless 
mediocrity. The inventor did it because it 
was natural to him, and so in him it has a 
charm. In the imitator something else is 
natural, and he bereaves himself of his own 
beauty, to come short of another man’s. 

Yourself a newborn bard of the Holy 
Ghost, cast behind you all conformity, and 
acquaint men at first hand with Deity. Look 
to it first and only, that fashion, custom, 
authority, pleasure, and money, are nothing 
to you, — are not bandages over your eyes, 
that you cannot see, — but live with the privi- 
lege of the immeasurable mind. Not too 
anxious to visit periodically all families and 
each family in your parish connection, — 
when you meet one of these men or women, 
be to them a divine man; be to them 
thought and virtue; let their timid aspira- 
tions find in you a friend; let their trampled 
instincts be genially tempted out in your 
atmosphere; let their doubts know that you 
have doubted, and their wonder feel that 
you have wondered. By trusting your own 
heart, you shall gain more confidence in 
other men. For all our penny-wisdom, for 
all our soul-destroying slavery to habit, it is 
not to be doubted that ail men have sublime 
thoughts; that all men value the few real 
hours of life; they love to be heard; they love 
to be caught up into the vision of principles. 
We mark with light in the memory the few 
interviews we have had, in the dreary years 
of routine and of sin, with souls that made our 
souls wiser; that spoke what we thought; that 
told us what we knew; that gave us leave to be 
what we inly were. Discharge to men the 
priestly office, and, present or absent, you 
shall be followed with their love as by an 
angel. 
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And, to this end, let us not aim at common 
degrees of merit. Can we not leave, to such 
as love it, the virtue that glitters for the com- 
mendation of society, and ourselves pierce the 
deep solitudes of absolute ability and worth? 5 
We easily come up to the standard of goodness 
in society. Society’s praise can be cheaply 
secured, and almost all men are content with 
those easy merits; but the instant effect of 
conversing with God will be to put them k 
away. There are persons who are not actors, 
not speakers, but influences; persons too great 
for fame, for display; who disdain eloquence; 
to whom all we call art and artist, seems too 
nearly allied to show and by-ends, to the 
exaggeration of the finite and selfish, and loss 
of the universal. The orators, the poets, the 
commanders encroach on us only as fair 
women do, by our allowance and homage. 
Slight them by preoccupation of mind, slight 2^ 
them, as you can well afford to do, by high 
and universal aims, and they instantly feel 
that you have right, and that it is in lower 
places that they must shine. They also feel 
your right; for they with you are open to the 2 
influx of the all-knowing Spirit, which anni- 
hilates before its broad noon the little shades 
and gradations of intelligence in the composi- 
tions we call wiser and wisest. 

In such high communion let us study the 3 
grand strokes of rectitude: a bold benevo- 
lence, an independence of friends, so that not 
the unjust wishes of those who love us shall 
impair our freedom, but we shall resist for 
truth’s sake the freest flow of kindness, and 3 
appeal to sympathies far in advance; and — 
what is the highest form in which we know 
this beautiful element, — a certain solidity of 
merit, that has nothing to do with opinion, 
and which is so essentially and manifestly 4 
virtue, that it is taken for granted that the 
right, the brave, the generous step will be 
taken by it, and nobody thinks of commend- 
ing it. You would compliment a coxcomb 
doing a good act, but you would not praise an ^ 
angel. The silence that accepts merit as the 
most natural thing in the world, is the highest 
applause. Such souls, when they appear, are 
the Imperial Guard of Virtue, the perpetual 
reserve, the dictators of fortune. One needs * 
not praise their courage, — they are the heart 
and soul of nature. O my friends, there are 


resources in us on which we have not drawn. 
There are men who rise refreshed on hearing 
a threat; men to whom a crisis which intimi- 
dates and paralyzes the majority, — demand- 
ing not the faculties of prudence and thrift, 
but comprehension, immovableness, the 
readiness of sacrifice, — comes graceful and 
beloved as a bride. Napoleon said of Mas- 
sena, that he was not himself until the battle 
began to go against him; then, when the dead 
began to fall in ranks around him, awoke his 
powers of combination, and he put on terror 
and victory as a robe. So it is in rugged 
crises, in unweariable endurance, and in 
aims which put sympathy out of the question, 
that the angel is shown. But these are heights 
that we can scarce remember and look up to 
without contrition and shame. Let us thank 
God that such things exist. 

And now let us do what we can to rekindle 
the smouldering, nigh quenched fire on the 
altar. The evils of the church that now is are 
manifest. The question returns, What shall 
we do? I confess, all attempts to project and 
establish a Cultus with new rites and forms, 
seem to me vain. Faith makes us, and not 
we it, and faith makes its own forms. All 
attempts to contrive a system are as cold as 
the new worship introduced by the French to 
the goddess of Reason, — today, pasteboard 
and filigree, and ending tomorrow in mad- 
ness and murder. Rather let the breath of 
new life be breathed by you through the 
forms already existing. For if once you are 
alive, you shall find they shall become plastic 
and new. The remedy to their deformity is 
first, soul, and second, soul, and evermore, 
soul. A whole popedom of forms one pulsa- 
tion of virtue can uplift and vivify. Two in- 
estimable advantages Christianity has given 
us; first the Sabbath, the jubilee of the whole 
world, whose light dawns welcome alike into 
the closet of the philosopher, into the garret 
of toil, and into prison-cells, and everywhere 
suggests, even to the vile, the dignity of spir- 
itual being. Let it stand forevermore, a tem- 
ple, which new love, new faith, new sight 
shall restore to more than its first splendor to 
mankind. And secondly, the institution of 
preaching, — the speech of man to men, — 
essentially the most flexible of all organs, of 
all forms. What hinders that now, every- 
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where, in pulpits, in lecture-rooms, in houses, 
in fields, wherever the invitation of men or 
your own occasions lead you, you speak the 
\er\' truth, as your life and conscience teach 
it, and cheer the waiting, fainting hearts of 5 
nien with new hope and new revelation? 

I look for the hour when that supreme 
Beauty which ravished the souls of those 
Eastern men, and chiefly of those Hebrcvs, 
and through their lips spoke oracles to all 10 
time, shall speak in the West also. The He- 
brew and Greek Scriptures contain immortai 
sentences, that have been bread of life to 
millions. But they have no epical integrit^y; 
are fragmentary; are not shown in their order 15 
to the intellect. I look for the new Teacher 
that shall follow so far those shining laws that 
he shall see them come full circle; shall see 
their rounding complete grace; shall see the 
world to be the mirror of the soul; shall see 20 
the identity of the law of gravitation with 
purity of heart; and shall show that the 
Ought, that Duty, is one thing with Science, 
with Beauty, and with Joy. 

25 

Self-Reliance 

(1841) 

Both this essay and “The Over-Soul” were pub- 
lished in the Essays of 1841. The logical relation 
between the two was plainly stated by Emerson in 
an address in 1854: “self-reliance, the height and 
perfection of man, is reliance on God.” For the 
“self” to be trusted is, according to Emerson, not 
the egoistic or “selfish” self, but the universal or 
divine self. “A curious example of the rudeness 35 
and inaccuracy of thought,” he complains else- 
vhere, “is the inability to distinguish between the 
private and the universal consciousness. I never 
make that blunder when I write, but the critics 
who read impute their confusion to me.” For fur- 
ther light on this distinction, see the discussion of 40 
subjectivism in Emerson’s Dial paper entitled 
“Thoughts on Modern Literature” (in Natural 
History of Intellect and Othei Papers). 

I read the other day some verses written by 
an eminent painter which were original and 45 
not conventional. The soul always hears an 
admonition in such lines, let the subject be 
what it may. The sentiment they instil is of 
more value than any thought they may con- 
tain. To believe your own thought, to be- 50 
lieve that what is true for you in your private 
heart is true for all men, — that is genius. 


Speak your latent conviction, and it shall be 
the universal sense; for the inmost in due 
time becomes the outmost, and our first 
thought is rendered back to us by the trum- 
pets of the Last Judgment, Familiar as the 
\'oice of the mind is to e.mh, the highest merit 
we ascribe to Moses, Plato, and Milton is that 
tiiev set at nauglit books and traditions, and 
spoke not what men, but what they thought. 
A man should learn to detect and watch that 
gleam of light which flashes across his mind 
from within, more than the lustre of the 
firmament of bard*? and sages. Yet he dis- 
misses without notice his thought, because it 
is his. In ev'erv' work of genius we recognize 
our owm rejected thoughts; they come back 
to us with a certain alienated majesty. Great 
works of art have no more a fleeting lesson for 
us than this. 'They teach us to abide by our 
spontaneous impression with good-humored 
inflexibility then most when the whole cry of 
voices is on the other side. Else to-morrow a 
stranger will say with mast(‘rly good sense pre- 
cisely what we have thought and felt all the 
time, and we shall be forced to take with 
shame our own opinion from another. 

There is a time in every man’s education 
when he arrives at the conviction that envy 
is ignorance; that imitation is suicide; that 
he must take himself for b(‘tter for wor.se as 
his portion; that though the wide universe is 
full of good, no kernel of nourishing corn can 
come to him but through his toil bestowed on 
that plot of ground which is given to him to 
till. The power which resides in him is new 
in nature, and none but he knows what that 
is which he can do, nor does he know until he 
has tried. Not for nothing one face, one 
character, one fact, makes much impression 
on him and another none. This sculpture in 
the memory is not without preestablished 
harmony. The eye was placed where one ray 
should fall, that it might testify of that par- 
ticular ray. We but half express ourselves, 
and are ashamed of that divine idea which 
each of us represents. It may be safely 
trusted as proportionate and of good issues, so 
it be faithfully imparted, but God will not 
have his work made manifest by cowards. A 
man is relieved and gay when he has put his 
heart into his work and done his best; but 
what he has said or done otherwise shall give 
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him no peace. It is a deliverance which does 
not deliver. In the attempt his genius deserts 
him; no muse befriends; no invention, no 
hope. 

Trust thyself: every heart vibrates to that 
iron string. Accept the place the divine 
providence has found for you, the society of 
your contemporaries, the connection of 
events. Great men have always done so, and 
confided themselves childlike to the genius of 
their age, betraying their perception that the 
absolutely trustworthy was seated at their 
heart, working through their hands, pre- 
dominating in all their being. And we are 
now men, and must accept in the highest 
mind the same transcend ei:t destiny; and not 
minors and invalids in a protected corner, not 
cowards fleeing before a revolution, but 
guides, redeemers, and benefactors, obeying 
the Almighty effort and advancing on Chaos 
and the Dark. 

What pretty oracles nature yields us on 
this text in the face and behavior of children, 
babes, and even brutes! That divided and 
rebel mind, that distrust of a sentiment be- 
cause our arithmetic has computed the 
strength and means opposed to our purpose, 
these have not. Their mind being whole, 
their eye is as yet unconquered, and when 
we look in their faces we are disconcerted. 
Infancy conforms to nobod)'; all conform to 
it; so that one babe commonly makes four or 
five out of the adults who prattle and play to 
it. So God has armed youth and puberty 
and manhood no less with its own piquancy 
and charm, and made it enviable and gra- 
cious and its claims not to be put by, if it will 
stand by itself. Do not think the youth has 
no force, because he cannot speak to you and 
me. Hark! in the next room his voice is suffi- 
ciently clear and emphatic. It seems he 
knows how to speak to his contemporaries. 
Bashful or bold then, he will know how to 
make us seniors very' unnecessary. 

The nonchalance of boys who are sure of a 
dinner, and would disdain as much as a lord 
to do or say aught to conciliate one, is the 
healthy attitude of human nature. A boy is 
in the parlor what the pit is in the playhouse; 
independent, irresponsible, looking out from 
his comer on such people and facts as pass 
by, he tries and sentences them on their mer- 


its, in the swift, summary ways of boys, as 
good, bad, interesting, silly, eloquent, trou- 
blesome. He cumbers himself never about 
consequences, about interests; he gives an 
5 independent, genuine verdict. You must 
court him; he does not court you. But the 
man is as it were clapped into jail by his 
consciousness. As soon as he has once acted 
or spoken with eclat he is a committed person, 
lo watched by the sympathy or the hatred of 
hundreds whose affections must now enter 
into his account. There is no Lethe for this. 
Ah, that he could pass again into his neutral- 
ity! Who can thus avoid all pledges and, 
IS having observed, observe again from the same 
unaffected, unbiased, unbribable, unaf- 
frighted innocence, — must always be form- 
idable. He would utter opinions on all pass- 
ing affairs, which being seen to be not private 
20 but necessary, would sink like darts into the 
ear of men and put them in fear. 

These are the voices which we hear in soli- 
tude, but they grow faint and inaudible as 
we enter into the world. Society everywhere 
25 is in conspiracy against the manhood of every 
one of its members. Society is a joint-stock 
company, in which the members agree, for 
the better securing of his bread to each share- 
holder, to surrender the liberty and culture 
30 of the eater. The virtue in most request is 
conformity. Self-reliance is its aversion. It 
loves not realities and creators, but names and 
customs. 

Whoso would be a man, must be a noncon- 
35 formist. He who would gather immortal 
palms must not be hindered by the name of 
goodness, but must explore if it be goodness. 
Nothing is at last sacred but the integrity of 
your own mind. Absolve you to yourself, 
40 and you shall have the suffrage of the world. 
I remember an answer which when quite 
young I was prompted to make to a valued 
adviser who was wont to importune me with 
the dear old doctrines of the church. On my 
45 saying, “What have I to do with the sacred- 
ness of traditions, if I live wholly from 
within?” my friend suggested, — “But these 
impulses may be from below, not from above.” 
I replied, “They do not seem to me to be 
50 such; but if I am the Devil’s child, I will live 
then from the Devil.” No law can be sacred 
to me but that of my nature. Gkx)d and bad 
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are but names very readily transferable to Virtues are, in the popular estimate, rather 
that or this; the only right is what is cifter my the exception than the rule. There is the 
constitution; the only wrong what is against man and his virtues. Men do what is called 
it. A man is to carry himself in the presence a good action, as some piece of courage or 
of all opposition as if everything were titular 5 charity, much as they would pay a fine in 
and ephemeral but he. I am ashamed to expiation of daily non-appearance on parade, 
think how easily we capitulate to badges and Their works are done as an apology or exten- 
names, to large societies and dead institu- nation of their living in the world, — as in- 
tions. Every decent and well-spoken individ- valids and the insane pay a high board. Their 
ual affects and sways me more than is right. 10 virtues are penances. I do not wish to expi- 
I ought to go upright and vital, and speak the ate, but to live. My life is for itself and not 
rude truth in all ways. If malice and vanity for a spectacle. I much prefer that it should 
wear the coat of philanthropy, shall that be of a lower strain, so it be genuine and 
pass? If an angry bigot assumes this bounti- equal, than that it should be glittering and 
ful cause of Abolition, and comes to me with is unsteady. I wish it to be sound and sweet, 
his last news from Barbadoes, why should I and not to need diet and bleeding. I ask 
not say to him, “Go love thy infant; love thy primary evidence that you are a man and 
woodchopper; be good-natured and modest; refuse this appeal from the man to his actions, 
have that grace; and never varnish your hard, I know that for myself it makes no difference 
uncharitable ambition with this incredible 20 whether I do or forbear those actions which 
tenderness for black folk a thousand miles off. are reckoned excellent. I cannot consent to 
Thy love afar is spite at home.” Rough and pay for a privilege where I have intrinsic 
graceless would be such greeting, but truth is right. Few and mean as my gifts may be, I 
handsomer than the affectation of love. Your actually am, and do not need for my own 
goodness must have some edge to it, — else it 25 assurance or the assurance of my fellows any 
is none. The doctrine of hatred must be secondary testimony. 

preached, as the counteraction of the doctrine What I must do is all that concerns me, 

of love, when that pules and whines. I shun not what the people think. This rule, equally 
father and mother and wife and brother when arduous in actual and in intellectual life, may 
my genius calls me. I would write on the 30 serve for the whole distinction between great- 
lintels of the doorpost. Whim. I hope it is ness and meanness. It is the harder because 
somewhat better than whim at last, but we you will always find those who think they 
cannot spend the day in explanation. Expect know what is your duty better than you know 
me not to show cause why I seek or why I it. It is easy in the world to live after the 
exclude company. Then again, do not tell 35 world’s opinion; it is easy in solitude to live 
me, as a good man did to-day, of my obliga- after our own; but the great man is he who in 
tion to put all poor men in good situations. the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect 
Are they my poor? I tell thee, thou foolish sweetness the independence of solitude, 

philanthropist, that I grudge the dollar, the The objection to conforming to usages that 

dime, the cent I give to such men as do not 40 have become dead to you is that it scatters 
belong to me and to whom I do not belong. your force. It loses your time and blurs the 
There is a class of persons to whom by all impression of your character. If you main- 

spiritual affinity I am bought and sold; for tain a dead church, contribute to a dead 

them I will go to prison if need be; but your Bible-society, vote with a great party ither 
miscellaneous popular charities; the educa- 45 for the government or against it, spread your 
tion at college of fools; the building of meet- table like base housekeepers, — under all 
ing-houses to the vain end to which many these screens I have difficulty to detect the 
now stand; alms to sots, and the thousand- precise man you are: and of course so much 
fold Relief Societies; — though I confess with force is withdrawn from all your proper life, 

shame I sometimes succumb and give the 50 But do your work, and I shall know you. 

dollar, it is a wicked dollar, which by and by Do your work, and you shall reinforce your- 

I shall have the manhood to withhold. self. A man must consider what a blind- 
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man’s-buff is this game of conformity. If I 
know your sect I anticipate your argument. 
I hear a preacher announce for his text and 
topic the expediency of one of the institutions 
of his church. Do I not know beforehand 
that not possibly can he say a new and spon- 
taneous word? Do I not know that with all 
this ostentation of grounds of the institution 
he will do no such thing? Do I not know that 
he is pledged to himself not to look but at one 
side, the permitted side, not as a man, but as a 
parish minister? He is a retained attorney, 
and these airs of the bench are the emptiest 
affectation. Well, most men have bound 
their eyes with one or another handkerchief, 
and attached themselves to some one of these 
communities of opinion. This conformity 
makes them not false in a few particulars, 
authors of a few lies, but false in all particu- 
lars. Their every truth is not quite true. 
Their two is not the real two, their four not 
the real four; so that every word they say 
chagrins us and we know not where to begin 
to set them right. Meantime nature is not 
slow to equip us in the prison-uniform of the 
party to which we adhere. We come to wear 
one cut of face and figure, and acquire by 
degrees the gentlest asinine expression. There 
is a mortifying experience in particular, 
which docs not fail to wreak itself also in the 
general history; I mean the “foolish face of 
praise,” the forced smile which we put on in 
company where we do not feel at ease, in 
answer to conversation which does not inter- 
est us. The muscles, not spontaneously 
moved but moved by a low usurping wilful- 
ness, grow tight about the outline of the face, 
with the most disagreeable sensation. 

For nonconformity the world whips you 
with its displeasure. And therefore a man 
must know how to estimate a sour face. The 
by-standers look askance on him in the public 
street or in the friend’s parlor. If this aver- 
sion had its origin in contempt and resistance 
like his own he might well go home with a sad 
countenance; but the sour faces of the multi- 
tude, like their sweet faces, have no deep 
cause, but are put on and off as the wind 
blows and a newspaper directs. Yet is the 
discontent of the multitude more formidable 
than that of the senate and the college. It is 
easy enough for a firm man who knows the 


world to brook the rage of the cultivated 
classes. Their rage is decorous and prudent 
for they are timid, as being very vulnerable 
themselves. But when to their feminine rage 
5 the indignation of the people is added, when 
the ignorant and the poor are aroused, when 
the unintelligent brute force that lies at the 
bottom of society is made to growl and mow, 
it needs the habit of magnanimity and reli- 
lo gion to treat it godlike as a trifle of no con- 
cernment. 

The other terror that scares us from self- 
trust is our consistency; a reverence for our 
past act or word because the eyes of others 
15 have no other data for computing our orbit 
than our past acts, and we are loth to disap- 
point them. 

But why should you keep your head over 
your shoulder? Why drag about this corpse 
20 of your memory, lest you contradict some- 
what you have stated in this or that public 
place? Suppose you should contradict your- 
self; what then? It seems to be a rule of wis- 
dom never to rely on your memory alone, 
25 scarcely even in acts of pure memory, but to 
bring the past for judgment into the thou- 
sand-eyed present, and live ever in a new day. 
In your metaphysics you have denied person- 
ality to the Deity, yet when the devout mo- 
30 tions of the soul come, yield to them heart 
and life, though they should clothe God with 
shape and color. Leave your theory, as Jo- 
seph his coat in the hand of the harlot, and 
flee. 

35 A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of 
little minds, adored by little statesmen and 
philosophers and divines. With consistency 
a great soul has simply nothing to do. He 
may as well concern himself with his shadow 
40 on the wall. Speak what you think now in 
hard words and to-morrow speak what to- 
morrow thinks in hard words again, though 
it contradict everything you said to-day. — 
“Ah, so you shall be sure to be misunder- 
45 stood.” — Is it so bad then to be misunder- 
stood? Pythagoras was misunderstood, and 
Socrates, and Jesus, and Luther, and Coper- 
nicus, and Galileo, and Newton, and every 
pure and wise spirit that ever took flesh. To 
50 be great is to be misunderstood. 

I suppose no man can violate his nature. 
All the sallies of his will are rounded in by 
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the law of his being, as the inequalities of 
Andes and Himmaleh are insignificant in the 
curve of the sphere. Nor does it matter how 
you gauge and try him. A character is like 
an acrostic or Alexandrian stanza; — read it 5 
forward, backward, or across, it still spells the 
same thing. In this pleasing contrite wood- 
life which God allows me, let me record day 
by day my honest thought without prospect 
or retrospect, and, I cannot doubt, it will be 10 
found symmetrical, though I mean it not and 
see it not. Aly book should smell of pines and 
resound with the hum of insects. The swal- 
low over my window should interweave that 
thread or straw he carries in his bill into my 15 
web also. We pass for what we are. Charac- 
ter teaches above our wills. Men imagine 
that they communicate their virtue or vice 
only by overt actions, and do not see 
that virtue or vice emit a breath every 20 
moment. 

There will be an agreement in whatever 
variety of actions, so they be each honest and 
natural in their hour. For of one will, the 
actions will be harmonious, however unlike 25 
they seem. These varieties are lost sight of at 
a little distance, at a little height of thought. 
One tendency unites them all. The voyage 
of the best ship is a zigzag line of a hundred 
tacks. See the line from a sufficient distance, 30 
and it straightens itself to the average tend- 
ency. Your genuine action will explain itself 
and will explain your other genuine actions. 
Your conformity explains nothing. Act 
singly, and what you have already done 35 
singly will justify you now. Greatness ap- 
peals to the future. If I can be firm enough 
to-day to do right and scorn eyes, I must have 
done so much right before as to defend me 
now. Be it how it will, do right now. Al- 40 
ways scorn appearances and you always may. 
The force of character is cumulative. All the 
foregone days of virtue work their health into 
this. What makes the majesty of the heroes 
of the senate and the field, wffiich so fills the 45 
imagination? The consciousness of a train of 
great days and victories behind They shed a 
united light on the advancing actor. He is 
attended as by a visible escort of angels. That 
is it which throws thunder into Chatham’s 50 
voice, and dignity into Washington’s port, 
and America into Adams’s eye. Honor is 


venerable to us because it is no ephemera. 
It is always ancient virtue. We worship it 
to-day because it is not of to-day. We love 
it and pay it homage because it is not a trap 
for our love and homage, but is self-dep>end- 
ent, self-derived, and therefore of an old 
immaculate pedigree, e\en if shown in a 
young person. 

I hope in these days we have heard the 
last of conformity and consistency. Let the 
words be gazetted and ridiculous hencefor- 
ward. Insiead of the gong for dinner, let us 
liear a whistle from tlie Spartan fife. Let us 
never bow and apologize more. A great max? 
is coming to eat at my house. I do not wish 
n please him; I wish tliat he should wash to 
please me. I will stand here for humanity, 
and though I would make it kind, I would 
make it true. Let us affront and reprimand 
the smooth mediocrity and squalid content- 
ment of the times, and hurl in the face of cus- 
tom and trade and office, the fact which is the 
upshot of all history, that there is a great re- 
sponsible Thinker and Actc^r working wher- 
ever a man works; that a true man lielongs to 
no other time or place, but is the centre of 
things. Where he is there is nature. He 
measures you and all men and all events. 
Ordinarily, cvcryl)ody in society reminds us 
of somewhat else, or of some other person. 
Character, reality, reminds you of nothing 
else; it takes place of the whole creation. The 
man must be so much that he must make all 
circumstances indifferent. Every true man is 
a cause, a countiy, and an age; requires in- 
finite spaces and numbers and time fully to 
accomplish his design; — and posterity seem 
to follow his steps as a train of clients. A man 
Caesar is born, and for ages after we have a 
Roman Empire. Christ is born, and millions 
of minds so grow and cleave to his genius that 
he is confounded with virtue and the possible 
of man. An institution is the lengthened 
shadow of one man; as, Monachism, of Tie 
Hermit Antony; the Reformation, of Luther; 
Quakerism, of Fox; Methodism, of Wesley; 
Abolition, of Clarkson. Scipio, Milton called 
“the height of Rome”; and all history resolves 
itself very easily into the biography of a few 
stout and earnest persons. 

Let a man then know his worth, and keep 
things under his feet. Let him not peep or 
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Steal, or skulk up and down with the air of a 
charity-boy, a bastard, or an interloper in the 
world which exists for him. But the man in 
the street, finding no worth in himself which 
corresponds to the force which built a tower s 
or sculptured a marble god, feels poor when 
he looks on these. To him a palace, a statue, 
or a costly book have an alien and forbidding 
air, much like a gay equipage, and seem to 
say like that, “Who are you, Sir?” Yet they i 
all are his, suitors for his notice, petitioners to 
his faculties that they will come out and take 
possession. The picture waits for my verdict; 
it is not to command me, but I am to settle 
its claims to praise. That popular fable of the i 
sot who was picked up dead-drunk in the 
street, carried to the duke’s house, washed 
and dressed and laid in the duke’s bed, and, 
on his waking, treated with all obsequious 
ceremony like the duke, and assured that he 2 
had been insane, owes its popularity to the 
fact that it symbolizes so well the state of man, 
who is in the world a sort of sot, but now and 
then wakes up, exercises his reason and finds 
himself a true prince. 2 

Our reading is mendicant and sycophantic. 
In history our imagination plays us false. 
Kingdom and lordship, power and estate, are 
a gaudier vocabulary than private John and 
Edward in a small house and common day’s 2 
work; but the things of life are the same to 
both; the sum total of both is the same. Why 
all this deference to Alfred and Scanderbeg 
and Gustavus? Suppose they were virtuous; 
did they wear out virtue? As great a stake ; 
depends on your private act to-day as fol- 
lowed their public and renowned steps. 
When private men shall act with original 
views, the lustre will be transferred from the 
actions of kings to those of gentlemen. ^ 

The world has been instructed by its kings, 
who have so magnetized the eyes of nations. 
It has been taught by this colossal symbol the 
mutual reverence that is due from man to 
man. The joyful loyalty with which men - 
have everywhere suffered the king, the noble, 
or the great proprietor to walk among them 
by a law of his own, make his own scale of 
men and things and reverse theirs, pay for 
benefits not with money but with honor, and j 
represent the law in his person, was the hiero- 
glyphic by which they obscurely signified 


their consciousness of their own right and 
comeliness, the right of every man. 

The magnetism which all original action 
exerts is explained when we inquire the rea- 
; son of self-trust. Who is the Trustee? What 
is the aboriginal Self, on which a universal 
reliance may be grounded? What is the 
nature and power of that science-baffling 
star, without parallax, without calculable 
0 elements, which shoots a ray of beauty even 
into trivial and impure actions, if the least 
mark of independence appear? The inquiry- 
leads us to that source, at once the essence of 
genius, of virtue, and of life, which we call 
5 Spontaneity or Instinct. We denote this 
primary wisdom as Intuition, whilst all later 
teachings are tuitions. In that deep force, 
the last fact behind which analysis cannot go, 
all things find their common origin. For the 
o sense of being which in calm hours rises, we 
know not how, in the soul, is not diverse from 
things, from space, from light, from time, 
from man, but one with them and proceeds 
obviously from the same source whence their 
5 life and being also proceed. We first share 
the life by which things exist and afterwards 
see them as appearances in nature and forget 
that we have shared their cause. Here is the 
fountain of action and of thought. Here are 
the lungs of that inspiration which giveth man 
wisdom and which cannot be denied without 
impiety and atheism. We lie in the lap of 
immense intelligence, which makes us receiv- 
ers of its truth and organs of its activity. 
When we discern justice, when we discern 
truth, we do nothing of ourselves, but allow a 
passage to its beams. If we ask whence this 
comes, if we seek to pry into the soul that 
causes, all philosophy is at fault. Its presence 
or its absence is all we can affirm. Every man 
discriminates between the voluntary acts of 
his mind and his involuntary perceptions, 
and knows that to his involuntary percep- 
tions a perfect faith is due. He may err in 
the expression of them, but he knows that 
these things are so, like day and night, not to 
be disputed. My wilful actions and acquisi- 
tions are but roving; — the idlest reverie, the 
faintest native emotion, command my curios- 
ity and respect. Thoughtless people con- 
tradict as readily the statement of percep- 
tions as of opinions, or rather much more 
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readily; for they do not distinguish between 
perception and notion. They fancy that I 
choose to see this or that thing. But percep- 
tion is not whimsical, but fatal. If I see a 
trait, my children will see it after me, and in 
course of time all mankind, — although it 
may chance that no one has seen it before me. 
For my perception of it is as much a fact as 
the sun. 

The relations of the soul to the divine spirit 
are so pure that it is profane to seek to inter- 
pose helps. It must be that when God 
speaketh he should communicate, not one 
thing, but all things; should fill the world 
with his voice; should scatter forth light, j 
nature, time, souls, from the centre of the 
present thought; and new date and new 
create the whole. Whenever a mind is simple 
and receives a divine wisdom, old things pass 
away, — means, teachers, texts, temples fall; 2 
it lives now, and absorbs past and future into 
the present hour. All things are made sacred 
by relation to it, — one as much as another. 
All things are dissolved to their centre by their 
cause, and in the universal miracle petty and 2 
particular miracles disappear. If therefore a 
man claims to know and speak of God and 
carries you backward to the phraseology of 
some old mouldered nation in another coun- 
try, in another world, believe him not. Is the 3( 
acorn better than the oak which is its fulness 
and completion? Is the parent better than 
the child into whom he has cast his ripened 
being? Whence then this worship of the 
past? The centuries are conspirators against 35 
the sanity and authority of the soul. Time 
and space are but physiological colors which 
the eye makes, but the soul is light: where it 
ts, is day; where it was, is night; and history 
IS an impertinence and an injury if it be any- 40 
thing more than a cheerful apologue or para- 
ble of my being and becoming. 

Man is timid and apologetic; he is no longer 
upright; he dares not say “I think,” “I am,” 
but quotes some saint or sage. He is ashamed 45 
before the blade of grass or the blowing rose. 
These roses imder my window make no refer- 
ence to former roses or to better ones; they 
are for what they are; they exist with God 
to-day. There is no time to them. There is 50 
Simply the rose; it is perfect in every moment 
of its existence. Before a leaf-bud has burst, 


its whole life acts; in the full-blown flower 
there is no more; in the leafless root there is 
no less. Its nature is satisfied and it satisfies 
nature in all moments alike. But man post- 
S pones or remembers; he does not live in the 
present, but ^v’ith reverted eye laments the 
past, or, heedless of the riches that surround 
him, stands on tiptoe to foresee the future. 
He cannot be happy and strong until he too 
o liv^es with nature in the present, above time. 

This should be plain enough. Yet see 
what strong intellects dare not yet hear God 
himself unless he speaks the phraseology of I 
know not what David, or Jeremiah, or Paul. 

5 shall not alwa)s set so great a price on a 
few texts, on a few lives. We are like children 
who repeat by rote the sentences of gran- 
dames and tutors, and, as they grow older, of 
the men of talents and character they chance 

0 to see, — painfully recollecting the exact 
words they spoke; afterwards, when they 
come into the point of view which those had 
who uttered these sayings, they understand 
them and are willing to let the words go; for 

5 at any time they can use words as good when 
occasion comes. If we live truly, we shall see 
truly. It is as easy for the strong man to be 
strong, as it is for the weak to be weak. When 
we have new perception, we shall gladly dis- 
) burden the memory of its hoarded treasures 
as old rubbish. When a man lives with God, 
his voice shall be as sw^et as the murmur of 
the brook and the rustle of the corn. 

And now at last the highest truth on this 
: subject remains unsaid; probably cannot be 
said: for all that we say is the far-off remem- 
bering of the intuition. That thought by 
what I can now' nearest approach to say it, is 
this. When good is near you, when you have 

1 life in yourself, it is not by any known or ac- 
customed way; you shall not discern the foot- 
prints of any other; you shall not see face of 
man; you shall not hear any name; — the 
way, the thought, the good, shall be wholly 
strange and new. It shall exclude example 
and experience. You take the way from man, 
not to man. All persons that ever existed are 
its forgotten ministers. Fear and hope are 
alike beneath it. There is somewhat low 
even in hope. In the hour of vision there is 
nothing that can be called gratitude, nor 
properly joy. The soul raised over passion 
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beholds identity and eternal causation, per- 
ceives the self-existence of Truth and Right, 
and calms itself with knowing that all things 
go well. Vast spaces of nature, the Atlantic 
Ocean, the South Sea; long intervals of time, 5 
years, centuries, are of no account. This 
which I think and feel underlay every former 
state of life and circumstances, as it does 
underlie my present, and what is called life 
and what is called death. 10 

Life only avails, not the having lived. 
Power ceases in the instant of repose; it re- 
sides in the moment of transition from a past 
to a new state, in the shooting of the gulf, in 
the darting to an aim. This one fact the 15 
world hates; that the soul becomes; for that 
forever degrades the past, turns all riches to 
poverty, all reputation to a shame, confounds 
the saint with the rogue, shoves Jesus and 
Judas equally aside. Why then do we prate 20 
of self-reliance? Inasmuch as the soul is 
present there will be power not confident but 
agent. To talk of reliance is a poor external 
way of speaking. Speak rather of that which 
relics because it works and is. Who has more 25 
obedience than I masters me, though he 
should not raise his finger. Round him I 
must revolve by the gravitation of spirits. 

We fancy it rhetoric when we speak of emi- 
nent virtue. We do not yet see that virtue is 30 
Height, and that a man or a company of men, 
plastic and permeable to principles, by the 
law of nature must overpower and ride all 
cities, nations, kings, rich men, poets, who are 
not. 35 

This is the ulti.nale fact which we so 
quickly reach on this, as on every topic, the 
resolution of all into the ev'er-blessed One. 
Self-cxistcnce is the attribute of the Supreme 
Cause, and it constitutes the measure of good 40 
by the degree in which it enters into all lower 
forms. All things real are so by so much 
virtue as they contain. Commerce, hus- 
bandr^q hunting, whaling, war, eloquence, 
personal weight, are somewhat, and engage 45 
my respect as examples of its presence and 
impure action. I see the same law working 
in nature for conservation and growth. Power 
is, in nature, the essential measure of right. 
Nature suffers nothing to remain in her king- 50 
doms which cannot help itself. The genesis 
and maturation of a planet, its poise and 


orbit, the bended tree recovering itself from 
the strong wind, the vital resources of every 
animal and vegetable, are demonstrations of 
the self-sufficing and therefore self-relying 
soul. 

Thus all concentrates: let us not rove; let 
us sit at home with the cause. Let us stun 
and astonish the intruding rabble of men and 
books and institutions by a simple declaration 
of the divine fact. Bid the invaders take the 
shoes from off their feet, for God is here 
within. Let our simplicity judge them, and 
our docility to our own law demonstrate the 
poverty of nature and fortune beside our 
native riches. 

But now we are a mob. Man does not 
stand in awe of man, nor is his genius ad- 
monished to stay at home, to put itself in 
communication with the internal ocean, but 
it goes abroad to beg a cup of water of the 
urns of other men. We must go alone. I 
like the silent church before the service be- 
gins, better than any preaching. How far 
off, how cool, how chaste the persons look, 
begirt each one with a precinct or sanctuary ! 
So let us always sit. Why should we assume 
the faults of our friend, or wife, or father, or 
child, because they sit around our hearth, or 
are said to have the same blood? All men 
have my blood and I all men’s. Not for that 
will I adopt their petulance or folly, even to 
the extent of being ashamed of it. But your 
isolation must not be mechanical, but spirit- 
ual, that is, must be elevation. At times the 
whole world seems to be in conspiracy to 
importune you with emphatic trifles. Friend, 
climate, child, sickness, fear, want, charity, 
all knock at once at thy closet door and say, 
— ‘‘Come out unto us.” But keep thy state; 
come not into their confusion. The power 
men possess to annoy me I give them by a 
weak curiosity. No man can come near me 
but through my act. “What we love that we 
have, but by desire we bereave ourselves of 
the love.” 

If we cannot at once rise to the sanctities 
of obedience and faith, let us at least resist 
our temptations; let us enter into the state 
of war and wake Thor and Woden, courage 
and constancy, in our Saxon breasts. This 
is to be done in our smooth times by speaking 
the truth. Check this lying hospitality and 
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lying affection. Live no longer to the ex- 
pectation of these deceived and decemng 
people with whom we converse. Say to 
them, “O father, O mother, O wife, O bro- 
ther, O friend, I have lived with you after 5 
appearances hitherto. Henceforward I am 
the truth’s. Be it known unto you that hence- 
forward I obey no law less than the eternal 
law. I will have no covenants but proximi- 
ties. I shall endeavor to nourish my parents, 10 
to support my family, to be the chaste hus- 
band of one wife, — but these relations I 
must fill after a new and unprecedented ^vay. 

I appeal from your customs. I must be my- 
self. I cannot break myself any longer for 15 
rou, or you. If you can love me for what I 
am, we shall be the happier. If you cannot, 

I will still seek to deserve that you should. I 
w ill not hide my tastes or a\'ersions. I will so 
trust that what is deep is holy, that I will do 20 
strongly before the sun and moon whatever 
Lily rejoices me and the heart appoints. If 
you are noble, I will love you; if you are not, 

I will not hurt you and myself by hypocritical 
attentions. If you are true, but not in tlic 25 
same truth with me, cleave to your compan- 
ions; I will seek my own. I do this not sel- 
fishly but humbly and truly. It is alike your 
interest, and mine, and all men’s, however 
long we have dwelt in lies, to live in truth. 30 
Does this sound harsh to-day? You will soon 
love what is dictated by your nature as well 
as mine, and if we follow the truth it will 
bring us out safe at last.” — But so may you 
give these friends pain. Yes, but I cannot sell 35 
iny liberty and my power, to save their sensi- 
bility. Besides, all persons have their mo- 
ments of reason, w^hen they look out into the 
region of absolute truth; then will they justify 
me and do the same thing. 40 

The populace think that your rejection of 
popular standards is a rejection of all stand- 
ard, and mere antinomianism; and the bold 
sensualist will use the name of philosophy to 
gild his crimes. But the law of consciousness 45 
abides. There are twm confessionals, in one 
or the other of which w^e must be shriven. 
You may fulfil your round of duties by clear- 
ing yourself in the diiect, or in the reflex way. 
Consider whether you have satisfied your re- 50 
lations to father, mother, cousin, neighbor, 
town, cat and dog — whether any of these 


can upbraid you. But I may also neglect this 
reflex standard and absolve me to myself. I 
have my own stern claims and perfect circle. 
It denies the name of duty to many offices 
that are called duties. But if I can discharge 
its debts it enables me to dispense with the 
popular code. If any one imagines that this 
law is lax, let him keep its coiniiiandment one 
day. 

And trul' it demands something godlike in 
him who has cast off the common motives of 
humanity and has ventured to trust himself 
for a taskmaster. High be his heart, faithful 
his will, clear his sight, that he may in good 
earnest be doctrine, society, law', to himself, 
that a simple purpose may be to him as strong 

iron necessity is to others! 

If any man consider the present aspects of 
what is called by distinction society^ he will 
see the need of these ethics. The sinew and 
heart of man seem to be drawn out, and we 
are become timorous, dcsjjonding whimper- 
ers. We are afraid (.>[ trutli, afraid of fortune, 
afraid of death, and afraid of each other. 
Our age yields no great and perfect persons. 
We W'ant men and women who shall renovate 
life and our social state, but we see that most 
natures are insolvent, cannot Sritisfy their own 
W'ants, have an ambition out cjf all proportion 
to their practical force and do lean and beg 
day and night continually. Our housekeep- 
ing is mendicant, our arts, our occupations, 
our marriages, our religion we have not 
chosen, but society has chosen for us. We are 
parlor soldiers. We shun the rugged battle 
of fate, w'here strength is born. 

If our young men miscarry in their first 
enterprises they lose all heart. If the young 
merchant fails, men say he is ruined. If the 
finest genius studies at one of our colleges and 
is not installed in an office within one year 
afterwards in the cities or suburbs of Boston 
or New York, it seems to his friends and to 
himself that he is right in being disheartened 
and in complaining the rest of his life. A 
sturdy lad from New Hampshire or Vermont, 
who in turn tries all the professions, who 
teams it, farms it, peddles, keeps a school, 
preaches, edits a newspaper, goes to Con- 
gress, buys a township, and so forth, in suc- 
cessive years, and always like a cat falls on his 
feet, is worth a hundred of these city dolls. 
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He walks abreast with his days and feels no 
shame in not “studying a profession,” for he 
does not postpone his life, but lives already. 

He has not one chance, but a hundred 
chances. Let a Stoic open the resources of 5 
man and tell men they are not leaning wil- 
lows, but can and must detach themselves; 
that with the exercise of self-trust, new pow- 
ers shall appear; that a man is the word made 
flesh, bom to shed healing to the nations; 10 
that he should be ashamed of our compassion, 
and that the moment he acts from himself, 
tossing the laws, the books, idolatries and 
customs out of the window, we pity him no 
more but thank and revere him; — and that 15 
teacher shall restore the life of man to splen- 
dor and make his name dear to all history. 

It is easy to see that a greater self-reliance 
must work a revolution in all the offices and 
relations of men; in their religion; in their 20 
education; in their pursuits; their modes of 
living; their association; in their property; in 
their speculative views. 

1 . In what prayers do men allow them- 
selves! That which they call a holy office is 25 
not so much as brave and manly. Prayer 
looks abroad and asks for some foreign addi- 
tion to come through some foreign virtue, 
and loses itself in endless mazes of natural and 
supernatural, and mediatorial and miracu- 30 
lous. Prayer that craves a particular com- 
modity, anything less than all good, is vi- 
cious. Prayer is the contemplation of the 
facts of life from the highest point of view. 

It is the soliloquy of a beholding and jubilant 35 
soul. It is the spirit of God pronouncing his 
works good. But prayer as a means to effect 
a private end is meanness and theft. It sup- 
poses dualism and not unity in nature and 
consciousness. As soon as the man is at one 40 
with God, he will not beg. He will then see 
prayer in all action. The prayer of the 
farmer kneeling in his field to weed it, the 
prayer of the rower kneeling with the stroke 
of his oar, are true prayers heard throughout 45 
nature, though for cheap ends. Caratach, in 
Fletcher’s Bonduca^ when admonished to in- 
quire the mind of the god Audate, replies, — 

“His hidden meaning lies in our endeavors; 

Our valors are our best gods.” 

Another sort of false prayers are our re- 


grets. Discontent is the want of self-reliance: 
it is infirmity of will. Regret calamities if you 
can thereby help the sufferer; if not attend 
your own work and already the evil begins to 
be repaired. Our sympathy is just as base. 
We come to them who weep foolishly and sit 
down and cry for company, instead of impart- 
ing to them truth and health in rough electric 
shocks, putting them once more in communi- 
cation with their own reason. The secret of 
fortune is joy in our hands. Welcome ever- 
more to gods and men is the self-helping man. 
For him all doors are flung wide; him all 
tongues greet, all honors crown, all eyes fol- 
low with desire. Our love goes out to him 
and embraces him because he did not need 
it. We solicitously and apologetically caress 
and celebrate him because he held on his way 
and scorned our disapprobation. The gods 
love him because men hated him. “To the 
persevering mortal,” said Zoroaster, “the 
blessed Immortals are swift.” 

As men’s prayers are a disease of the will, 
so are their creeds a disease of the intellect. 
They say with those foolish Israelites, “Let 
not God speak to us, lest we die. Speak thou, 
speak any man with us, and we will obey.” 
Everywhere I am hindered of meeting God in 
my brother, because he has shut his own tem- 
ple doors and recites fables merely of his bro- 
ther’s, or his brother’s brother’s God. Every 
new mind is a new classification. If it prove 
a mind of uncommon activity and power, a 
Locke, a Lavoisier, a Hutton, a Bentham, a 
Fourier, it imposes its classification on other 
men, and lo I a new system. In proportion to 
the depth of the thought, and so to the num- 
ber of the objects it touches and brings within 
reach of the pupil, is his complacency. But 
chiefly is this apparent in creeds and churches, 
which are also classifications of some powerful 
mind acting on the elemental thought of duty 
and man’s relation to the Highest. Such is 
Calvinism, Quakerism, Swedenborgism. The 
pupil takes the same delight in subordinating 
everything to the new terminology as a girl 
who has just learned botany in seeing a new 
earth and new seasons thereby. It will hap- 
pen for a time that the pupil will find his in- 
tellectual power has grown by the study of his 
master’s mind. But in all unbalanced minds 
the classification is idolized, passes for the end 
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aiid not for a speedily exhaustible means, so 
that the walls of the system blend to their eye 
in the remote horizon with the walls of the 
universe; the luminaries of heaven seem to 
them hung on the arch their master built. 
They cannot imagine how you aliens have 
any right to see, — how you can see; “It 
must be somehow that you stole the light from 
us.” They do not yet perceive that light, un- 
systematic, indomitable, will break into any i 
cabin, even into theirs. Let them chirp 
awhile and call it their own. If they are hon- 
est and do well, presently their neat new pin- 
fold will be too strait and low, will crack, will 
lean, will rot and vanish, and the immortal 
light, all young, and joyful, million-orbed, 
million-colored, will beam over the universe 
as on the first morning. 

2. It is for want of self-culture that the 
superstition of Travelling, whose idols are 
Italy, England, Egypt, retains its fascination 
for all educated Americans. They who made 
England, Italy, or Greece venerable in the 
imagination, did so by sticking fast where 
they were, like an axis of the earth. In manly 
hours we feel that duty is our place. The soul 
IS no traveller; the wise man stays at home, 
and when his necessities, his duties, on any 
occasion call him from his house, or into for- 
eign lands, he is at home still and shall make 
men sensible by the expression of his counte- 
nance that he goes, the missionary of wisdom 
and virtue, and visits cities and men like a 
sovereign and not like an interloper or a valet. 

I have no churlish objection to the circum- 
navigation of the globe for the purposes of 
art, of study, and benevolence, so that the 
man is first domesticated, or does not go 
abroad with the hope of finding somewhat 
greater than he knows. He who travels tc 
be amused, or to get somewhat which he does 
not carry, travels away from himself, and 
grows old even in youth among old things. 

In Thebes, in Palmyra, his will and mind 
have become old and dilapidated as they. 

He carries ruins to ruins. 

Travelling is a fool’s paradise. Our first 
journeys discover to us the indifference of 
places. At home I dream that at Naples, at 
Rome, I can be intoxicated with beauty and 
lose my sadness. I pack my trunk, embrace 
n^y friends, embark on the sea and at last 
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wake up in Naples, and there beside me is the 
stem fact, the sad self, unrelenting, identical, 
that I fled from. I seek the Vatican and the 
palaces. I affect to be intoxicated with sights 
5 and suggestions, but 1 am not intoxicated. 
My giant goes with me wherever I go. 

3. But the rage of travelling is a symptom 
of a deeper unsoundness affecting the whole 
intellectual action. The intellect is vaga- 

0 bond, and our system of education fosters 
restlessness. Our minds trax el when our bod- 
ies are forced to stay at home. We imitate; 
and what is imitation but the travelling of the 
mind? Our houses are built with foreign 

5 taste; our shelves arc garnished with foreign 
ornaments; our opinions, our tastes, our facul- 
ties lean, and follow the Past and the Distant. 
The soul created the arts wherever they have 
flourished. It was in his own mind that the 
) artist sought his model. It was an applica- 
tion of his own thought to the thing to be done 
and the conditions to be obsi'rved. And why 
need we copy the Doric or the Gothic model? 
Beauty, convenience, grandeur of thought 
; and quaint expression are as near to us as to 
any, and if the American artist will study 
with hope and love the precise thing to be 
done by him, considering the climate, the 
soil, the length of the day, the wants of the 
• people, the habit and form of the govern- 
ment, he will create a house in which all these 
will find themselves fitted, and taste and senti- 
ment will be satisfied also. 

Insist on yourself; never imitate. Your 
own gift you can present every moment with 
the cumulative force of a whole life’s cultiva- 
tion; but of the adopted talent of another you 
have only an extemporaneous half possession. 
That which each can do best, none but his 

1 Maker can teach him. No man yet knows 
what it is, nor can, till that person has exhib- 
ited it. Where is the master who could have 
taught Shakspeare? Where is the master 
who could have instructed Franklin, or Wash- 
ington, or Bacon, or Newton? Every grec^t 
man is a unique. The Scipionism of Scipio is 
precisely that part he could not borrow. 
Shakspeare will never be made by the study 
of Shakspeare. Do that which is assigned 
you, and you cannot hope too much or dare 
too much. There is at this moment for you 
an utterance brave and grand as that of the 
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colossal chisel of Phidias, or trowel of the 
Egyptians, or the pen of Moses or Dante, but 
different from all these. Not possibly will the 
soul, all rich, all eloquent, with thousand- 
cloven tongue, deign to repeat itself; but if s 
you can hear what these patriarchs say, 
surely you can reply to them in the same 
pitch of voice; for the ear and the tongue are 
two organs of one nature. Abide in the sim- 
ple and noble regions of thy life, obey thy lo 
heart, and thou shall reproduce the Fore- 
world again. 

4 . As our Religion, our Education, our 
Art look abroad, so does our spirit of society. 

All men plume themselves on the improve- 15 
ment of society, and no man improves. 

Society never advances. It recedes as fast 
on one side as it gains on the other. It under- 
goes continual changes; it is barbarous, it is 
civilized, it is christianized, it is rich, it is 20 
scientific; but this change is not amelioration. 
For everything that is given something is 
taken. Society acquires new arts and loses 
old instincts. What a contrast between the 
well-clad, reading, writing, thinking Ameri- 25 
can, with a watch, a pencil, and a bill of ex- 
change in his pocket, and the naked New 
Zealander, whose property is a club, a spear, 
a mat, and an undivided twentieth of a shed 
to sleep under! But compare the health of 30 
the tw'o men and you shall see that the white 
man has lost his aboriginal strength. If the 
traveller tell us truly, strike the savage with a 
broad -axe and in a day or two the flesh shall 
unite and heal as if you struck the blow into 35 
soft pitch, and the same blow shall send the 
white to his gra\’e. 

The civilized man has built a coach, but 
has lost the use of his feet. He is supported 
on crutches, but lacks so much support of 40 
muscle. Fle has a fine Geneva watch, but he 
fails of the skill to tell the hour by the sun. A 
Greenwich nautical almanac he has, and so 
being sure of the information when he wants 
it, the man in the street does not know a star 45 
in the sky. The solstice he does not observe; 
the equinox he knows as little ; and the whole 
bright calendar of the year is without a dial in 
his mind. His note-books impair his mem- 
ory; his libraries overload his wit; the insur- 50 
ance-office increases the number of accidents; 
and it may be a question whether machinery 


does not encumber; whether we have not lost 
by refinement some energy, by a Christianity, 
entrenched in establishments and forms, some 
vigor of wild virtue. For every Stoic was a 
Stoic; but in Christendom where is the Chris 
tian? 

There is no more deviation in the moral 
standard than in the standard of height or 
bulk. No greater men are now than ever 
were. A singular equality may be observed 
between the great men of the first and of the 
last ages; nor can all the science, art, religion, 
and philosophy of the nineteenth century 
avail to educate greater men than Plutarch’s 
heroes, three or four and twenty centuries 
ago. Not in time is the race progressive 
Phocion, Socrates, Anaxagoras, Diogenes, arc 
great men, but they leave no class. He who 
is really of their class will not be called by 
their name, but will be his own man, and in 
his turn the founder of a sect. The arts and 
inventions of each period are only its costume 
and do not invigorate men. The harm of the 
improved machinery may compensate its 
good. Hudson and Behring accomplished so 
much in their fishing-boats as to astonish 
Parry and Franklin, whose equipment ex- 
hausted the resources of science and art. 
Galileo, with an opera-glass, discovered a 
more splendid series of celestial phenomena 
than any one smee. Columbus found the 
New World in an undecked boat. It is curi- 
ous to see the periodical disuse and perishing 
of means and machinery which were intro- 
duced with loud laudation a few years or cen- 
turies before. The great genius returns to 
essential man. We reckoned the improve- 
ments of the art of war among the triumphs 
of science, and yet Napoleon conquered Eu- 
rope by the bivouac, which consisted of falling 
back on naked valor and disencumbering it 
of all aids. The Emperor held it impossible 
to make a perfect army, says Las Cases, 
‘Vithout abolishing our arms, magazines, 
commissaries, and carriages, until, in imita- 
tion of the Roman custom, the soldier should 
receive his supply of com, grind it in his hand- 
mill and bake his bread himself.” 

Society is a wave. The wave moves on- 
ward, but the water of which it is composed 
does not. The same particle does not rise 
from the valley to the ridge. Its unity is only 
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phenomenal. The persons who make up a 
nation to-day, next year die, and their ex- 
perience dies with them. 

And so the reliance on Property, including 
ihe reliance on governments which protect it, 
is the want of self-reliance. Men have looked 
away from themselves and at things so long 
that they have come to esteem the religious, 
learned, and civil institutions as guards of 
property, and they deprecate assaults on 
these, because they feel them to be assaults on 
property. They measure their esteem of each 
other by what each has, and not by what each 
IS. But a cultivated man becomes ashamed 
of his property, out of new respect for his na- 
ture. Especially he hates what he has if he 
see that it is accidental, — came to him by 
inheritance, or gift, or crime; then he feels 
that it is not having; it does not belong to 
him, has no root in him and merely lies there 
because no revolution or no robber takes it 
away. But that which a man is, does always 
by necessity acquire; and what the man 
acquires, is living property, which does not 
wait the beck of rulers, or mobs, or revolu- 
tions, or fire, or storm, or bankruptcies, but 
perpetually renews itself wherever the man 
breathes. “Thy lot or portion of life,” said 
the Caliph Ali, “is seeking after thee; there- 
fore be at rest from seeking after it.” Our 
dependence on these foreign goods leads us to 
our slavish respect for numbers. The politi- 
cal parties meet in numerous conventions; 
the greater the concourse and with each new 
uproar of announcement. The delegation 
from Essex ! The Democrats from New 
Hampshire ! The Whigs of Maine ! the young 
patriot feels himself stronger than before by a 
new thousand of eyes and arms. In like man- 
ner the reformers summon conventions and 
vote and resolve in multitude. Not so, O 
friends! will the God deign to enter and in- 
habit you, but by a method precisely the re- 
verse. It is only as a man puts off all foreign 
support and stands alone that I see him to be 
strong and to prevail. He is weaker by every 
recruit to his banner. Is not a man better 
than a town? Ask nothing of men, and, in 
the endless mutation, thou only firm column 
must presently appear the upholder of all , 
that surrounds thee. He who knows that 
power is inborn, that he is weak because he 


has looked for good out of him and elsewhere, 
and, so perceiving, throws himself unhesitat- 
ingly on his thought, instantly rights himself, 
stands in the erect position, commands his 
limbs, works miracles, just as a man who 
stands on his feet is stronger than a man who 
stands on his head. 

So use all that is called Fortune. Most men 
gamble with her, and gain all, and lose all, 
as her wheel rolls. But do thou leave as un- 
lawful ihe.se ^vinnings, and deal with Cause 
and Effect, the chancellors of God. In the 
Will work and acquire, and thou hast chained 
the wheel of Chance, and shall sit hereafter 
out of fear from her rotations. A political 
victory, a rise of rents, the reco\'ci7 of your 
sick or the return of your absent friend, or 
some other favorable event raises your spirits, 
and you think good days are preparing for 
you. Do not believe it. Nothing can bring 
you peace but yourself. Nothing can bring 
you peace but the triumph of principles. 

The 0\'cr-Soul 

( 1841 ) 

There is a difference between one and an- 
other hour ol life in their authority and subse- 
quent effect. Our faith comes in moments; 
our vice is habitual. Yet there is a depth in 
those brief moments which constrains us to 
ascribe more reality to them than to all other 
experiences. For this rea.son the argument 
which is always forth-coming to silence those 
who conceive extraordinary hopes of man, 
namely the appeal to experience, is forevei 
invalid and vain. Wc give up the past to the 
objector, and yet we hope. He must explain 
this hope. We grant that human life is mean, 
but how did we find out that it was mean? 
What is the ground of this uneasiness of ours; 
of this old discontent? What is the universal 
sense of want and ignorance, but the fine 
innuendo by which the soul makes its enor- 
5 mous claim? Why do men feel that the 
natural history of man has never been writ- 
ten, but he is always leaving behind what you 
have said of him, and it becomes old, and 
books of metaphysics worthless? The phi- 
) Josophy of six thousand years has not searched 
the chambers and magazines of the soul. In 
its experiments there has always remained, in 
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the last analysis, a residuum it could not re- 
solve. Man is a stream whose source is hid- 
den. Our being is descending into us from 
we know not whence. The most exact cal- 
culator has no prescience that somewhat in- 5 
calculable may not balk the very next mo- 
ment. I am constrained every moment to 
acknowledge a higher origin for events than 
the will I call mine. 

As with events, so is it with thoughts. 10 
When I watch that flowing river, which, out 
of regions I see not, pours for a season its 
streams into me, 1 see that I am a pensioner; 
not a cause but a surprised spectator of this 
ethereal water; that I desire and look up and 15 
put myself in the attitude of reception, but 
from some alien energy the visions come. 

The Supreme Critic on the errors of the 
past and the present, and the only prophet of 
that which must be, is that great nature in 20 
which we rest as the earth lies in the soft arms 
of the atmosphere; that Unity, that Over- 
Soul, within which every man’s particular 
being is contained and made one with all 
other; that common heart of which all sincere 25 
conv'ersation is the worship, to which all right 
action is submission; that overpowering real- 
ity which confutes our tricks and talents, and 
constrains every one to pass for what he is, 
and to speak from his character and not from 30 
his tongue, and which ex ermore tends to pass 
into our thought and hard and become wis- 
dom and x’irtue and power and beauty. We 
live in succession, in division, in parts, in 
particles. Meantime within man is the soul 35 
of the whole; the wise silence; the universal 
beauty, to which every part and particle is 
equally related; the eternal One. And this 
deep power in which we exist and whose 
beatitude is all accessible to us, is not only 40 
self-sufficing and perfect in every hour, but 
the act of seeing and the thing seen, the seer 
and the spectacle, the subject and the object, 
are one. We see the world piece by piece, as 
the sun, the moon, the animal, the tree; but 45 
the whole, of which these are the shining 
parts, is the soul. Only by the vision of that 
Wisdom can the horoscope of the ages be 
read, and by falling back on our better 
thoughts, by yielding to the spirit of prophecy 50 
ivhich is innate in every man, we can know 
what it saith. Every' man’s words who speaks 


from that life must sound vain to those who do 
not dwell in the same thought on their own 
part. I dare not speak for it. My words do 
not carry its august sense; they fall short and 
cold. Only itself can inspire whom it will 
and behold ! their speech shall be lyrical, and 
sweet, and universal as the rising of the wind. 
Yet I desire, even by profane words, if I may 
not use sacred, to indicate the heaven of this 
deity and to report what hints I have col- 
lected of the transcendent simplicity and 
energy of the Highest Law. 

If we consider what happens in conversa- 
tion, in reveries, in remorse, in times of pas- 
sion, in surprises, in the instructions of 
dreams, wherein often we see ourselves in 
masquerade, — the droll disguises only mag- 
nifying and enhancing a real element and 
forcing it on our distant notice, — we shall 
catch many hints that will broaden and 
lighten into knowledge of the secret of nature. 
All goes to show that the soul in man is not 
an organ, but animates and exercises all the 
organs; is not a function, like the power of 
memory, of calculation, of comparison, but 
uses these as hands and feet; is not a faculty, 
but a light; is not the intellect or the will, but 
the master of the intellect and the will; is the 
background of our being, in which they lie, — 
an immensity not possessed and that cannot 
be possessed. From within or from behind, 
a light shines through us upon things and 
makes us aware that we are nothing, but the 
light is all. A man is the fagade of a temple 
wherein all wisdom and all good abide. 
What we commonly call man, the eating, 
drinking, planting, counting man, does not, 
as we know him, represent himself, but mis- 
represents himself. Him we do not respect, 
but the soul, whose organ he is, would he let 
it appear through his action, would make our 
knees bend. When it breathes through his 
intellect, it is genius; when it breathes 
through his will, it is virtue; when it flows 
through his affection, it is love. And the 
blindness of the intellect begins when it 
would be something of itself. The weakness 
of the will begins when the individual would 
be something of himself. All reform aims in 
some one particular to let the soul have its 
way through us; in other words, to engage us 
to obey. 
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Of this pure nature every man is at some 
time sensible. Language cannot paint it 
with his colors. It is too subtile. It is un- 
definable, unmeasurable; but we know that 
it pervades and contains us. We know that 5 
all spiritual being is in man. A wise old 
proverb says, ‘‘God comes to see us without 
bell;” that is, as there is no screen or ceiling 
between our heads and the infinite heavens, 
so is there no bar or wall in the soul, where 10 
man, the effect, ceases, and God, the cause, 
begins. The walls are taken away. We lie 
open on one side to the deeps of spiritual na- 
ture, to the attributes of God. Justice we see 
and know. Love, Freedom, Power. These 15 
natures no man ever got above, but they 
tower over us, and most in the moment when 
our interests tempt us to wound them. 

The sovereignty of this nature whereof we 
speak is made known by its independency of 20 
those limitations which circumscribe us on 
every hand. The soul circumscribes all 
things. As I have said, it contradicts all ex- 
perience. In like manner it abolishes time 
and space. The influence of the senses has 25 
in most men overpowered the mind to that 
degree that the walls of time and space have 
come to look real and insurmountable; and 
to speak with levity of these limits is, in the 
^vorld, the sign of insanity. Yet time and 30 
space are but inverse measures of the force of 
the soul. The spirit sports ^vith time, — 

“Can crowd eternity into an hour, 

Or stretch an hour to eternity.” 

35 

We are often made to feel that there is an- 
other youth and age than that which is meas- 
ured from the year of our natural birth. 
Some thoughts always find us young, and 
keep us so. Such a thought is the love of the 40 
universal and eternal beauty. Every man 
parts from that contemplation with the feel- 
ing that it rather belongs to ages than to 
mortal life. The least activity of the intel- 
lectual po\vers redeems us in a degree from 45 
the conditions of time. In sickness, in lan- 
guor, give us a strain of poetry or a profound 
sentence, and we are refreshed; or produce a 
volume of Plato or Shakspeare, or remind us 
of their names, and instantly we come into a 50 
feeling of longevity. See how the deep divine 
thought reduces centuries and millenniums. 


and makes itself present through all ages. Is 
the teaching of Christ less effective now than 
it was when first liis mouth was opened? The 
emphasis of facts and persons in my thought 
has nothing to do with time. And so always 
the soul’s scale is one, the scale of the senses 
and the understanding is another. Before the 
revelations of the soul. Time, Space, and Na- 
ture shrink away. In common speech we 
refer all things to time, as we habitually refer 
the immensely sundered stars to one concave 
sphere. And so we say that the Judgment is 
distant or near, that the Millennium ap- 
proaches, that a day of certain political, 
moral, social reforms is at hand, and the like, 
when we mean that in the nature of things 
one of the facts ue contemplate is external 
and fugitive, and the other is permanent and 
connate with the soul. The things we now 
esteem fixed shall, one by one, detach them- 
selves like ripe fruit from our experience, and 
fall. The wind shall blow them none knows 
whither. The landscape, the figures, Boston, 
London, are facts as fugitive as any institution 
past, or any whiff of mist or smoke, and so is 
society, and so is the world. The soul looketh 
steadily forwards, creating a world before her, 
leaving worlds behind her. She has no dates, 
nor rites, nor persons, nor specialties, nor 
men. The soul knows only the soul; the web 
of events is the flowing robe in which she is 
clothed. 

After its own law and not by arithmetic is 
the rate of its jirogress to be computed. The 
soul’s advances are not made by gradation, 
such as can be represented by motion in a 
straight line, but rather by ascension of state, 
such as can be represented by metamorpho- 
sis, — from the egg to the worm, from the 
worm to the fly. The growths of genius are 
of a certain total character, that does not ad- 
vance the elect individual first over John, 
then Adam, then Richard, and give to each 
the pain of discovered inferiority, — but by 
every throe of growth the man expands there 
where he works, passing, at each pulsation, 
classes, populations, ot men. With each 
divine impulse the mind rends the thin rinds 
of the visible and finite, and comes out into 
eternity, and inspires and expires its air. It 
converses with truths that have always been 
spoken in the world, and becomes conscious 
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of a closer sympathy with Zeno and Arrian 
than with persons in the house. 

This is the law of moral and of mental gain. 
The simple rise as by specific levity not into a 
particular virtue, but into the region of all 5 
the virtues. They are in the spirit which con- 
tains them all. The soul requires purity, but 
purity is not it; requires justice, but justice is 
not that; requires beneficence, but is some- 
what better; so that there is a kind of descent 10 
and accommodation felt when we leave 
speaking of moral nature to urge a virtue 
which it enjoins. To the well-born child all 
the virtues are natural, and not painfully 
acquired. Speak to his heart, and the man 15 
becomes suddenly virtuous. 

Within the same sentiment is the germ of 
intellectual growth, which obeys the same 
law. Those who are capable of humility, of 
justice, of love, of aspiration, stand already 20 
on a platform that commands the sciences and 
arts, speech and poetry, action and grace. 
For whoso dwells in this moral beatitude al- 
ready anticipates those special powers which 
men prize so highly. The lover has no talent, 25 
no skill, which passes for quite nothing with 
his enamored maiden, however little she may 
possess of related faculty; and the heart which 
abandons itself to the Supreme Mind finds 
itself related to all its works, and will travel a 30 
royal road to particular knowledges and 
powers. In ascending to this primary and 
aboriginal sentiment we have come from our 
remc te station on the circumference instan- 
taneously to the centre of the world, where, 35 
as in the closet of God, we see causes, and 
anticipate the universe, which is but a slow 
effect. 

One mode of the di\'ine teaching is the in- 
carnation of the spirit in a form, — in forms, 40 
like my own. I li\^e in society; with persons 
who answer to thoughts in my owm mind, or 
express a certain obedience to the great in- 
stincts to which I live. I see its presence to 
them. I am certified of a common nature; 45 
and these other souls, these separated selves, 
draw me as nothing else can. They stir in 
me the new emotions we call passion; of love, 
hatred, fear, admiration, pity; thence come 
conversation, competition, persuasion, cities, 50 
and war. Persons are supplementary to the 
primary teaching of the soul. In youth we 


are mad for persons. Childhood and youth 
see aU the world in them. But the larger 
experience of man discovers the identical 
nature appearing through them all. Persons 
themselves acquaint us with the impersonal. 
In all conversation between two persons tacit 
reference is made, as to a third party, to a 
common nature. That third party or com- 
mon nature is not social; it is impersonal; is 
God. And so in groups where debate is ear- 
nest, and especially on high questions, the com- 
pany become aware that the thought rises to 
an equal level in all bosoms, that all have a 
spiritual property in what was said, as well as 
the sayer. They all become wiser than they 
were. It arches over them like a temple, this 
unity of thought in which every heart beats 
with nobler sense of power and duty, and 
thinks and acts with unusual solemnity. All 
are conscious of attaining to a higher self- 
possession. It shines for all. There is a cer- 
tain wisdom of humanity which is common to 
the greatest men with the lowest, and which 
our ordinary education often labors to silence 
and obstruct. The mind is one, and the best 
minds, who love truth for its own sake, think 
much less of property in truth. They accept 
it thankfully everywhere, and do not label or 
stamp it with any man’s name, for it is theirs 
long beforehand, and from eternity. The 
learned and the studious of thought have no 
monopoly of wisdom. Their violence of di- 
rection in some degree disqualifies them to 
think truly. We owe many valuable observa- 
tions to people who are not very acute or pro- 
found, and who say the thing without effort 
which we want and have long been hunting 
in vain. The action of the soul is oftener in 
that which is felt and left unsaid than in that 
which is said in any conversation. It broods 
over every society, and they unconsciously 
seek for it in each other. We know better 
than we do. We do not yet possess ourselves, 
and we know at the same time that we are 
much more. I feel the same truth how often 
in my trivial conversation with my neighbors, 
that somewhat higher in each of us overlooks 
this by-play, and Jove nods to Jove from be- 
hind each of us. 

Men descend to meet. In their habitual 
and mean service to the world, for which they 
forsake their native nobleness, they resemble 
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those Arabian sheiks who dwell in mean communication of truth is the highest event 

houses and affect an external poverty, to in nature, since it then does not give some- 

escape the rapacity of the Pacha, and reserve what from itself, but it gives itself, or passes 

all their display of wealth for their interior into and becomes that man whom it enlight- 

and guarded retirements. 5 ens; or in proportion to that truth he receives, 

As it is present in all persons, so it is in it takes him to itself, 
every period of life. It is adult already in the We distinguish the announcements of the 
infant man. In my dealing with my child, soul, its manifestations of its own nature, by 

my Latin and Greek, my accomplishments the term Revelation. These are always at- 

and my money stead me nothing; but as lo tended b> the emotion of the sublime. For 
much soul as I have avails. If I am wilful, this communication is an influx of the Divine 

he sets his will against mine, one for one, and mind into our mind. It is an ebb of the in- 

leaves me, if I please, the degradation of dividual ii\ulet before the flowing surges of 
beating him by my superiority of strength. the sea ol life. Every distinct ap]mehension 
But if I renounce my will and act for the soul, 15 of this central commandment agnates men 
setting that up as umpire between us two, with awe and delight. A thrill passes through 
out of his young eyes looks the same soul; he all men at the reception of new truth, or at 
reveres and loves with me. the performance of a great action, which 

The soul is the perceiver and revealer of comes out of the heart of nature. In these 
truth. We know truth when w^e see it, let 20 communications the pow'cr to see is not separ- 
sceptic and scoffer say what they choose. ated from the will to do, but the insight pro- 
Foolish people ask you, when you have spoken ceeds from obedience', and the obedience pro- 
what they do not wish to hear, “How do you ceeds from a joyful })ciccj)tion. Every mo- 
know it is truth, and not an error of your inent when the individual feels himself in- 
own?” We know truth when we see it, from 25 vaded by it is memorable. By the necessity 
opinion, as we know when W’e are aw’ake that of our constitution a certain enthusiasm at- 
we are awake. It W’as a grand sentence of tends the individual's consciousness of that 
Emanuel Swedenborg, which would alone divine presence. The character and duration 
indicate the greatness of that man’s percep- of this enthusiasm vary with the state of the 
tion, — “It is no proof of a man’s under- 30 individual, from an ecstasy and trance and 
standing to be able to afiirm whatever he prophetic inspiration, — which is its rarer 
pleases; but to be able to discern that what appearance, — to the faintest glow of virtu- 
is true is true, and that what is false is false, ous emotion, in which form it warms, like our 
— this is the mark and character of intelli- household fires, all the families and assoeia- 
gence.” In the book I read, the good thought 35 tions of men, and makes society possilfle. A 
returns to me, as every truth will, the image certain tendency to insanity has always at- 
of the v/hole soul. To the bad thought which tended the opening of the religious sense in 
I find in it, the same soul becomes a discern- men, as if they had been “blasted with excess 
ing, separating sword, and lops it away. We of light.” The trances of Socrates, the 
are wiser than we know. If we will not inter- 40 “union” of Plotinus, the vision of Porphyry, 
fere with our thought, but will act entirely, or the conversion of Paul, the aurora of Behmen, 
see how the thing stands in God, we know the the convulsions of George Fox and his Quak- 
particular thing, and every thing, and every ers, the illumination of Swedenborg, are of 
man. For the Maker of all things and all this kind. What was in the Ccise of these re- 
persons stands behind us and casts his dread 45 markable persons a ravishment, has, in in- 
omniscience through us over things. numerable instances in common life, been 

But beyond this recognition of its own in exhibited in less striking manner. Every- 
particular passages of the individual’s experi- where the history of religion betrays a tend- 
ence, it also reveals truth. And here we ency to enthusiasm. The rapture of the 
should seek to reinforce ourselves by its very 50 Moravian and Quietist; the opening of the 
presence, and to speak with a worthier, eternal sense of the Word, in the language of 
loftier strain of that advent. For the soul’s the New Jerusalem Church; the revival of the 
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Calvinistic churches; the experiences of the 
Methodists, are varying forms of that shudder 
of awe and delight with which the individual 
soul always mingles with the universal 
soul. 

The nature of these revelations is the same; 
they are per^-cptions of the absolute law. 
They are solutions of the soul’s own ques- 
tions. They do not answer the questions 
which the understanding asks. The soul an- 
swers never by words, but by the thing itself 
that is inquired after. 

Revelation is the disclosure of the soul. 
The popular notion of a revelation is that it is 
a telling of fortunes. In past oracles of the 
soul the understanding seeks to find answers 
to sensual questions, and undertakes to tell 
from God how long men shall exist, what 
their hands shall do and who shall be their 
company, adding names and dates and 
places. But we must pick no locks. We must 
check this low curiosity. An answer in words 
is delusive; it is really no answer to the ques- 
tions you ask. Do not require a description 
of the countries towards which you sail. The 
description does not describe them to you, 
and to-morrow you arrive there and know 
them by inhabiting them. Men ask concern- 
ing the immortality of the soul, the employ- 
ments of heaven, the state of the sinner, and 
so forth. They even dream that Jesus has left 
replies to precisely these interrogatories. 
Never a moment did that sublime spirit speak 
in iWir patois. To truth, justice, love, the at- 
tributes of the soul, the idea of immutableness 
is essentially associated. Jesus, living in these 
moral sentiments, heedless of sensual fortunes, 
heeding only the manifestations of these, 
never made the separation of the idea of dura- 
tion from the essence of these attributes, nor 
uttered a syllable concerning the duration of 
the soul. It was left to his disciples to sever 
duration from the moral elements, and to 
teach the immortality of the soul as a doc- 
trine, and maintain it by evidences. The 
moment the doctrine of the immortality is 
separately taught, man is already fallen. In 
the flowing of lov^e, in the adoration of humil- 
ity, there is no question of continuance. No 
inspired man ever asks this question or con- 
descends to these evidences. For the soul is 
true to itself, and the man in whom it is shed 


abroad cannot wander from the present, 
which is infinite, to a future which would be 
finite. 

These questions which we lust to ask about 
5 the future are a confession of sin. God has 
no answer for them. No answer in words can 
reply to a question of things. It is not in an 
arbitrary “decree of God,” but in the nature 
of man, that a veil shuts down on the facts of 
lo to-morrow; for the soul will not have us read 
any other cipher than that of cause and effect. 
By this veil which curtains events it instructs 
the children of men to live in to-day. The 
only mode of obtaining an answer to these 
15 questions of the senses is to forego all low 
curiosity, and, accepting the tide of being 
which floats us into the secret of nature, work 
and live, work and live, and all unawares the 
advancing soul has built and forged for itself 
20 a new condition, and the question and the 
answer are one. 

By the same fire, vital, consecrating, celes- 
tial, which burns until it shall dissolve all 
things into the waves and surges of an ocean of 
25 light, we see and know each other, and what 
spirit each is of. Who can tell the grounds of 
his knowledge of the character of the several 
individuals in his circle of friends? No man. 
Yet their acts and words do not disappoint 
50 him. In that man, though he knew no ill of 
him, he put no trust. In that other, though 
they had seldom met, authentic signs had yet 
passed, to signify that he might be trusted as 
one who had an interest in his own character. 
35 We know each other very well, — which of us 
has been just to himself and whether that 
which we teach or behold is only an aspira- 
tion or is our honest effort also. 

We are all discemers of spirits. That diag- 
40 nosis lies aloft in our life or unconscious 
power. The intercourse of society, its trade, 
its religion, its friendships, its quarrels, is one 
wide judicial investigation of character. In 
full court, or in small committee, or con- 
45 fronted face to face, accuser and accused, men 
offer themselves to be judged. Against their 
will they exhibit those decisive trifles by 
which character is read. But who judges? 
and what? Not our understanding. We do 
50 not read them by learning or crzift. No; the 
wisdom of the wise man consists herein, that 
he does not judge them; he lets them judge 
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themselves, and merely reads and records tellect and makes what we call genius. Much 
their own verdict. of the wisdom of the world is not wisdom, and 

By virtue of this inevitable nature, private the most illuminated class of men are no 
will is overpowered, and, maugre our efforts doubt superior to literary fame, and are not 
or our imperfections, your genius will speak 5 WTiters. Among the multitude of scholars 
from you, and mine from me. That which and authors we feel no hallowing presence; 
we are, we shall teach, not voluntarily but we are sensible of a knack and skill rather 
involuntarily. Thoughts come into our than of inspiration; they have a light and 

minds by avenues which we never left open, know not whence it comes and call it their 

and thoughts go out of our minds through lo owm; their talent is some exaggerated faculty, 
avenues which we never voluntarily opened. some overgrown member, so that their 
Character teaches over our head. The in- strength is a disease. In these instances the 
fallible index of true progress is found in the intellectual gifts do not make the impression 
tone the man takes. Neither his age, nor his of virtue, but almost of vice; and we feel that 
breeding, nor company, nor books, nor ac- 15 a man’s talents stand in the way of his ad- 
tions, nor talents, nor all together can hinder vancement in truth. But genius is religious, 
him from being deferential to a higher spirit It is a larger imbibing of the common heart, 
than his own. If he have not found his home It is not anomalous, but more like and not 

in God, his manners, his forms of speech, the less like other men. There is in all great 

turn of his sentences, the build, shall I say, of 20 poets a wisdom of humanity which is superior 
all his opinions will involuntarily confess it, to any talents they exercise. The author, the 
let him brave it out how he will. If he have wit, the partisan, the fine gentleman, does not 
found his centre, the Deity will shine through take place of the man. Humanity shines in 
him, through all the disguises of ignorance, Homer, in Chaucer, in Spenser, in Shak- 
of ungenial temperament, of unfavorable cir- 25 speare, in Milton. They are content with 
cumstance. The tone of seeking is one, and truth. They use the positive degree. They 
the tone of having is another. seem frigid and phlegmatic to those who have 

The great distinction between teachers been spiced with the frantic passion and vio- 
sacred or literary^, — between poets like Her- lent coloring of inferior but popular writers, 
bert, and poets like Pope, — between phi- 30 For they are poets by the free course which 
losophers like Spinoza, Kant, and Coleridge, they allow to the informing soul, which 
and philosophers like Locke, Paley, Mackin- through their eyes beholds again and blesses 
tosh, and Stewart, — between men of the the things which it hath made. The soul is 

world who are reckoned accomplished talk- superior to its knowledge, wiser than any of 

ers, and here and there a fervent mystic, pro- 35 its works. The great poet makes us feel our 
phesying half insane under the infinitude of own wealth, and then we think less of his com- 
his thought, — is that one class speak from positions. His best communication to our 
within, or from experience, as parties and pos- mind is to teach us to despise all he has done, 
sessors of the fact; and the other class from Shakspeare carries us to such a lofty strain of 
without, as spectators merely, or perhaps as 40 intelligent activity as to suggest a wealth 
acquainted with the fact on the evidence of which beggars his own; and we then feel that 
third persons. It is of no use to preach to me the splendid works which he has created, and 
from without. I can do that too easily my- which in other hours we extol as a sort of self- 
self. Jesus speaks always from within, and in existent poetry, take no stronger hold of real 
a degree that transcends all others. In that 45 nature than the shadow of a passing travel'er 
is the miracle. I believe beforehand that it on the rock. The inspiration which uttered 
ought so to be. All men stand continually in itself in Hamlet and Lear could utter things as 
the expectation of the appearance of such a good from day to day forever. Why then 
teacher. But if a man do not speak from should I make account of Hamlet and Lear, 
within the veil, where the word is one with 50 as if we had not the soul from which they fell 
that it tells of, let him lowly confess it. as syllables from the tongue? 

The same Omniscience flows into the in- This energy does not descend into individ- 
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ual life on any other condition than entire 
possession. It comes to the lowly and simple; 
it comes to whomsoever will put off what is 
foreign and proud; it comes as insight; it 
comes as serenity and grandeur. When we 
see those whom it inhabits, we are apprised of 
new degrees of greatness. From that inspira- 
tion the man comes back with a changed 
tone. He does not talk with men with an eye 
to their opinion. He tries them. It requires 
of us to be plain and true. The vain traveller 
attempts to embellish his life by quoting my 
lord and the prince and the countess, who 
thus said or did to him. The ambitious vulgar 
show you their spoons and brooches and 
rings, and preserve their cards and compli- 
ments. The more cultivated, in their account 
of their own experience, cull out the pleasing, 
poetic circumstance, — the visit to Rome, the 
man of genius they saw, the brilliant friend 
they know; still further on perhaps the gor- 
geous landscape, the mountain lights, the 
mountain thoughts they enjoyed yesterday, — 
and so seek to throw a romantic color over 
their life. But the soul that ascends to wor- 
ship the great God is plain and true; has no 
rose-color, no fme friends, no chivalry, no 
adventures; does not want admiration; dwells 
in the hour that now is, in the earnest experi- 
ence of the common day, — by reason of the 
present moment and tlie mere trifle having 
become porous to thought and bibulous of the 
sea of light. 

Converse with a mind that is grandly 
simple, and literature looks like word-catch- 
ing. The simplest utterances are worthiest to 
be written, yet are they so cheap and so 
things of course, that in the infinite riches of 
the soul it is like gathering a few pebbles off 
the ground, or bottling a little air in a phial, 
when the whole earth and the whole atmos- 
phere are ours. Nothing can pass there, or 
make you one of the circle, but the casting 
aside your trappings and dealing man to man 
in naked truth, plain confession and omnis- 
cient aflirmation. 

Souls such as these treat you as gods would, 
walk as gods in the earth, accepting without 
any admiration your wit, your bounty, your 
virtue even, — say rather your act of duty, 
for your \artue they own as their proper 
blood, royal as themsehes^ and over-royal. 


and the father of the gods. But what rebuke 
their plain fraternal bearing casts on the 
mutual flattery with which authors solace 
each other and wound themselves! These 
flatter not. I do not wonder that these men 
go to see Cromwell and Christina and Charles 
II and James I and the Grand Turk. For 
they are, in their own elevation, the fellows of 
kings, and must feel the servile tone of con- 
versation in the world. They must always be 
a godsend to princes, for they confront them, 
a king to a king, without ducking or conces- 
sion, and give a high nature the refreshment 
and satisfaction of resistance, of plain human- 
ity, of even companionship, and of new ideas. 
They leave them wiser and superior men. 
Souls like these make us feel that sincerity is 
more excellent than flattery. Deal so plainly 
with man and woman as to constrain the ut- 
most sincerity and destroy all hope of trifling 
with you. It is the highest compliment you 
can pay. Their “highest praising,’’ said Mil- 
ton, “is not flattery, and their plainest advice 
is a kind of praising.” 

Ineffable is the union of man and God in 
every act of the soul. The simplest person 
who in his integrity worships God, becomes 
God; yet forever and ever the influx of this 
better and universal self is new and unsearch- 
able. It inspires awe and astonishment. 
How dear, how soothing to man, arises the 
idea of God, peopling the lonely place, effac- 
ing the scars of our mistakes and disappoint- 
ments! When w'e have broken our god of 
tradition and ceased from our god of rhetoric, 
then may God fire the heart with his presence. 
It is the doubling of the heart itself, nay, the 
infinite enlargement of the heart with a 
power of growth to a new infinity on every 
side. It inspires in man an infallible trust. 
He has not the conviction, but the sight, that 
the best is the true, and may in that thought 
easily dismiss all particular uncertainties and 
fears, and adjourn to the sure revelation of 
time the solution of his private riddles. He 
is sure that his welfare is dear to the heart of 
being. In the presence of law to his mind he 
is overflowed with a reliance so universal that 
it sweeps away all cherished hopes and the 
I most stable projects of mortal condition in its 
flood. He believes that he cannot escape 
from his good. The things that are really for 
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tliee gravitate to thee. You are running to 
seek your friend. Let your feet run, but your 
mind need not. If you do not find him, will 
you not acquiesce that it is best you should 
not find him? for there is a power, which, as 5 
it is in you, is in him also, and could therefore 
very well bring you together, if it were for the 
best. You are preparing with eagerness to go 
and render a service to which your talent and 
your taste invite you, the love of men and the 10 
hope of fame. Has it not occurred to you 
that you have no right to go, unless you are 
equally willing to be prevented from going? 

O, believe, as thou livest, that every sound 
that is spoken over the round world,- which 15 
thou oughtest to hear, will vibrate on thine 
ear! Every proverb, every book, every by- 
word that belongs to thee for aid or comfort, 
shall surely come home through open or wind- 
ing passages. Every friend whom not thy 20 
fantastic will but the great and tender heart 
in thee craveth, shall lock thee in his embrace. 
And this because the heart in thee is the heart 
of all; not a valve, not a wall, not an intersec- 
tion is there anywhere in nature, but one 25 
blood rolls uninterruptedly an endless circu- 
lation through all men, as the water of the 
globe is all one sea, and, truly seen, its tide is 
one. 

Let man then learn the revelation of all 30 
nature and all thought to his heart; this, 
namely, that the Highest dwells with him; 
that the sources of nature are in his own 
mind, if the sentiment of duty is there. But if 
he would know what the great God speaketh, 35 
he must “go into his closet ard shut the door,” 
as Jesus said. God will not make himself 
manifest to cowards. He must greatly listen 
to himself, withdrawing himself from all the 
accents of other men’s devotion. Even their 40 
prayers are hurtful to him, until he have 
made his own. Our religion vulgarly stands 
on numbers of believers. Whenever the ap- 
peal is made, — no matter how indirectly, — 
to numbers, proclamation is then and there 45 
made that religion is not. He that finds God 
a sweet enveloping thought to him never 
counts his company. When I sit in that 
presence, who shall dare to come in? When I 
rest in perfect humility, when I bum with 50 
pure love, what can Calvin or Swedenborg 
say? 


It makes no difference whether the appeal 
is to numbers or to one. The faith that stands 
on authority is not faith. The reliance on 
authority measures the decline of religion, the 
withdrawal of the soul. The position men 
hav^e given to Jesus, now for many centuries 
of history, is a position of authority. It char- 
acterizes themselves. It cannot alter the 
eternal facts. Great is the soul, and plain. 
It is no flatterer, it is no follower; it never ap- 
peals from itself. It believes in itself. Before 
the immense possibilities of man all mere ex- 
perience, ail past biography, however spot- 
less and sainted, shrinks away. Before that 
heaven Avhich our presentiments foreshow us, 
we cannot easily praise any form of life we 
have seen or read of. We not only affirm that 
we have few great men, but, absolutely speak- 
ing, that we have none; that we have no his- 
tory, no record of any character or mode of 
living that entirely contents us. The saints 
and demigods whom history worships we are 
constrained to accept with a grain of allow- 
ance. Though in our lonely hours we drav/ a 
new strength out of their memory, yet, pressed 
on our attention, as they are by the thought- 
less and customary, they fatigue and invade. 
The soul gives itself, alone, original, and pure, 
to the Lonely, Original, and Pure, who, on 
that condition, gladly inhabits, leads, and 
speaks through it. Then is it glad, young, 
and nimble. It is not wise, but it sees through 
all things. It is not called religious, but it is 
innocent. It calls the light its own, and feels 
that the grass grows and the stone falls by a 
law inferior to, and dependent on, its nature. 
Behold, it saith, I am born into the great, the 
universal mind. I, the imperfect, adore my 
own Perfect. I am somehow receptive of the 
great soul, and thereby I do overlook the sun 
and the stars and feel them to be the fair acci- 
dents and effects which change and pass. 
More and more the surges of everlasting na- 
ture enter into me, and I become public and 
human in my regards and actions. So com^ I 
to live in thoughts and act with energies 
which are immortal. Thus revering the soul, 
and learning, as the ancient said, that “its 
beauty is immense,” man will come to see 
that the world is the peiennial miracle which 
the soul worketh, and be less astonished at 
particular wonders; he will learn that there is 
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no profane history; that all history is sacred; 
that the universe is represented in an atom, in 
a moment of time. He will weave no longer a 
spotted life of shreds and patches, but he will 
live with a divine unity. He will cease from 
what is base and frivolous in his life and be 
content with all places and with any service 
he can render. He will calmly front the mor- 
row in the negligency of that trust which car- 
ries God with it and so hath already the whole 
future in the bottom of the heart. 

Character 
{English Traits, 1856) 

Emerson made his second visit to England in 
1847-48, in response to an invitation to lecture 
there. After his return he lectured on England to 
American audiences. The result, some years 
later, was English Traits. Among the chapter 
headings of the book are Land, Race, Ability, 
Manners, Truth, Character. 

The English race are reputed morose. I do 
not know that they have sadder brows than 
their neighbors of northern climates. They 
are sad by comparison with the singing and 
dancing nations: not sadder, but slow and 
staid, as finding their joys at home. They, 
too, believe that where there is no enjoyment 
of life there can be no vigor and art in speech 
or thought; that your merry heart goes all the 
way, your sad one tires in a mile. This trait 
of gloom has been fixed on them by French 
travelers, who, from Froissart, Voltaire, Le 
Sage, Mirabeau, down to the lively journal- 
ists of the Jeuilletons, have spent their wit on 
the solemnity of their neighbors. The French 
say, gay conversation is unknown in their 
island. The Englishman finds no relief from 
reflection, except in reflection. When he 
wishes for amusement, he goes to work. His 
hilarity is like an attack of fever. Religion, 
the theater, and the reading the books of his 
country, all feed and increase his natural 
melancholy. The police does not interfere 
with public diversions. It thinks itself bound 
in duty to respect the pleasures and rare gay- 
ety of this inconsolable nation; and their well- 
known courage is entirely attributable to their 
disgust of life. 

I suppose their gravity of demeanor and 
their few words have obtained this reputation. 


As compared with the Americans, I think 
them cheerful and contented. Young people 
in this country are much more prone to mel- 
cuicholy. The English have a mild aspect 
5 and a ringing cheerful voice. They are large- 
natured and not so easily amused as the 
southerners, and are among them as grown 
people among children, requiring war, or 
trade, or engineering, or science, instead of 
10 frivolous games. They are proud and pri- 
vate, and even if disposed to recreation, wUl 
avoid an open garden. They sported sadly; 
Us famusaient tristement, selon la coutume de leur 
pays,^ said Froissart; and I suppose never na- 
15 tion built their party-walls so thick, or their 
garden-fences so high. Meat and wine pro- 
duce no effect on them. They are just as cold, 
quiet and composed, at the end, as at the be- 
ginning of dinner. 

20 The reputation of taciturnity they have en- 
joyed for six or seven hundred years; and a 
kind of pride in bad public speaking is noted 
in the House of Commons, as if they were 
willing to show that they did not live by their 
25 tongues, or thought they spoke well enough 
if they had the tone of gentlemen. In mixed 
company they shut their mouths. A York- 
shire millowner told me he had ridden more 
than once all the way from London to Leeds, 
30 in the first-class carriage, with the same per- 
sons, and no word exchanged. The club- 
houses were established to cultivate social 
habits, and it is rare that more than two eat 
together, and oftenest one eats alone. Was it 
35 then a stroke of humor in the serious Sweden- 
borg, or was it only his pitiless logic that 
made him shut up the English souls in a 
heaven by themselves? 

They are contradictorily described as sour, 
40 splenetic, and stubborn, — and as mild, 
sweet, and sensible. The truth is they have 
great range and variety of character. Com- 
merce sends abroad multitudes of different 
classes. The choleric Welshman, the fervid 
45 Scot, the bilious resident in the East or West 
Indies, are wide of the perfect behavior of the 
educated and dignified man of family. So is 
the burly farmer; so is the country squire, 
with his narrow and violent life. In every inn 
50 is the Commercial-Room, in which “travel- 

^ ‘‘They sported sadly according to the custom of 
their country.” 



RALPH WALDO EMERSON 


525 


ers,” or bagmen who carry patterns and solicit 
orders for the manufacturers, are wont to be 
entertained. It easily happens that this class 
snould characterize England to the foreigner, 
who meets them on the road and at every 5 
public house, whilst the gentry avoid the 
taverns, or seclude themselves whilst in them. 

But these classes are the right English stock, 
and may fairly show the national qualities, 
before yet art and education have dealt with 10 
them. They are good lovers, good haters, 
slow but obstinate admirers, and in all things 
very much steeped in their temperament, like 
men hardly awaked from deep sleep, which 
they enjoy. Their habits and instincts cleave 15 
to nature. They are of the earth, earthy; and 
of the sea, as the sea-kinds, attached to it for 
what it yields them, and not from any senti- 
ment. They are full of coarse strength, rude 
exercise, butcher’s meat and sound sleep; and 20 
suspect any poetic insinuation or any hint for 
the conduct of life which reflects on this ani- 
mal existence, as if somebody were fumbling 
at the umbilical cord and might stop their 
supplies. They doubt a man’s sound judg- 25 
ment if he does not eat with appetite, and 
shake their heads if he is particularly chaste. 
Take them as they come, you shall find in the 
common people a surly indifference, some- 
times gruffness and ill temper; and in minds 30 
of more power, magazines of inexhaustible 
war, challenging 

“The ruggedest hour that time and spite dare 
bring 

To frown upon the enraged Northumberland.” 35 

They are headstrong believers and defenders 
of their opinion, and not less resolute in main- 
taining their whim and perversity. Hezekiah 
Woodward wrote a book against the Lord’s 40 
Prayer. And one can believe that Burton, 
the Anatomist of Melancholy, having pre- 
dicted from the stars the hour of his death, 
slipped the knot himself round his own neck, 
not to falsify his horoscope. 45 

Their looks bespeak an invincible stout- 
ness: they have extreme difficulty to run 
away, and will die game. Wellington said of 
the young coxcombs of the Life-Guards, deli- 
cately brought up, “But the puppies fight 50 
weir*; and Nelson said of his sailors, “They 
really mind shot no more than peas.** Of ab- 


solute stoutness no nation has more or better 
examples. They are good at storming re- 
doubts, at boarding frigates, at dying in the 
last ditch, or any desperate service which has 
daylight and honor in it; but not, I think, at 
enduring the rack, or any passive obedience, 
like jumping off a castle-roof at the word of a 
czar. Being both vascular and highly organ- 
ized, so as to be very sensible of pain; and 
intellectual, so as to see reason and glory in a 
matter. 

Of that constitutional force which yields 
the supplies of the day, they have the more 
than enough; the excess which creates courage 
on fortitude, genius in poetry, invention in 
mechanics, enterprise in trade, magnificence 
in wealth, splendor in ceremonies, petulance 
and projects in youth. The young men have 
a rude health which runs into peccant hu- 
mors. They drink brandy like water, cannot 
expend their cjuantities of waste strength on 
riding, hunting, swimming and fencing, and 
run into absurd frolics with the gravity of the 
Eumenides. They stoutly carry into every 
nook and corner of the earth their turbulent 
sense; leaving no lie uncontradicted; no pre- 
tension unexamined. They chew hasheesh; 
cut themselves with poisoned creases; swing 
their hammock in the boughs of the Bohon 
Upas; taste every poison; buy ever)^ secret; at 
Naples they put St. Januarius’s blood in an 
alembic; they saw a hole into the head of the 
“winking Virgin,’* to know why she winks; 
measure with an English footrule every cell of 
the Inquisition, every Turkish caaba, every 
Holy of holies; translate and send to Bentley 
the arcanum bribed and bullied away from 
shuddering Bramins; and measure their own 
strength by the terror they cause. These 
travelers are of every class, the best and the 
worst; and it may easily happen that those of 
rudest behavior are taken notice of and re- 
membered. The Saxon melancholy in the 
vulgar rich and poor appears as gushes of ill- 
humor, which every check exasperates into 
sarcasm and vituperation. There are multi- 
tudes of rude young English who have the 
self-sufl 5 ciency and bluntness of their nation, 
and who, with their disdain of the rest of man- 
kind and with this indigestion and choler, 
have made the English traveler a proverb for 
uncomfortable and offensive manners. It 
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was no bad description of the Briton generi- 
cally, what was said two hundred years ago of 
one particular Oxford scholar: “He was a 
very bold man, uttered any thing that came 
into his mind, not only among his compan- 5 
ions, but in public coffeehouses, and would 
often speak his mind of particular persons 
then accidentally present, without examining 
the company he was in; for which he was 
often reprimanded and several times threat- 10 
ened to be kicked and beaten.” 

The common Englishman is prone to forget 
a cardinal article in the bill of social rights, 
that every man has a right to his own ears. 

No man can claim to usurp more than a few 15 
cubic feet of the audibilities of a public room, 
or to put upon the company with the loud 
statement of his crotchets or personalities. 

But it is in the deep traits of race that the 
fortunes of nations are written, and however 20 
derived, — whether a happier tribe or mix- 
ture of tribes, the air, or what circumstance 
that mixed for them the golden mean of tem- 
perament, — here exists the best stock in the 
world, broad-fronted, broad-bottomed, best 25 
for depth, range and equability; men of 
aplomb and reserves, great range and many 
moods, strong instincts, yet apt for culture; 
war-class as well as clerks; earls and trades- 
men; wise minority, as well as foolish major- 30 
ity; abysmal temperament, hiding wells of 
wrath, and glooms on which no sunshine set- 
tles, alternated with a common sense and 
humanity which hold them fast to every piece 
of cheerful duty; making this temperament a 35 
sea to which all storms are superficial; a race 
to which their fortunes flow, as if they alone 
had the elastic organization at once fine and 
robust enough for dominion; as if the burly 
inexpressive, now mute and contumacious, 40 
now fierce and sharp-tongued dragon, which 
once made the island light with his fiery 
breath, had bequeathed his ferocity to his 
conqueror. They hide virtues under vices, or 
the semblance of them. It is the misshapen 45 
hairy Scandinavian troll again, who lifts the 
cart out of the mire, or “threshes the com 
that ten day-laborers could not end,” but it is 
done in the dark and with muttered maledic- 
tions. He is a churl with a soft place in his 50 
heart, whose speech is a brash of bitter wa- 
ters, but who loves to help you at a pinch. 


He says no, and serves you, and your thanks 
disgust him. Here was lately a cross-grained 
miser, odd and ugly, resembling in counte- 
nance the portrait of Punch with the laugh 
left out; rich by his own industry; sulking in a 
lonely house; who never gave a dinner to any 
man and disdained all courtesies; yet as true a 
worshipper of beauty in form and color as 
ever existed, and profusely pouring over the 
cold mind of his countrymen creations of 
grace and truth, removing the reproach of 
sterility from English art, catching from their 
savage climate every fine hint, and importing 
into their galleries every tint and trait of sun- 
nier cities and skies; making an era in paint- 
ing; and when he saw that the splendor of one 
of his pictures in the Exhibition dimmed his 
rival’s that hung next it, secretly took a brush 
and blackened his own. 

They do not wear their heart in their sleeve 
for daws to peck at. They have that phlegm 
or staidness which it is a compliment to dis- 
turb. “Great men,” said Aristotle, “are al- 
ways of a nature originally melancholy.” ’Tis 
the habit of a mind which attaches to ab- 
stractions with a passion which gives vast re- 
sults. They dare to displease, they do not 
speak to expectation. They like the sayers of 
No, better than the sayers of Yes. Each of 
them has an opinion which he feels it becomes 
him to express all the more that it differs 
from yours. They are meditating opposition. 
This gravity is inseparable from minds of 
great resources. 

There is an English hero superior to the 
French, the German, the Italian, or the 
Greek. When he is brought to the strife with 
fate, he sacrifices a richer material possession, 
and on more purely metaphysical grounds. 
He is there with his own consent, face to face 
with fortune, which he defies. On deliberate 
choice and from grounds of character, he has 
elected his part to live and die for, and dies 
with grandeur. This race has added new 
elements to humanity and has a deeper root 
in the world. 

They have great range of scale, from feroc- 
ity to exquisite refinement. With larger 
scale, they have great retrieving power. 
After running each tendency to an extreme, 
they try another tack with equal heat. More 
intellectual than other races, when they live 
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with other races they do not take their lan- 
guage, but bestow their own. They subsidize 
other nations, and are not subsidized. They 
proselyte, and are not proselyted. They as- 
similate other races to themselves, and are ; 
not assimilated. The English did not calcu- 
late the conquest of the Indies. It fell to their 
character. So they administer, in dijfferent 
parts of the world, the codes of every empire 
and race; in Canada, old French law; in the i 
Mauritius, the Code Napoleon; in the West 
Indies, the edicts of the Spanish Cortes; in the 
East Indies, the Laws of Menu; in the Isle of 
Man, of the Scandinavian Thing; at the Cape 
of Good Hope, of the old Netherlands; and in i 
the Ionian Islands, the Pandects of Justinian. 

They are very conscious of their advan- 
tageous position in history. England is the 
lawgiver, the patron, the instructor, the ally. 
Compare the tone of the French and of the 2 
English press: the first querulous, captious, 
sensitive about English opinion; the English 
press never timorous about French opinion, 
but arrogant and contemptuous. 

They are testy and headstrong through an 2 
excess of will and bias; churlish as men some- 
times please to be who do not forget a debt, 
who ask no favors and who will do what they 
like with their own. With education and in- 
tercourse these asperities wear off and leave 3 
the good-will pure. If anatomy is reformed 
according to national tendencies, I suppose 
the spleen will hereafter be found in the Eng- 
lishman, not found in the American, and dif- 
ferencing the one from the other. I antici- 3 
pate another anatomical discovery, that this 
organ will be found to be cortical and cadu- 
cous; that they are superficially morose, but 
at last tenderhearted, herein differing from 
Rome and the Latin nations. Nothing sav- 4 
age, nothing mean resides in the English 
heart. They are subject to panics of credulity 
and of rage, but the temper of the nation, 
however disturbed, settles itself soon and eas- 
ily, as, in this temperate zone, the sky after 4 
whatever storms clears again, and serenity is 
its normal condition. 

A saving stupidity masks and protects their 
perception, as the curtain of the eagle’s eye. 
Our swifter Americans, when they first deal 5 
with English, pronounce them stupid; but, 
later, do them justice as people who wear well, 


or hide their strength. To understand the 
power of performance that is in their finest 
wits, in the patient Newton, or in the versatile 
transcendent poets, or in the Dugdales, Gib- 
; bons, Hallams, Eldons, and Peels, one should 
see how English day-laborers hold out. High 
and low, they are of an unctuous texture. 
There is an adipocere in their constitution, as 
if they had oil also for their mental wheels and 
o could perform vast amounts of work without 
damaging themselves. 

Even the scale of expense on which people 
live, and to which scholars and professional 
men conform, proves the tension of their mus- 
5 cle, when vast numbers are found who can each 
lift this enormous load. I might even add, 
iheir daily feasts argue a savage vigor of body. 

No nation was ever so rich in able men; 
‘'Gentlemen,” as Charles I said of Strafford, 

) “whose abilities might make a prince rather 
afraid than ashamed in the greatest affairs of 
state”; men of sucli temper, that, like Baron 
Vere, “had one seen him returning from a 
victory, he would by his silence have sus- 
) pected that he had lost the day; and, had he 
beheld him in a retreat, he would have col- 
lected him a conqueror by the cheerfulness of 
his spirit.” ^ 

The following passage from the “Heims- 
) kringla” might almost stand as a portrait of 
the modem Englishman: — “Haldor was 
very stout and strong and remarkably hand- 
some in appearances. King Harold gave him 
this testimony, that he, among all his men, 

; cared least about doubtful circumstances, 
whether they betokened danger or pleasure; 
for, whatever turned up, he was never in 
higher nor in lower spirits, never slept less nor 
more on account of them, nor ate nor drank 
) but according to his custom. Haldor was not 
a man of many words, but short in conversa- 
tion, told his opinion bluntly and was obsti- 
nate and hard : and this could not please the 
king, who had many clever people about him, 

; zealous in his service. Haldor remainec. a 
short time with the king, and then came to 
Iceland, where he took up his abode in Hiard- 
aholt and dwelt in that farm to a very ad- 
vanced age.” 2 

* Fuller, Worthies of England. \EmersorCs notei\ 

* Heimskringla, Laing’s translation, vol. Ill, p. 37. 
[Emerson's note.\ 
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The national temper, in the civil history, is 
not flashy or whiffling. The slow, deep Eng- 
lish mass smoulders with fire, which at last 
sets all its borders in flame. The wrath of 
London is not French wrath, but has a long 5 
memory, and, in its hottest heat, a register 
and rule. 

Half their strength they put not forth. 
They are capable of a sublime resolution, and 
if hereafter the war of races, often predicted, 10 
and making itself a war of opinions also (a 
question of despotism and liberty coming 
from Eastern Europe), should menace the 
English civilization, these sea-kings may t2ike 
once again to their floating castles and find a 15 
new home and a second millennium of power 
in their colonies. 

The stability of England is the security of 
the modern world. If the English race were 
as mutable as the French, what reliance? But 20 
the English stand for liberty. The conserva- 
tive, money-loving, lord-loving English are 
yet liberty-loving; and so freedom is safe: for 
they have more personal force than any other 
people. The nation always resist the immoral 25 
action of their government. They think 
humanely on the affairs of France, of Turkey, 
of Poland, of Hungary, of Schleswig Holstein, 
though overborne by the statecraft of the 
rulers at last. 30 

Does the early history of each tribe show 
the permanent bias, which, though not less 
potent, is masked as the tribe spreads its ac- 
tivity into colonies, commerce, codes, arts, 
letters? The early history shows it, as the 35 
musician plays the air which he proceeds to 
conceal in a tempest of variations. In Alfred, 
in the Northmen, one may read the genius of 
the English society, namely that private life is 
the place of honor. Glory, a career, and am- 40 
bilion, words familiar to the longitude of 
Paris, are seldom heard in English speech. 
Nelson wrote from their hearts his homely 
telegraph, “England expects every man to do 
his duty.” 45 

For actual service, for the dignity of a pro- 
fession, or to appease diseased or inflamed 
talent, the army and navy may be entered 
(the w'orst boys doing well in the navy); and 
the civil service in departments where serious 50 
official work is done; and they hold in esteem 
the barrister engaged in the severer studies 


of the law. But the calm, sound and most 
British Briton shrinks from public life as char- 
latanism, and respects an economy founded 
on agriculture, coal-mines, manufactures or 
trade, which secures an independence through 
the creation of real values. 

They wish neither to command nor obey, 
but to be kings in their own houses. They are 
intellectual and deeply enjoy literature; they 
like well to have the world served up to them 
in books, maps, models, and every mode of 
exact information, and, though not creators 
in art, they value its refinement. They are 
ready for leisure, can direct and fill their own 
day, nor need so much as others the constraint 
of a necessity. But the history of the nation 
discloses, at every turn, this original predilec- 
tion for private independence, and however 
this inclination may have been disturbed by 
the bribes with which their vast colonial 
power has warped men out of orbit, the in- 
clination endures, and forms and reforms the 
laws, letters, manners and occupations. They 
choose that welfare which is compatible with 
the commonwealth, knowing that such alone 
is stable; as wise merchants prefer invest- 
ments in the three per cents. 

Illusions 

( 1860 ) 

“You have grown older, more pungent, pierc- 
ing: — I never read from you before such light- 
ning-gleams of meaning as are to be found here,” 
Carlyle wrote to Emerson after reading The Con- 
duct of Life, in which this essay was the final chap- 
ter. 

Some years ago, in company with an agree- 
able party, I spent a long summer day in 
exploring the Mammoth Cave in Kentucky. 
We traversed, through spacious galleries af- 
fording a solid masonry foundation for the 
town and country overhead, the six or eight 
black miles from the mouth of the cavern to 
the innermost recess which tourists visit, — a 
niche or grotto made of one seamless stalac- 
tite, and called, I believe, Serena’s Bower. I 
lost the light of one day. I saw high domes 
and bottomless pits; heard the voice of unseen 
waterfalls; paddled three quarters of a mile in 
the deep Echo River, whose waters are peo- 
pled with the blind fish; crossed the streams 
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“Lethe” and “Styx”; plied with music and 
guns the echoes in these alarming galleries; 
saw every form of stalagmite and stalactite in 
the sculptured and fretted chambers; — 
icicle, orange-flower, acanthus, grapes and 
snowball. We shot Bengal lights into the 
vaults and groins of the sparry cathedrals and 
examined all the masterpieces which the four 
combined engineers, water, limestone, gravi- 
tation and time, could make in the dark. i 

The mysteries and scenery of the cave had 
the same dignity that belongs to all natural 
objects, and which shames the fine things to 
which we foppishly compare them. I re- 
marked especially the mimetic habit with i 
which nature, on new instruments, hums her 
old tunes, making night to mimic day, and 
chemistry to ape vegetation. But I then took 
notice and still chiefly remember that the best 
thing which the cave had to offer was an 
illusion. On arriving at what is called the 
“Star-Chamber,” our lamps were taken from 
us by the guide and extinguished or put aside, 
and, on looking upwards, I saw or seemed to 
see the night heaven thick with stars glimmer- 
ing more or less brightly over our heads, and 
even what seemed a comet flaming among 
them. All the party were touched with aston- 
ishment and pleasure. Our musical friends 
sung with much feeling a pretty song, “The 
stars are in the quiet sky,” etc., and I sat 
down on the rocky floor to enjoy the serene 
picture. Some ciy^stal specks in the black 
ceiling high overhead, reflecting the light of a 
half-hid lamp, yielded this magnificent effect. 

I own I did not like the cave so well for 
eking out its sublimities with this theatrical 
trick. But I have had many experiences like 
it, before and since; and we must be content 
to be pleased without too curiously analyzing 
the occasions. Our conversation with nature 
is not just what it seems. The cloud-rack, the 
sunrise and sunset glories, rainbows and 
Northern Lights are not quite so spheral as 
our childhood thought them, and the part 
our organization plays in them is too large. 
The senses interfere everywhere and mix 
their own structure with all they report of. 
Once we fancied the earth a plane, and sta- 
tionary. In admiring the sunset we do not 
yet deduct the rounding, co-ordinating, pic- 
torial powers of the eye. 


The same interference from our organiza- 
tion creates the most of our pleasure and 
pain. Our first mistake is the belief that the 
circumstance gives the joy which we giv^e to 
the circumstance. Liff* is an ecstasy. Life is 
sweet as nitrous oxide; and the fisherman 
dripping all day over a cold pond, the switch- 
man at the railway intersection, the farmer in 
the field, the negro in the rice-swamp, the fop 
in the street, the hunter in the woods, the bar- 
rister with the jury, the belle at the ball, all 
ascribe a certain pleasure to their employ- 
ment, which they themselves give it. Health 
and appetite impart the s\veetness to sugar, 
bread and meat. We fancy that our civiliza- 
tion has got us so far, but we still come back 
to our primers. 

We live by our imaginations, by our ad- 
mirations, by our sentiments. The child 
walks amid heaps of illusions, which he does 
not like to have disturbed. The boy, how 
sweet to him is his fancy ! how dear the story 
of barons and battles! What a hero he is, 
whilst he feeds on his heroes ! What a debt is 
his to imaginative books! He has no better 
friend or influence than Scott, Shakspeare, 
Plutarch and Homer. The man lives to other 
objects, but who dare affirm that they are 
more real? Even the prose of the streets is 
full of refractions. In the life of the dreariest 
alderman, fancy enters into all details and 
colors them with rosy hue. He imitates the 
air and actions of people whom he admires, 
and is raised in his own eyes. He pays a debt 
quicker to a rich man than to a poor man. 
He wishes the bow and compliment of some 
leader in the state or in society; weighs what 
he says; perhaps he never comes nearer to 
him for that, but dies at last better contented 
for this amusement of his eyes and his fancy. 

The world rolls, the din of life is never 
hushed. In London, in Paris, in Boston, in 
San Francisco, the carnival, the masquerade 
is at its height. Nobody drops his domino. 
The unities, the fictions of the piece it would 
be an impertinence to break. The chapter 
of fascinations is very long. Great is paint; 
nay, God is the painter; and we rightly accuse 
the critic who destroys too many illusions. 
Society does not love its un maskers. It was 
wittily if somewhat bitterly said by D’Alem- 
bert, etat de vapeur etait un etat trhjdcheux. 
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parceqiCil nous jaisait voir les choses comme elles 
sonC" ^ I find men victims of illusion in all 
parts of life. Children, youths, adults and old 
men, all are led by one bauble or another. 
Yoganidra, the goddess of illusion, Proteus, or s 
Momus, or Gylfi’s Mocking, — for the Power 
has many names, — is stronger than the Ti- 
tans, stronger than Apollo. Few have over- 
heard the gods or surprised their secret. Life 
is a succession of lessons which must be lived lo 
to be understood. All is riddle. There are as 
many pillows of illusion as flakes in a snow- 
storm. We wake from one dream into an- 
other dream. The toys to be sure are various, 
and are graduated in refinement to the qual- 15 
ity of the dupe. The intellectual man re- 
quires a fine bait; the sots are easily amused. 

But everybody is drugged with his own frenzy, 
and the pageant marches at all hours, with 
music and banner and badge. 20 

Amid the joyous troop who give in to the 
charivari, comes now and then a sad-eyed bey 
whose eyes lack the requisite refractions to 
clothe the show in due glory, and who is 
afflicted with a tendency to trace home the 25 
glittering miscellany of fruits and flowers to 
one root. Science is a search after identity, 
and the scientific whim is lurking in all cor- 
ners. At the State Fair a friend of mine com- 
plained that all the varieties of fancy pears in 30 
our orchards seemed to have been selected by 
somebody who had a whim for a particular 
kind of pear, and only cultivated such as had 
that perfume; they were all alike. And I re- 
member the quarrel of another youth with 35 
the confectioners, that when he racked his 
wit to choose the best comfits in the shops, in 
all the endless varieties of sweetmeat he could 
find only three flavors, or two. What then? 
Pears and cakes are good for something; and 40 
because you unluckily have an eye or nose too 
keen, why need you spoil the comfort which 
the rest of us find in them? I knew a humor- 
ist who in a good deal of a rattle had a grain 
or two of sense. He shocked the company by 45 
maintaining that the attributes of God were 
two, — power and risibility, and that it was 
the duty of every pious man to keep up the 
comedy. And I have known gentlemen of 
great stake in the community, but whose 50 

^ “That a state of vapor was a very grievous state 
because it made us see things as they are.” 


sympathies were cold, — presidents of col- 
leges and governors and senators, — who 
held themselves bound to sign every temper- 
ance pledge, and act with Bible societies and 
missions and peace-makers, and cry Hist-a- 
boy! to every good dog. We must not carry 
comity too far, but we all have kind impulses 
in this direction. When the boys come into 
my yard for leave to gather horsechestnuts, I 
own I enter into nature’s game, and affect to 
grant the permission reluctantly, fearing that 
any moment they will find out the imposture 
of that showy chaff. But this tenderness is 
quite unnecessary; the enchantments are laid 
on very thick. Their young life is thatched 
with them. Bare and grim to tears is the lot 
of the children in the hovel I saw yesterday; 
yet not the less they hung it round with frip- 
pery romance, like the children of the happi- 
est fortune, and talked of “the dear cottage 
where so many joyful hours had flown.” 
Well, this thatching of hovels is the custom of 
the country. Women, more than all, are the 
element and kingdom of illusion. Being fasci- 
nated, they fascinate. They see through 
Claude Lorraines. And how dare any one, if 
he could, pluck away the coulisses^ stage effects 
and ceremonies, by which they live? Too 
pathetic, too pitiable, is the region of affec- 
tion, and its atmosphere always liable to 
mirage. 

We are not very much to blame for our bad 
marriages. We live amid hallucinations; and 
this especial trap is laid to trip up our feet 
with, and all are tripped up first or last. But 
the mighty Mother who had been so sly with 
us, as if she felt that she owed us some indem- 
nity, insinuates into the Pandora-box of mar- 
riage some deep and serious benefits and some 
great joys. We find a delight in the beauty 
and happiness of children that makes the 
heart too big for the body. In the worst- 
assorted connections there is ever some mix- 
ture of true marriage. Teague and his jade 
get some just relations of mutual respect, 
kindly observation, and fostering of each 
other; learn something, and would carry 
themselves wiselier if they were now to begin. 

’Tis fine for us to point at one or another 
fine madman, as if there were any exempts. 
The scholar in his library is none. I, who 
have all my life heard any number of orations 
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and debates, read poems and miscellaneous lous blur in Orion, “the portentous year of 

books, conversed with many geniuses, am Mizar and Alcor,” must come down and be 

still the victim of any new page", and if Mar- dealt with in your household thought. What 
niaduke, or Hugh, or Moosehead, or any if you shall happen to discern that the play 
other, invent a new style or mythology, I s and playground of all this pompous history 

fancy the world will be all brave and right if are radiations from yourself, and that the sun 

dressed in these colors, which I had not borrows his beams? What terrible questions 

thought of. Then at once I will daub with we are learning to ask ! The former men be- 

this new paint; but it will not stick. ’Tis like lieved in magic, by which temples, cities and 

the cement which the peddler sells at the lo men were swallowed up, and all trace of them 
door; he makes broken crockery hold with it, gone. We are coming on the secret of a magic 

but you can never buy of him a bit of the which sweeps out of men’s minds all vestige 

cement which will make it hold when he is of theism and beliefs which they and their 
gone. fathers held and were framed upon. 


Men who make themselves felt in the 15 
world avail themselves of a certain fate in 
their constitution which they know how to 
use. But they never deeply interest us unless 
they lift a corner of the curtain, or betray, 
never so slightly, their penetration of what is 20 
behind it. ’Tis the charm of practical men 
that outside of their practicality are a certain 
poetry and play, as if they led the good horse 
Power by the bridle, and preferred to walk, 
though they can ride so fiercely. Bonaparte 25 
is intellectual, as well as Caesar; and the best 
soldiers, sea-captains and railway men have 
a gentleness when off duty, a good-natured 
admission that there are illusions, and who 
shall say that he is not their sport? We stig- 30 
matize the cast-iron fellows w^ho cannot so 
detach themselves, as “dragon-ridden,” 
“thunder-stricken,” and fools of fate, with 
whatever powers endowed. 

Since our tuition is through emblems and 35 
indirections, it is well to know that there is 
method in it, a fixed scale and rank above 
rank in the phantasms. We begin low with 
coarse masks and rise to the most subtle and 
beautiful. The red men told Columbus 40 
“they had an herb which took away fa- 
tigue”; but he found the illusion of “arriving 
from the east at the Indies” more composing 
to his lofty spirit than any tobacco. Is not 
our faith in the impenetrability of matter 45 
more sedative than narcotics? You play with 
jackstraws, balls, bowls, horse and gun, 
estates and politics; but there are finer games 
before you. Is not time a pretty toy? Life 
will show you masks that are worth all your 50 
carnivals. Yonder mountain must migrate 
into your mind. The fine star-dust and nebu- 


There are deceptions of the senses, decep- 
tions of the passions, and the structural, benef- 
icent illusions of sentiment and of the intel- 
lect. There is the illusion of love, which at- 
tributes to the beloved person all which that 
person shares with his or her family, sex, age 
or condition, nay, with the human mind it- 
self. ’Tis these which the lover loves, and 
Anna Matilda gets the credit of them. As if 
one shut up always in a tower, with one win- 
dow through which the face of heaven and 
earth could be seen, should fancy that all the 
marvels he beheld belonged lo that window. 
There is the illusion of time, which is very 
deep; who has disposed of it? — or come to 
the conviction that what seems the succession of 
thought is only the distribution of the wholes 
into casual scries? The intellect secs that 
every atom carries the whole of nature; that 
the mind opens to omnipotence; that, in the 
endless striving and ascents, the metamor- 
phosis is entire, so that the soul doth not know 
itself in its own act when that act is perfected. 
There is illusion that shall deceive even the 
elect. There is illusion that shall deceive 
even the performer of the miracle. Though 
he make his body, he denies that he makes it. 
Though the world exist from thought, thought 
is daunted in presence of the world. One 
after the other we accept the mental laws, still 
resisting those which follow, which however 
must be accepted. But all our concessions 
only compel us to new profusion. And what 
avails it that science has come to treat space 
and time as simply forms of thought, and the 
material world as hypothetical, and withal 
our pretension of property and even of self-hood 
are faffing with the rest, if, at last, even our 
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thoughts are not finalities, but the incessant 
flowing and ascension reach these also, and 
each thought which yesterday was a finality, 
to-day is yielding to a larger generalization? 

With such volatile elements to work in, ’tis 5 
no wonder if our estimates are loose and float- 
ing. We must work and affirm, but we have 
no guess of the value of what we say or do. 
The cloud is now as big as your hand, and 
now it covers a county. That story of Thor, ic 
who was set to drain the drinking-horn in 
Asgard and to wrestle with the old woman 
and to run with the runner Lok, and pres- 
ently found that he had been drinking up the 
sea, and wrestling with Time, and racing ic 
with Thought, — describes us, who are con- 
tending, amid these seeming trifles, with the 
supreme energies of nature. We fancy we 
have fallen into bad company and squalid 
condition, low debts, shoe-bills, broken glass 2c 
to pay for, pots to buy, butcher’s meat, sugar, 
milk and coal. “Set me some great task, ye 
gods! and I will show my spirit.” “Not so,” 
says the good Heaven; “plod and plough, 
vamp your old coats and hats, weave a shoe- 2^ 
string; great affairs and the best wine by and 
by.” Well, ’tis all phantasm; and if we weave 
a yard of tape in all humility and as well as 
we can, long hereafter we shall see it was no 
cotton tape at all but some galaxy which we 3* 
braided, and that the threads were Time and 
Nature. 

We cannot write the order of the variable 
winds. How can we penetrate the law of our 
shifting moods and susceptibility? Yet they 3 
differ as all and nothing. Instead of the 
firmament of yesterday, which our eyes re- 
quire, it is to-day an egg-shell which coops us 
in; we cannot even see what or where our 
stars of destiny are. From day to day the 4 
capital facts of human life are hidden from 
our eyes. Suddenly the mist rolls up and re- 
veals them, and we think how much good 
time is gone that might have been saved had 
any hint of these things been shown. A sud- 4 
den rise in the road shows us the system of 
mountains, and all the summits, which have 
been just as near us all the year, but quite out 
of mind. But these alternations are not with- 
out their order, and we are parties to our vari- ; 
ous fortune. If life seems a succession of 
dreams, yet poetic justice is done in dreams 


also. The visions of good men are good; it is 
the undisciplined will that is whipped with 
bad thoughts and bad fortunes. When we 
break the laws, we lose our hold on the cen- 
tral reality. Like sick men in hospitals, we 
change only from bed to bed, from one folly 
to another; and it cannot signify much what 
becomes of such castaways, wailing, stupid, 
comatose creatures, lifted from bed to bed, from 
the nothing of life to the nothing of death. 

In this kingdom of illusions we grope eag- 
erly for stays and foundations. There is none 
but a strict and faithful dealing at home and a 
severe barring out of all duplicity or illusion 
there. Whatever games are played with us, 
we must play no games with ourselves, but 
deal in our privacy with the last honesty and 
truth. I look upon the simple and childish 
virtues of veracity and honesty as the root of 
all that is sublime in character. Speak as you 
think, be what you are, pay your debts of all 
kinds. I prefer to be owned as sound and 
solvent, and my word as good as my bond, 
and to be what cannot be skipped, or dissi- 
pated, or undermined, to all the ^c/ai in the 
universe. This reality is the foundation of 
friendship, religion, poetry and art. At the 
top or at the bottom of all illusions, I set the 
cheat which still leads us to work and live for 
appearances; in spite of our conviction, in all 
sane hours, that it is what we really are that 
avails with friends, with strangers, and with 
fate or fortune. 

One would think from the talk of men that 
riches and poverty were a great matter; and 
our civilization mainly respects it. But the 
Indians say that they do not think the white 
man, with his brow of care, always toiling, 
afraid of heat and cold, and keeping within 
doors, has any advantage of them. The per- 
manent interest of every man is never to be in 
a false position, but to have the weight of 
nature to back him in all that he does. Riches 
and poverty are a thick or thin costume; and 
; our life — the life of all of us — identical. 
For we transcend the circumstance continu- 
ally and taste the real quality of existence; as 
in our employments, which only differ in the 
manifestations but express the same laws; or 
> in our thoughts, which wear no silks and taste 
no ice-creams. We see Glod face to face every 
hour, and know the savor of nature. 
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The early Greek philosophers Heraclitus 
and Xenophanes measured their force on this 
problem of identity. Diogenes of ApoUonia 
said that unless the atoms were made of one 
stuff, they could never blend and act with one 5 
another. But the Hindoos, in their sacred 
writings, express the liveliest feeling, both of 
the essential identity and of that illusion 
which they conceive variety to be. “The no- 
tions, am,' and ‘ This is mine' which influ- 10 
ence mankind, are but delusions of the mo- 
ther of the world. Dispel, O Lord of all the 
creatures! the conceit of knowledge which 
proceeds from ignorance.” And the beati- 
tude of man they hold to lie in being free from 15 
fascination. 

The intellect is stimulated by the statement 
of truth in a trope, and the will by clothing the 
laws of life in illusions. But the unities of 
Truth and Right are not broken by the dis- 20 
guise. There need never be any confusion in 
these. In a crowded life of many parts and 
performers, on a stage of nations, or in the 
obscurest hamlet in Maine or California, the 
same elements offer the same choices to each 25 
new comer, and, according to his election, he 
fixes his fortune in absolute Nature. It would 
be hard to put more mental and moral phi- 


losophy than the Persians have thrown into 
sentence, — 

“Fooled thou must be, though wisest of the wise: 

Then be the fool of virtue, not of vice.” 

There is no chance and no anarchy in the 
universe. All is system and gradation. Every 
god is there sitting in his sphere. The young 
mortal enters the hall of the firmament; there 
is he alone with them alone, they pouring on 
him benedictions and gifts, and beckoning 
him up to their thrones. On the instant, and 
incessantly, fall snow-storms of illusions. He 
fancies himself in a vast crowd which sways 
this way and that and whose movement and 
doings he must obey: he fancies himself poor, 
orphaned, insignificant. The mad crowd 
drives hither and thither, now curiously com- 
manding this thing to be done, now that. 
What is he that he should resist their will, and 
think or act for himself? Every moment new 
changes and new showers of deceptions to 
baffle and distract him. And when, by and 
by, for an instant, the air clears and the cloud 
lifts a little, there are the gods still sitting 
around him on their thrones, — they alone 
with him alone. 


Henry Thoreau (i8i7-i86i) 


The only native of Concord in the group that gathered there, Thoreau was 
born on July 12, 1817. He entered Harvard in 1833, and, when he graduated 
four years later, tried teaching school. “As I did not teach for the good of my 
fellow-men, but simply for a livelihood, this was a failure,” he said. He began 
manufacturing pencils, but when he had made the best ones available in America 
and had no more worlds to conquer, he retired. Thereafter, except for a few 
brief trips, he lived close to nature in Concord. “I have traveled much in Con- 
cord,” he said. 

“I am a mystic, a Transcendentalist, and a natural philosopher.” Individual- 
ism he carried to great lengths. He helped Emerson edit the Dial, surveyed occa- 
sionally, did odd jobs for his neighbors. He refused to pay his poll-tax on the 
ground that it was applied to the support of slavery, and he was imprisoned. Emer- 
son (so the story goes) went to sec him in prison, and asked, “Why are you in there, 
Henry?” “Why are you out there?” Thoreau answered reproachfully. He 
spoke for John Brown. He advocated civil disobedience. He built a hut by 
Walden Pond and lived there two years at an expense of eight dollars a year. 
He spent a number of years in Emerson’s household. Then, by the irony of fate, 
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this man who had always lived so familiarly with nature was stricken with tuber- 
culosis, and died on May 6, 1862. Even on his deathbed he illustrated the Yankee 
practicality which was united in his personality with romantic individualism. 
He was asked if he could see anything of the land he was approaching. ‘‘One 
world at a time,” answered Thoreau. “One world at a time.” 

In his lifetime Thoreau published only two books, A Week on the Concord and 
Merrimac Rivers^ 1849, and Walden: or Life in the Woods, 1854. He also contributed 
to periodicals some poetry and a considerable amount of prose. In the years just 
following his death, essays and accounts of travel were published under the titles 
Excursions, The Maine Woods, and Cape Cod; also correspondence brought out by 
Emerson and later amplified as Familiar Letters. While the literary quality of all 
his writing is high, the reputation of Thoreau rests essentially on Walden. 

In Walden Thoreau presented, in organic relation, a record of his two-year experi- 
ment (a sort of one-man Brook Farm), an individualist philosophy of life which 
has a perennial appeal, and a view of nature as a source of delight and spiritual 
discipline. To some readers, Thoreau at his best is equal or superior to Emerson. 
H. S. Canby (in Classic Americans, p. 218) has characterized him as “one of the 
masters of English prose, purer, stronger, racier, closer to a genuine life rhythm, 
than any one of his contemporaries, in England or America.” 

The best edition of Thoreau’s works is the Walden, 1906, in 20 volumes, of which 
14 are journals. The Heart of Thoreau' s Journals was edited by Odell Shepard in 
1927, The Collected Poems of Henry Thoreau by C. Bode, 1943. A pleasant little book 
by Emerson’s son, E. W. Emerson, is Henry Thoreau as Remembered by a Toung Friend, 
1917. Older biographies, not very satisfactory, are by F. B. Sanborn and 
Henry Salt; a newer and better is by H. S. Canby, 1939. Mark Van Doren has 
written Henry David Thoreau, a Critical Study, 1916, and N. Foerster’s Nature in 
American Literature, 1923, contains a chapter on Thoreau’s relation to nature. The 
centennial of Thoreau’s experiment at Walden Pond brought forth an interpretive 
tribute by G. F. Whicher, Walden Revisited, 1945. B. V. Crawford’s volume of 
selections in the AWS, 1934, is judiciously edited. 


Familiar Letters 

[From Emersords Home\ 

TO R. W. EMERSON (iN ENGLAND) 

Concord, November 14, 1847 ^ 

Dear Friend, — I am but a poor neighbor 
to you here, — a very poor companion am I. 

I understand that very well, but that need 
not prevent my writing to you now. I have lo 
almost never written letters in my life, yet I 
think I can write as good ones as I frequently 
see, so I shall not hesitate to write this, such as 
it may be, knowing that you will welcome 
anything that reminds you of Concord. i 5 

I have banked up the young trees against 


the winter and the mice, and I will look out, 
in my careless way, to see when a pale is loose 
or a nail drops out of its place. The broad 
gaps, at least, I will occupy. I heartily wish I 
could be of good service to this household. 
But I, who have only used these ten digits so 
long to solve the problem of a living, how can 
I? The world is a cow that is hard to milk, — 
life does not come so easy, — and oh, how 
thinly it is watered ere we get it! But the 
young bunting calf, he will get at it. There is 
no way so direct. This is to earn one’s living 
by the sweat of his brow. It is a little like 
joining a community, this life, to such a her- 
mit as I am; and as I don’t keep the accounts, 
i don’t know whether the experiment will sue- 
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ceed or fail finally. At any rate, it is good for 
society, so I do not regret my transient nor 
my permanent share in it. 

Lidian [Mrs. Emerson] and I make very 
good housekeepers. She is a very dear sister 
to me. Ellen and Edith and Eddy and 
Aunty Brown keep up the tragedy and com- 
edy and tragic-comedy of life as usual. The 
two former have not forgotten their old 
acquaintance; even Edith carries a young 
memory in her head, I find. Eddy can 
teach us all how to pronounce. If you 
should discover any rare hoard of wooden or 
pewter horses, I have no doubt he will know 
how to appreciate it. He occasionally sur- 
veys mankind from my shoulders as wisely 
as ever Johnson did. I respect him not a 
little, though it is I that lift him up so uncere- 
moniously. And sometimes I have to set 
him down again in a hurry, according to his 
“mere will and good pleasure.” He very 
seriously asked me, the other day, “Mr. 
Thoreau, will you be my father?” I am 
occasionally Mr. Rough-and-tumble with 
him that I may not miss him^ and lest he 
should miss you too much. So you must 
come back soon, or you will be superseded. 

Alcott has heard that I laughed, and so set 
the people laughing, at his arbor, though I 
never laughed louder than when I was on the 
ridge-pole. But now I have not laughed for 
a long time, it is so serious. He is very 
grave to look at. But, not knowing all this, 
I strove innocently enough, the other day, 
to engage his attention to my mathematics. 
“Did you ever study geometry, the relation 
of straight lines to curves, the transition 
from the finite to the infinite? Fine things 
about it in Newton and Leibnitz.” But he 
would hear none of it, — men of taste pre- 
ferred the natural curve. Ah, he is a crooked 
stick himself. He is getting on now so many 
knots an hour. There is one knot at present 
occupying the point of highest elevation, — 
the present highest point; and as many 
knots as are not handsome, I presume, are 
thrown down and cast into the pines. Pray 
show him this if you meet him anywhere in 
London, for I cannot make him hear much 
plainer words here. He forgets that I am 
neither old nor young, nor anything in par- 
ticular, and behaves as if I had still some 


of the animal heat in me. As for the build- 
ing, I feel a little oppressed when I come 
near it. It has no great disposition to be 
beautiful; it is certainly a wonderful struc- 
5 ture, on the whole, and the fame of the 
architect will endure as long as it shall stand. 
I should not show you this side alone, if I 
did not suspect that Lidian had done com- 
plete justice to the other, 
lo Mr. [Edmund] Hosmer has been working 
at a tannery in Stow for a fortnight, though 
he has just now come home sick. It seems 
that he was a tanner in his youth, and so he 
has made up his mind a little at last. This 
15 comes of reading the New Testament. 
Wasn’t one of the Apostles a tanner? Mrs. 
Hosmer remains here, and John looks stout 
enough to fill his own shoes and his father’s 
too. 

20 Mr. Blood and his company have at length 
seen the stars through the great telescope, 
and he told me that he thought it was worth 
the while. Mr. Peirce made him wait till 
the crowd had dispersed (it was a Saturday 
25 evening), and then was quite polite, — con- 
versed with him, and showed him the mi- 
crometer, etc.; and he said Mr. Blood’s glass 
was large enough for all ordinary astronom- 
ical work. [Rev.] Mr. Frost and Dr. [Josiah] 
30 Bartlett seemed disappointed that there was 
no greater difference between the Cambridge 
glass and the Concord one. They used only 
a power of 400 . Mr. Blood tells me that he 
is too old to study the calculus or higher 
35 mathematics. At Cambridge they think 
that they have discovered traces of another 
satellite to Neptune. They have been 
obliged to exclude the public altogether, at 
last. The very dust which they raised, 
40 “which is filled with minute crystals,” etc., 
as professors declare, having to be wiped off 
the glasses, would ere long wear them away. 
It is true enough, Cambridge college is really 
beginning to wake up and redeem its charac- 
45 ter and overtake the age. I see by the 
catalogue that they are about establishing a 
scientific school in connection with the uni- 
versity, at which any one above eighteen, 
on paying one hundred dollars annually 
50 (Mr. Lawrence’s fifty thousand dollars will 
probably diminish this sum), may be in- 
structed in the highest branches of science. 
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— in astronomy, “theoretical and practical, 
with the use of the instruments” (so the 
great Yankee astronomer may be bom with- 
out delay), in mechanics and engineering 
to the last degree. Agassiz will ere long com- 
mence his lectures in the zoological depart- 
ment. A chemistry class has already been 
formed under the direction of Professor 
Horsford. A new and adequate building for 
the purpose is already being erected. They 
have been foolish enough to put at the end 
of all this earnest the old joke of a diploma. 
Let every sheep keep but his own skin, I say. 

I have had a tragic correspondence, for 

the most part all on one side, with Miss . 

She did really wish to — I hesitate to write 

— marry me. That is the way they spell it. 
Of course I did not write a deliberate answer. 
How could I deliberate upon it? I sent 
back as distinct a ko as I have learned to 
pronounce after considerable practice, and I 
trust that this no has succeeded. Indeed, 
I wished that it might burst, like hollow shot, 
after it had struck and buried itself and made 
itself felt there. There was no other way, I 
really had anticipated no such foe as this in 
my career. 

1 suppose you will like to hear of my book, 
though I have nothing worth writing about 
it. Indeed, for the last month or two I have 
forgotten it, but shall certainly remember it 
again. Wiley «& Ihitnam, Munroe, the 
Harpers, and Crosby & Nichols have all 
declined printing it with the least risk to 
themselves; but Wiley & Putnam will print 
it in their series, and any of them anywhere, 
at my risk. If I liked the book well enough, 
I should not delay; but for the present I am 
indifferent. I believe this is, after all, the 
course you advised, — to let it lie. 

I do not know what to say of myself. I 
sit before my green desk, in the chamber at 
the head of the stairs, and attend to my 
thinking, sometimes more, sometimes less 
distinctly. I am not unwilling to think 
great thoughts if there are any in the wind, 
but what they are I am not sure. They 
suffice to keep me awake while the day lasts, 
at any rate. Perhaps they will redeem 
some portion of the night ere long. 

I can imagine you astonishing, bewilder- 
ing, confounding, and sometimes delighting 


John Bull with your Yankee notions, and 
that he begins to take a pride in the relation- 
ship at last; introduced to all the stars of 
England in succession, after the lecture, 
5 until you pine to thrust your head once more 
into a genuine and unquestionable nebula, 
if there be any left. I trust a common 
man wiU be the most uncommon to you 
before you return to these parts. I have 
lo thought there was some advantage even in 
death, by which we “mingle with the herd 
of common men.” 

Hugh [the gardener] still has his eye on 
the Walden agellum^ and orchards are waving 
15 there in the windy future for him. That’s 
the where-I’ll-go-next, thinks he; but no 
important steps are yet taken. He reminds 
me occasionally of this open secret of his, 
with which the very season seems to labor, 
20 and affirms seriously that as to his wants — 
wood, stone, or timber — I know better 
than he. That is a clincher which I shall 
have to avoid to some extent; but I fear 
that it is a wrought nail and will not break. 
25 Unfortunately, the day after cattle-show — 
the day after small beer — he was among the 
missing, but not long this time. The Ethi- 
opian cannot change his skin nor the leopard 
his spots, nor indeed Hugh — his Hugh. 

30 As I walked over Conantum, the other 
afternoon, I saw a fair column of smoke 
rising from the woods directly over my house 
that was (as I judged), and already began to 
conjecture if my deed of sale would not be 
35 made invalid by this. But it turned out to 
be John Richardson’s young wood, on the 
southeast of your field. It was burnt nearly 
all over, and up to the rails and the road. 
It was set on fire, no doubt, by the same 
40 Lucifer that lighted Brook’s lot before. So 
you see that your small lot is comparatively 
safe for this season, the back fire having 
been already set for you. 

They have been choosing between John 
45 Keys and Sam Staples, if the world wants to 
know it, as representative of this town, and 
Staples is chosen. The candidates for 
governor — think of my writing this to you ! 
— were Glovemor Briggs and General Cush- 
50 ing, and Briggs is elected, though the Demo- 
crats have gained. Ain’t I a brave boy to 
know so much of politics for the nonce? 
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But I shouldn’t have known it if Coombs 
nadnt told me. They have had a peace 
meeting here, — I shouldn’t think of telling 
you if I didn’t know anything would do for 
the English market, — and some men, Dea- 
con Brown at the head, have signed a long 
pledge, swearing that they will “treat all 
mankind as brothers henceforth.” I think 
I shall wait and see how they treat me first. 
I think that Nature meant kindly when she 
made our brothers few. However, my voice 
is still for peace. So good-by, and a truce 
to all joking, my dear friend, from 

H. D. T. 


rO R. W. EMERSON (iN ENGLAND) 

Concord, February 23, 1848 

Dear Waldo, — For I think I have heard 
that that is your name, — my letter which 
was put last into the leathern bag arrived 
first. Whatever I may call you, I know you 
better than I know your name, and what 
becomes of the fittest name if in any sense 
you are here with him who calls, and not 
there simply to be called? 

I believe I never thanked you for your 
lectures, one and all, which I heard formerly 
read here in Concord. I know I never have. 
There was some excellent reason each time 
why I did not; but it will never be too late. 
I have that advantage, at least, over you in 
my education. 

Lidian is too unwell to write to you; so I 
must tell you what I can about the children 
and herself. I am afraid she has not told 
you how unwell she is, — ‘ or to-day perhaps 
we may say has been. She has been con- 
fined to her chamber four or five weeks, and 
three or four weeks, at least, to her bed, with 
the jaundice. The doctor, who comes once 
a day, does not let her read (nor can she 
now) nor hear much reading. She has writ- 
ten her letters to you, till recently, sitting 
up in bed, but he said he would not come 
again if she did so. She has Abby and 
Almira to take care of her, and Mrs. Brown 
to read to her; and I also, occasionally, have 
something to read or to say. The doctor 
says she must not expect to “take any com- 
fort of her life” for a week or two yet. She 


wishes me to say that she has written two 
long and full letters to you about the house- 
hold economies, etc., which she hopes have 
not been delayed. The children are quite 
well and full of spirits, and are going through 
a regular course of picture-seeing, with 
commentary by me, every evening, for 
Eddy’s behoof. All the Annuals and “Dia- 
dems” are in requisition, and Eddy is for- 
ward to exclaim, when the hour arrives, 
“Now for the demdems!” I overheard this 
dialogue when Frank [Brown] came down to 
breakfast the other morning. 

Eddy. “Why, Frank, I am astonished 
that you should leave your boots in the 
dining-room.” 

Frank. “I guess you mean surprised, don’t 
you?” 

Eddy. “No, boots!” 

“If Waldo were here,” said he, the other 
night, at bedtime, “we’d be four going up- 
stairs.” Would he like to tell papa any- 
thing? No, not anything; but finally, yes, 
he would, — that one of the white horses in 
his new barouche is broken ! Ellen and Edith 
will perhaps speak for themselves, as I hear 
something about letters to be written by 
them. 

Mr. Alcott seems to be reading well this 
winter: Plato, Montaigne, Ben Jonson, 
Beaumont and Fletcher, Sir Thomas Browne, 
etc., etc., “I believe I have read them all 
now, or nearly all,” — those English authors. 
He is rallying for another foray with his pen, 
in his latter years, not discouraged by the 
past, into that crowd of unexpressed ideas of 
his, that undisciplined Parthian army, which, 
as soon as a Roman soldier would face, re- 
treats on all hands, occasionally firing back- 
wards; easily routed, not easily subdued, 
hovering on the skirts of society. Another 
summer shall not be devoted to the raising 
of vegetables (Arbors?) which rot in the 
cellar for want of consumers; but perchance 
to the arrangement of the material, the brain- 
crop which the winter has furnished. I have 
good talks with him. His respect for Carlyle 
has been steadily increasing for some time. 
He has read him with new sympathy and 
appreciation. 

I see Channing often. He also goes often 
to Alcott’s, and confesses that he has made a 
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discovery in him, and gives vent to his admi- 
ration or his confusion in characteristic exag- 
geration; but between this extreme and that 
you may get a fair report, and draw an in- 
ference if you can. Sometimes he will ride a 5 
broomstick still, though there is nothing to 
keep him, or it, up but a certain centrifugal 
force of whim, which is soon spent, and there 
lies your stick, not worth picking up to sweep 
an oven with now. His accustomed path is 10 
strewn with them. But then again, and per- 
haps for the most part, he sits on the Cliffs 
amid the lichens, or flits past on noiseless 
pinion, like the barred owl in the daytime, 
as wise and unobserved. He brought me a 15 
poem the other day, for me, on Walden 
Hermitage: not remarkable. 

Lectures begin to multiply on my desk. I 
have one on Friendship which is new, and 
the materials of some others. I read one last 20 
week to the Lyceum, on The Rights and 
Duties of the Individual in Relation to Gov- 
ernment, — much to Mr. Alcott’s satisfac- 
tion. 

Joel Britton has failed and gone into chan- 25 
eery, but the woods continue to fall before 
the axes of other men. Neighbor Coombs 
was lately found dead in the woods near 
Goose Pond, with his half-empty jug, after 
he had been rioting a week. Hugh, by the 30 
last accounts, was still in Worcester County. 
Mr. Hosmer, who is himself again, and liv- 
ing in Concord, has just hauled the rest of 
your wood, amounting to about ten and a 
naif cords. 35 

The newspapers say that they have printed 
a pirated edition of your Essays in England, 

Is it as bad as they say, and undisguised and 
unmitigated piracy? I thought that the 
printed scrap would entertain Carlyle, not- 40 
withstanding its history. If this generation 
will see out of its hind-head, why then you 
may turn your back on its forehead. Will 
you forward it to him for me? 

This stands written in your day-book: 45 
“September 3d. Received of Boston Savings 
Bank, on account of Charles Lane, his de- 
posit with interest, $131.33. 16th. Re- 

ceived of Joseph Palmer, on account of 
Charles Lane, three hundred twenty-three 50 
dollars, being the balance of a note on 


demand for four hundred dollars, with in- 
terest, $323.36.” 

If you have any directions to give about 
the trees, you must not forget that spring 
will soon be upon us. 

Farewell. From your friend, 

Henry Thoreau 

[Work and Leisure] 

TO HORACE GREELEY 

Concord, May 19, 1848 

My Friend Greeley, — I have today 
received from you fifty dollars. It is five 
years that I have been maintaining myself 
entirely by manual labor, — not getting a 
cent from any other quarter or employment. 
Now this toil has occupied so few days, — 
perhaps a single month, spring and fall each, 
— that I must have had more leisure than 
any of my brethren for study and literature. 1 
have done rude work of all kinds. From July, 
1845, to September, 1847, I lived by myself 
in the forest, in a fairly good cabin, plastered 
and warmly covered, which I built myself. 
There I earned all I needed and kept to my 
own affairs. During that time my weekly 
outlay was but seven-and-twenty cents; and 
I had an abundance of all sorts. Unless the 
human race perspire more than I do, there 
is no occasion to live by the sweat of their 
brow. If men cannot get on without money 
(the smallest amount will suffice), the truest 
method of earning it is by working as a 
laborer at one dollar per day. You are least 
dependent so; I speak as an expert, having 
used several kinds of labor. 

Why should the scholar make a constant 
complaint that his fate is specially hard? 
We are too often told of “the pursuit of 
knowledge under difficulties,” — how poets 
depend on patrons and starve in garrets, or 
at last go mad and die. Let us hear the 
other side of the story. Why should not 
the scholar, if he is really wiser than the 
multitude, do coarse work now and then? 
Why not let his greater wisdom enable him 
to do without things? If you say the wise 
man is unlucky, how could you distinguish 
him from the foolishly unfortunate? * * * 
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[A Business Depression\ 

TO HARRISON BLAKE 

Concord, November 16 ^ 18 ^ 

Mr. Blake, — You have got the start 5 
again. It was I that owed you a letter or 
two, if I mistake not. 

They make a great ado nowadays about 
hard times; but I think that the com- 
munity generally, ministers and all, take a ic 
wrong view of the matter, though some of 
the ministers preaching according to a for- 
mula may pretend to take a right one. This 
general failure, both private and public, is 
rather occasion for rejoicing, as reminding 15 
us whom we have at our helm, — that justice 
is always done. If our merchants did not 
most of them fail, and the banks too, my 
faith in the old laws of the world would be 
staggered. The statement that ninety-six in 20 
a hundred doing such business surely break 
down is perhaps the sweetest fact that sta- 
tistics have revealed, — exhilarating as the 
fragrance of sallows in spring. Does it not 
say somewhere, ‘‘The Lord reigneth, let the 25 
earth rejoice”? If thousands are thrown out 
of employment, it suggests that they were 
not well employed. Why don’t they take 
the hint? It is not enough to be industrious; 
so are the ants. What are you industrious 30 
about? 

The merchants and company have long 
laughed at transcendentalism, higher laws, 
etc., crying, “None of your moonshine,” as 
if they were anchored to something not only 35 
definite, but sure and permanent. If there 
was any institution which was presumed to 
rest on a solid and secure basis, and more 
than any other represented this boasted 
common sense, prudence, and practical 40 
talent, it was the bank; and now those very 
banks are found to be mere reeds shaken by 
the wind. Scarcely one in the land has kept 
its promise. It would seem as if you only 
need live forty years in any age of the world, 45 
to see its most promising government be- 
come the government of Kansas, and banks 
nowhere. Not merely the Brook Farm and 
Fourierite communities, but now the com- 
munity generally has failed. But there is 50 
the moonshine still, serene, beneficent, and 
imchanged. Hard times, I say, have this 


value, among others, that they show us what 
such promises are worth, — where the sure 
banks are. I heard some merchant praised 
the other day because he had paid some of 
his debts, though it took nearly all he had 
(why, I’ve done as much as that myself 
many times, and a little more), and then 
gone to board. What if he has? I hope he’s 
got a good boarding-place, and can pay for 
it. It’s not everybody that can. However, 
in my opinion, it is cheaper to keep house, — 
i.e., if you don’t keep too big a one. 

Men \s ill tell you sometimes that “money’s 
hard.” That shows it was not made to eat, 

1 say. Only think of a man in this new 
world, in his log cabin, in the midst of a 
corn and potato patch, with a sheepfold on 
one side, talking about money being hard! 
So are flints hard; there is no alloy in them. 
What has that to do with his raising his 
food, cutting his wood (or breaking it), 
keeping in-doors when it rains, and, if need 
be, spinning and weaving his clothes? Some 
of those who sank with the steamer the other 
day found out that money was heavy too. 
Think of a man’s priding himself on this 
kind of wealth, as if it greatly enriched 
him. As if one struggling in midocean 
with a bag of gold on his back should gasp 
out, “I am worth a hundred thousand 
dollars.” I see them struggling just as in- 
effectually on dry land, nay, even more 
hopelessly, for, in the former case, rather 
than sink, they will finally let the bag go; 
but in the latter they arc pretty sure to hold 
and go down with it. 1 see them swimming 
about in their great-coats, collecting their 
rents, really getting their dues, drinking bitter 
draughts which only increase their thirst, 
becoming more and more water-logged, till 
finally they sink plumb down to the bot- 
tom. But enough of this. * * * 

Independence 

( 1841 ) 

My life more civil is and free 
Than any civil polity. 

Ye princes, keep your realms 
And circumscribed power, 
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Not wide as are my dreams, 5 But yonder fast-abiding light 

Nor rich as is this hour. With its unchanging ray? 


What can ye give which I have not? 
What can ye take which I have got? 

Can ye defend the dangerless? 

Can ye inherit nakedness? i 

To all true wants time’s ear is deaf, 
Penurious states lend no relief 
Out of their pelf: 

But a free soul — thank God — 

Can help itself. i. 

Be sure your fate 
Doth keep apart its state, — 

Not linked with any band. 

Even the nobles of the land, — 

In tented fields with cloth of gold 2c 

No place doth hold. 

But is more chivalrous than they are, 

And sigheth for a nobler war; 

A finer strain its trumpet rings, 

A brighter gleam its armor flings. 25 

The life that I aspire to live. 

No man propose th me; 

No trade upon the street 
Wears its emblazonry. 

The Inward Morning 

(1842) 

Compare the following, from Thoreau’s prose 
writings: “Our thoughts and sentiments answer to 
the revolutions of the seasons, as two cog-wheels fit 
into each other. A year is made up of a certain 
series and number of sensations and thoughts 
which have their language in nature.” 

Packed in my mind lie all the clothes 
Which outward nature wears. 

And in its fashion’s hourly change 
It all things else repairs. 

In vain I look for change abroad, 5 

And can no difference find. 

Till some new ray of peace uncalled 
Illumes my inmost mind. 

What is it gilds the trees and clouds. 

And paints the heavens so gay, 10 


Lo, when the sun streams through the wood 
Upon a winter’s mom, 

Where’er his silent beams intmde 15 

The murky night is gone. 

How could the patient pine have known 
The morning breeze would come. 

Or humble flowers anticipate 

The insect’s noonday hum, — 20 

Till the new light with morning cheer 
From far streamed through the aisles, 

And nimbly told the forest trees 
For many stretching miles? 

I’ve heard within my inmost soul 25 

Such cheerful morning news. 

In the horizon of my mind 
Have seen such orient hues. 

As in the twilight of the dawn. 

When the first birds awake, 30 

Are heard within some silent wood. 

Where they the small twigs break. 

Or in the eastern skies are seen. 

Before the sun appears. 

The harbingers of summer heats 35 

Which from afar he bears. 

Smoke 

(1843) 

Published in the Dial, April, 1843, and repub- 
lished in Walden, in which it is introduced as fol- 
lows: “When the villagers were lighting their fires 
beyond the horizon, I too gave notice to the vari- 
ous wild inhabitants of Walden vale, by a smoky 
streamer from my chimney, that I was awake.” 

Light-winged smoke, Icarian bird, 

Melting thy pinions in thy upward flight, 

Lark without song, and messenger of dawn. 
Circling above the hamlets as thy nest; 

Or else, departing dream, and shadowy 
form ^ 

Of midnight vision, gathering up thy skirts; 

By night star-veiling, and by day 
Darkening the light and blotting out the 
sun; 
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Go thou my incense upward from this hearth, 
And ask the Gods to pardon this clear 
flame. lo 

Haze 

( 1843 ) 

Woof of the sun, ethereal gauze, 

Woven of Nature’s richest stuffs, 

Visible heat, air-water, and dry sea, 

Last conquest of the eye; 

Toil of the day displayed, sun-dust, 5 

Aerial surf upon the shores of earth, 

Ethereal estuary, frith of light. 

Breakers of air, billows of heat. 

Fine summer spray on inland seas; 

Bird of the sun, transparent-winged, lo 

Owlet of noon, soft-pinioned. 

From heath or stubble rising without song, — 
Establish thy serenity o’er the fields. 

Inspiration 

( 1863 ) 

If with light head erect I sing. 

Though all the muses lend their force. 

From my poor love of any thing, 

The verse is weak and shallow as its source. 

But if with bended neck I grope, 5 

Listening behind me for my wit. 

With faith superior to hope. 

More anxious to keep back than forward it, — 

Making my soul accomplice there 

Unto the flame my heart hath lit, — lo 

Then will the verse forever wear: 

Time cannot bend the line which God hath 
writ. 

I hearing get, who had but ears. 

And sight, who had but eyes before; 

I moments live, who lived but years, 15 

And truth discern, who knew but learning’s 
lore. 

Now chiefly is my natal hour. 

And only now my prime of life; 

Of manhood’s strength it is the flower, 

’Tis peace’s end and war’s beginning strife. 20 


It comes in summer’s broadest noon. 

By a gray wall, or some chance place. 
Unseasoning time, insulting June, 

And vexing day with its presuming face. 

I will not doubt the lov’e untold 25 

Which not my worth nor want hath bought. 
Which wooed me young, and wooes me old. 
And to this evening hath me brought. 

Civil Disobedience 

( 1849 ) 

I heartily accept the motto, — “That gov- 
ernment is best which governs least;” and I 
should like to see it acted up to more rapidly 
and systematically. Carried out, it finally 
5 amounts to this, which also I believe, — 
“That government is best which governs not 
at all;” and when men arc prepared for it, 
that will be the kind of government which 
they will have. Government is at best but 
10 an expedient; but most governments are 
usually, and all governments are sometimes, 
inexpedient. The olijcctions which have 
been brought against a standing army, and 
they are many and weighty, and deserve to 
15 prevail, may also at last be brought against a 
standing government. The standing army 
is only an arm of the standing government. 
The government itself, which is only the 
mode which the people have chosen to exe- 
20 cute their will, is equally liable to be abused 
and perverted before the people can act 
through it. Witness the present Mexican 
war, the work of comparatively a few in- 
dividuals using the standing government as 
25 their tool; for, in the outset, the people would 
not liave consented to this measure. 

This American government, — what is it 
but a tradition, though a recent one, en- 
deavoring to transmit itself unimpaired to 
30 posterity, but each instant losing some of its 
integrity? It has not the vitality and fotce 
of a single living man; for a single man can 
bend it to his will. It is a sort of wooden 
gun to the people themselves. But it is not 
35 the less necessary for this; for the people 
must have some complicated machinery or 
other, and hear its din, to satisfy that idea 
of government which they have. Govern- 
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ments show thus how successfully men can 
be imposed on, even impose on themselves, 
for their own advantage. It is excellent, we 
must all allow. Yet this government never 
of itself furthered any enterprise, but by the 
alacrity with which it got out of its way. It 
does not keep the country free. It does not 
settle the West. It does not educate. The 
character inherent in the American people 
has done all that has been accomplished; 
and it would have done somewhat more, if 
the government had not sometimes got in 
its way. For government is an expedient 
by which men would fain succeed in letting 
one another alone; and, as has been said, 
when it is most expedient, the governed are 
most let alone by it. Trade and commerce, 
if they were not made of India-rubber, would 
never manage to bounce over the obstacles 
which legislators are continually putting in 
their way; and, if one were to judge these 
men wholly by the effects of their actions and 
not partly by their intentions, they would 
deserve to be classed and punished with those 
mischievous persons who put obstructions on 
the railroads. 

But, to speak practically and as a citizen, 
unlike those who call themselves no-govem- 
ment men, I ask for, not at once no govern- 
ment, but at once a better government. Let 
every man make known what kind of govern- 
ment would command his respect, and that 
will be one step toward obtaining it. 

After all, the practical reason why, when 
the power is once in the hands of the people, 
a majority are permitted, and for a long 
period continue, to rule is not because they 
are most likely to be in the right, nor be- 
cause this seems fairest to the minority, but 
because they are physically the strongest. 
But a government in which the majority rule 
in all cases cannot be based on justice, even 
as far as men understand it. Can there not 
be a government in which majorities do not 
virtually decide right and wrong, but con- 
science? — in which majorities decide only 
those questions to which the rule of expe- 
diency is applicable? Must the citizen ever 
for a moment, or in the least degree, resign 
his conscience to the legislator? Why has 
every man a conscience, then? I think that 
we should be men first, and subjects after- 


ward. It is not desirable to cultivate a 
respect for the law, so much as for the right. 
The only obligation which I have a right to 
assume is to do at any time what I think 
5 right. It is truly enough said, that a corpora- 
tion has no conscience; but a corporation of 
conscientious men is a corporation with a 
conscience. Law never made men a whit 
more just; and, by means of their respect 
lo for it, even the well-disposed are daily made 
the agents of injustice. A common and 
natural result of an undue respect for law 
is, that you may see a file of soldiers, colonel, 
captain, corporal, privates, powder-monkeys, 
15 and all, marching in admirable order over hill 
and dale to the wars, against their wills, ay, 
against their common sense and consciences, 
which makes it very steep marching indeed, 
and produces a palpitation of the heart. 
20 They have no doubt that it is a damnable 
business in which they are concerned; they 
are all peaceably inclined. Now, what are 
they? Men at all? or small movable forts 
and magazines, at the service of some un- 
25 scrupulous man in power? Visit the Navy- 
Yard, and behold a marine, such a man as 
an American government can make, or such 
as it can make a man with its black arts, — 
a mere shadow and reminiscence of human- 
30 ity, a man laid out alive and standing, and 
already, as one may say, buried under arms 
with funeral accompaniments, though it may 
be, 

“Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 

As his corse to the rampart we hurried; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried.” 

The mass of men serve the state thus, not 
40 as men mainly, but as machines, with their 
bodies. They are the standing army, and 
the militia, jailers, constables, posse comi- 
tatus, etc. In most cases there is no free 
exercise whatever of the judgment or of the 
45 morail sense; but they put themselves on a 
level wdth wood and earth and stones; and 
wooden men can perhaps be manufactured 
that will serve the purpose as well. Such 
command no more respect than men of straw 
50 or a lump of dirt. They have the same sort 
of worth only as horses and dogs. Yet such 
as these even are commonly esteemed good 
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citizens. Others — as most legislators, poli- 
ticians, lawyers, ministers, and office-holders 
— serve the state chiefly with their heads; 
and, as they rarely make any moral dis- 
tinctions, they are as likely to serve the Devil, 
without intending it, as Gk)d. A very few, as 
heroes, patriots, martyrs, reformers in the 
great sense, and men, serve the state with their 
consciences also, and so necessarily resist 
it for the most part; and they are commonly 
treated as enemies by it. A wise man will 
only be useful as a man, and will not submit 
to be “clay,” and “stop a hole to keep the 
wind away,” but leave that office to his 
dust at least: 

“I am too high-born to be propertied, 

To be a secondary at control, 

Or useful serving-man and instrument 

To any sovereign state throughout the world.” 

He who gives himself entirely to his fellow- 
men appears to them useless and selfish; but 
he who gives himself partially to them is pro- 
nounced a benefactor and philanthropist. 

How does it become a man to behave : 
toward this American government today? 

I answer, that he cannot without disgrace be 
associated with it. I cannot for an instant 
recognize that political organization as my 
government which is the slaveys government ; 
also. 

All men recognize the right of revolution; 
that is, the right to refuse allegiance to, and 
to resist, the government, when its tyranny 
or its inefficiency are great and unendurable. - 
But almost all say that such is not the case 
now. But such was the case, they think, in 
the Revolution of ’75. If one were to tell 
me that this was a bad government because 
it taxed certain foreign commodities brought a 
to its ports, it is most probable that I should 
not make an ado about it, for I can do with- 
out them. All machines have their friction; 
and possibly this does enough good to coun- 
terbalance the evil. At any rate, it is a great a 
evil to make a stir about it. But when the 
friction comes to have its machine, and op- 
pression and robbery are organized, I say, 
let us not have such a machine any longer. 
In other words, when a sixth of the popula- s 
tion of a nation which has undertaken to be 
the refuge of liberty are slaves, and a whole 


country is unjustly overrun and conquered 
by a foreign army, and subjected to military 
law, I think that it is not too soon for hon- 
est men to rebel and revolutionize. What 
5 makes this duty the more urgent is the fact 
that the country so overrun is not our own, 
but ours is the invading army. 

Paley, a common authority with many on 
moral questions, in his chapter on the “Duty 
lo of Submission to Civil Government,” resolves 
all cwil obligation into expediency; and he 
proceeds to say, “that so long as the interest 
of the whole society requires it, that is, so 
long as the established government cannot 
5 be resisted or changed without public in- 
convenicncy, it is the will of God that the 
e^mblished government be obeyed, and no 
longer. . . . This principle being admitted, 
the justice of every particular case of resist- 

0 ance is reduced to a computation of the 
quantity of the danger and grievance on the 
one side, and of the probability and expense 
of redressing it on the other.” Of this, he 
says, every man shall judge for himself. But 

5 Paley appears never to have contemplated 
those cases to which the rule of expediency 
does not apply, in which a people, as well as 
an individual, must do justice, cost what it 
may. If I have unjustly wrested a plank from 
D a drowning man, I must restore it to him 
though I drown myself. This, according to 
Paley, would be inconvenient. But he that 
would save his life, in such a case, shall lose 
it. This people must cease to hold slaves, 

5 and to make war on Mexico, though it cost 
them their existence as a people. 

In their practice, nations agree with Paley; 
but does any one think that Massachusetts 
does exactly what is right at the present 
) crisis? 

“A drab of state, a cloth-o’-silver slut. 

To have her train borne up, and her soul trail in 
the dirt.” 

Practically speaking, the opponents to a re- 
form in Massachusetts are not a hundred 
thousand politicians at the South, but a 
hundred thousand merchants and farmers 
here, who are more interested in commerce 

1 and agriculture than they are in humanity, 
and are not prepared to do justice to the 
slave and to Mexico, cost what it may. I 
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quarrel not with far-off foes, but with those 
who, near at home, co-operate with, and do 
the bidding of, those far away, and without 
whom the latter would be harmless. We are 
accustomed to say, that the mass of men are s 
unprepared; but improvement is slow, be- 
cause the few are not materially wiser or 
better than the many. It is not so important 
that many should be as good as you, as that 
there be some absolute goodness somewhere; lo 
for that will leaven the whole lump. There 
are thousands who are in opinion opposed to 
slavery and to the war, who yet in effect do 
nothing to put an end to them; who, esteem- 
ing themselves children of Washington and 15 
Franklin, sit down with their hands in their 
pockets, and say that they know not what to 
do, and do nothing; who even postpone the 
question of freedom to the question of free- 
trade, and quietly read the prices-current 20 
along with the latest advices from Mexico, 
after dinner, and, it may be, fall asleep over 
them both. What is the price-current of an 
honest man and patriot to-day? They hesi- 
tate, and they regret, and sometimes they 25 
petition; but they do nothing in earnest and 
with effect. They will wait, well disposed, 
for others to remedy the evil, that they may 
no longer have it to regret. At most, they 
give only a cheap vote, and a feeble coun- 30 
tenance and God -speed, to the right, as it 
goes by them. There are nine hundred and 
ninety-nine p)atrons of virtue to one virtuous 
man. But it is easier to deal with the real 
possessor of a thing than with the tern- 35 
porary guardian of it. 

All voting is a sort of gaming, like checkers 
or backgammon, with a slight moral tinge to 
it, a playing with right and wrong, with moral 
questions; and betting naturally accom- 40 
panics it. The character of the voters is not 
staked. I cast my vote, perchance, as I 
think right; but I am not vitally concerned 
that that right should prevail. I am willing 
to leave it to the majority. Its obligation, 45 
therefore, never exceeds that of expediency. 
Even voting for the right is doing nothing for 
it. It is only expressing to men feebly your 
desire that it should prevail. A wise man 
will not leave the right to the mercy of chance 50 
nor wish it to prevail through the px)wer of 
the majority. There is but little virtue in 


the action of masses of men. When the 
majority shall at length vote for the aboli- 
tion of slavery, it will be because they are 
indifferent to slavery, or because there is but 
little slavery left to be abolished by their 
vote. They will then be the only slaves. 
Only his vote can hasten the abolition of 
slavery who asserts his own freedom by his 
vote. 

I hear of a convention to be held at Balti- 
more, or elsewhere, for the selection of a 
candidate for the Presidency, made up chiefly 
of editors, and men who are politicians by 
profession; but I think, what is it to any in- 
dependent, intelligent, and respectable man 
what decision they may come to? Shall we 
not have the advantage of his wisdom and 
honesty, nevertheless? Can we not count 
upon some independent votes? Are there 
not many individuals in the country who do 
not attend conventions? But no: I find 
that the respectable man, so called, has im- 
mediately drifted from his position, and 
despairs of his country, when his country 
has more reason to despair of him. He 
forthwith adopts one of the candidates thus 
selected as the only available one, thus proving 
that he is himself available for any purposes 
of the demagogue. His vote is of no more 
worth than that of any unprincipled foreigner 
or hireling native, who may have been 
bought. O for a man who is a man^ and, as 
my neighbor says, has a bone in his back 
which you cannot pass your hand through! 
Our statistics are at fault: the population has 
been returned too large. How many men 
are there to a square thousand miles in this 
country? Hardly one. Does not America 
offer any inducement for men to settle here? 
The American has dwindled into an Odd 
Fellow, — one who may be known by the 
development of his organ of gregariousness, 
and a manifest lack of intellect and cheerful 
self-reliance; whose first and chief concern, 
on coming into the world, is to see that the 
Almshouses are in good repair; and, before 
yet he has lawfully donned the virile garb, to 
collect a fund for the support of the widows 
and orphans that may be; who, in short, 
ventures to live only by the aid of the Mutual 
Insurance company, which has promised to 
bury him decently. 
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It is not a man’s duty, as a matter of 
course, to devote himself to the eradication 
of any, even the most enormous wrong; he 
may still properly have other concerns to 
engage him; but it is his duty, at least, to 5 
wash his hands of it, and, if he gives it no 
thought longer, not to give it practically his 
support. If I devote myself to other pur- 
suits and contemplations, I must first see, at 
least, that I do not pursue them sitting upon 10 
another man’s shoulders. I must get off 
him first, that he may pursue his contempla- 
tions too. See what gross inconsistency is 
tolerated. I have heard some of my towns- 
men say, “I should like to have them order 15 
me out to help put down an insurrection of 
the slaves, or to march to Mexico; — see if I 
would go;” and yet these very men have 
each, directly by their allegiance, and so 
indirectly, at least, by their money, furnished 20 
a substitute. The soldier is applauded who 
refuses to serve in an unjust war by those who 
do not refuse to sustain the unjust govern- 
ment which makes the war; is applauded by 
those whose own act and authority he dis- 25 
regards and sets at naught; as if the state 
were penitent to that degree that it hired one 
to scourge it while it sinned, but not to that 
degree that it left off sinning for a moment. 
Thus, under the name of Order and Civil 30 
Government, we are all made at last to pay 
homage to and support our own meanness. 
After the first blush of sin comes its indiffer- 
ence; and from immoral it becomes, as it 
were, unmoral, and not quite unnecessary to 35 
that life which we have made. 

The broadest and most prevalent error 
requires the most disinterested virtue to sus- 
tain it. The slight reproach to which the 
virtue of patriotism is commonly liable, the 40 
noble are most likely to incur. Those who, 
while they disapprove of the character and 
measures of a government, yield to it their 
allegiance and support are undoubtedly its 
most conscientious supporters, and so fre- 45 
quently the most serious obstacles to reform. 
Some are petitioning the state to dissolve the 
Union, to disregard the requisitions of the 
President. Why do they not dissolve it 
themselves, — the union between themselves 50 
and the state, — and refuse to pay their 
quota into its treasury? Do not they stand 
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in the same relation to the state that the 
state does to the Imion? And have not the 
same reasons prevented the state from re- 
sisting the Union which have prevented 
them from resisting the state? 

How can a man be satisfied to entertain 
an opinion merely, and enjoy it? Is there any 
enjoyment in it, if his opinion is that he is 
aggrieved? If you are cheated out of a single 
dollar by your neighbor, you do not rest satis- 
fied with knowing that you are cheated, or 
with saying that you are cheated, or even with 
petitioning him to pay you your due; but you 
take effectual steps at once to obtain the full 
amount, and see that you are never cheated 
again. Action from principle, the percep- 
tion and the performance of right, changes 
things and relations; it is essentially revolu- 
tionary, and does not consist wholly with 
anything which was. It not only divides 
states and churches, it divides families; ay, 
it divides the individual, separating the dia- 
bolical in him from the divine. 

Unjust laws exist: shall we be content to 
obey them, or shall we endeavor to amend 
them, and obey them until we have suc- 
ceeded, or shall we transgress them at once? 
Men generally, under such a government as 
this, think that they ought to wait until they 
have persuaded the majority to alter them. 
They think that, if they should resist, the 
remedy would be w^orse than the evil. But 
it is the fault of the government itself that the 
remedy is worse than the evil. It makes it 
worse. Why is it not more apt to anticipate 
and provide for reform? Why does it not 
cherish its wise minority? Why does it cry 
and resist before it is hurt? Why does it not 
encourage its citizens to be on the alert to 
point out its faults, and do better than it 
would have them? Why does it always 
crucify Christ, and excommunicate Coperni- 
cus and Luther, and pronounce Washington 
and Franklin rebels? 

One would think, that a deliberate and 
practical denial of its authority was the only 
offense never contemplated by government; 
else, why has it not assigned its definite, its 
suitable and proportionate penalty? If a 
man who has no property refuses but once to 
earn nine shillings for the state, he is put in 
prison for a period unlimited by any law that 
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I know, and determined only by the discre- 
tion of those who placed him there; but if he 
should steal ninety times nine shillings from 
the state, he is soon permitted to go at large 
again. 

If the injustice is part of the necessary fric- 
tion of the machine of government, let it go, 
let it go: perchance it will wear smooth, — 
certainly the machine will wear out. If the 
injustice has a spring, or a pulley, or a rope, 
or a crank, exclusively for itself, then perhaps 
you may consider whether the remedy will 
not be worse than the evil; but if it is of such 
a nature that it requires you to be the agent 
of injustice to another, then, I say, break the 
law. Let your life be a counter friction to 
stop the machine. What I have to do is to 
see, at any rate, that I do not lend myself 
to the wrong which I condemn. 

As for adopting the ways which the state 
has provided for remedying the evil, I know 
not of such ways. They take too much time, 
and a man’s life will be gone. I have other 
affairs to attend to. I came into this world, 
not chiefly to make this a good place to live 
in, but to live in it, be it good or bad. A man 
has not everything to do, but something; 
and because he cannot do everything, it is 
not necessary that he should do something 
wrong. It is not my business to be petition- 
ing the Governor or the Legislature any 
more than it is theirs to petition me; and if 
they should not hear my petition, what should 
I do then? But in this case the state has pro- 
vided no way: its very Constitution is the 
evil. This may seem to be harsh and stub- 
born and unconciliatory; but it is to treat 
with the utmost kindness and consideration 
the only spirit that can appreciate or deserves 
it. So is all change for the better, like birth 
and death, which convulse the body. 

I do not hesitate to say, that those who 
call themselves Abolitionists should at once 
effectually withdraw their support, both in 
person and property, from the government 
of Massachusetts, and not wait till they con- 
stitute a majority of one, before they suffer 
the right to prevail through them. I think 
that it is enough if they have God on their 
side, without waiting for that other one. 
Moreover, any man more right than his neigh- 
bors constitutes a majority of one already. 


I meet this American government, or its 
representative, the state government, di- 
rectly, and face to face, once a year — no 
more — in the person of its tax-gatherer; 
this is the only mode in which a man situated 
as I am necessarily meets it; and it then says 
distinctly. Recognize me; and the simplest, 
the most effectual, and, in the present posture 
of affairs, the indispensablest mode of treat- 
ing with it on this head, of expressing your 
little satisfaction with and love for it is to 
deny it then. My civil neighbor, the tax- 
gatherer, is the very man I have to deal 
with, — for it is, after all, with men and not 
with parchment that I quarrel, — and he has 
voluntarily chosen to be an agent of the gov- 
ernment. How shall he ever know well what 
he is and does as an officer of the govern- 
ment, or as a man, until he is obliged to con- 
sider whether he shall treat me, his neighbor, 
for whom he has respect, as a neighbor and 
well-disposed man, or as a maniac and dis- 
turber of the peace, and see if he can get over 
this obstruction to his neighborliness without 
a ruder and more impetuous thought or 
speech corresponding with his action. I 
know this well, that if one thousand, if one 
hundred, if ten men whom I could name, — if 
ten honest men only, — ay, if one honest man, 
in this State of Massachusetts, ceasing to hold 
slaves, were actually to withdraw from this 
copartnership, and be locked up in the county 
jail therefor, it would be the abolition of 
slavery in America. For it matters not how 
small the beginning may seem to be: what is 
once w^ell done is done forever. But we 
love better to talk about it: that we say is 
our mission. Reform keeps many scores of 
newspapers in its service, but not one man. 
If my esteemed neighbor, the State’s am- 
bassador, who will devote his days to the 
settlement of the question of human rights 
in the Council Chamber, instead of being 
threatened with the prisons of Carolina, were 
to sit down the prisoner of Massachusetts, 
that State which is so anxious to foist the 
sin of slavery upon her sister, — though at 
present she can discover only an act of in- 
hospitality to be the ground of a quarrel 
with her, — the Legislature would not wholly 
waive the subject the following winter. 

Under a government which imprisons any 
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unjustly, the true place for a just man is 
also a prison. The proper place today, the 
only place which Massachusetts has provided 
for her freer and less desponding spirits, is in 
her prisons, to be put out and locked out of 5 
the State by her own act, as they have al- 
ready put themselves out by their principles. 

It is there that the fugitive slave, and the 
Mexican prisoner on parole, and the Indian 
come to plead the wrongs of his race should 10 
find them; on that separate, but more free 
and honorable ground, where the State 
places those who are not with her, but against 
her, — the only house in a slave State in 
which a free man can abide with honor. If 15 
any think that their influence would be lost 
there, and their voices no longer afflict the 
ear of the State, that they would not be as 
an enemy within its walls, they do not know 
by how much truth is stronger than error, nor 20 
how much more eloquently and effectively 
he can combat injustice who has experienced 
a little in his own person. Cast your whole 
vote, not a strip of paper merely, but your 
whole influence. A minority is powerless 25 
while it conforms to the majority; it is not 
even a minority then; but it is irresistible 
when it clogs by its whole weight. If the 
alternative is to keep all just men in prison, 
or give up war and slavery, the State will not 30 
hesitate which to choose. If a thousand men 
were not to pay their tax-bills this year, that 
would not be a violent and bloody measure, 
as it would be to pay them, and enable the 
State to commit violence and shed innocent 35 
blood. This is, in fact, the definition of a 
peaceable revolution, if any such is possible. 

If the tax-gatherer, or any other public 
officer, asks me, as one has done, “But what 
shall I do?” my answer is, “If you really 40 
wish to do anything, resign your oflice.” 
When the subject has refused allegiance, and 
the officer has resigned his office, then the 
revolution is accomplished. But even sup- 
pose blood should flow. Is there not a sort of 45 
blood shed when the conscience is wounded? 
Through this wound a man’s real manhood 
and immortality flow out, and he bleeds to 
an everlasting death. I see this blood flowing 
now. so 

I have contemplated the imprisonment of 
the oflfender, rather than the seizure of his 


goods, — though both will serve the same 
purpose, — because they who assert the 
purest right, and consequently are most 
dangerous to a corrupt State, commonly 
have not spent much time in accumulating 
property. To such the State renders com- 
paratively small service, and a slight tax is 
wont to appear exorbitant, particularly if 
they are obliged to earn it by special labor 
with their hands. If there were one who 
lived wholly without the use of money, the 
State itself would hesitate to demand it of 
him. But the rich man — not to make any 
invidious comparison — is always sold to the 
institution which makes him rich. Abso- 
lutely speaking, the more money, the less 
virtue; for money comes between a man and 
his objects, and obtains them for him; and 
it was certainly no great virtue to obtain it. 
It puts to rest many questions which he 
would otherwise be taxed to answer; while 
the only new question which it puts is the 
hard but superfluous one, how to spend it. 
Thus his moral ground is taken from under 
his feet. The opportunities of living are 
diminished in proportion as what are called 
the “means” are increased. The best thing 
a man can do for his culture when he is rich 
is to endeavor to carry out those schemes 
which he entertained when he was poor. 
Christ answered the Herodians according to 
their condition. “Show me the tribute- 
money,” said he; — and one took a penny 
out of his pocket; — if you use money which 
has the image of Caesar on it, and which he 
has made current and valuable, that is, if you 
are men of the State, and gladly enjoy the ad- 
vantages of Caesar’s government, then pay 
him back some of his own when he demands 
it. “Render therefore to Caesar that which 
is Caesar’s, and to God those things which are 
God’s,” — leaving them no wiser than be- 
fore as to which was which; for they did not 
wish to know. 

When I converse with the freest of j ly 
neighbors, I perceive that, whatever they 
may say about the magnitude and serious- 
ness of the question, and their regard for the 
public tranquillity, the long and the short of 
the matter is, that they cannot spare the 
protection of the existing government, and 
they dread the consequences to their property 
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and families of disobedience to it. For my 
own part, I should not like to think that I 
rely on the protection of the State. But, 
if I deny the authority of the State when it 
presents its tax-bill, it will soon take and 5 
waste all my property, and so harass me 
and my children without end. This is hard. 
This makes it impossible for a man to live 
honestly, and at the same time comfortably, 
in outward respects. It will not be worth the 10 
while to accumulate property; that would 
be sure to go again. You must hire or squat 
somewhere, and raise but a small crop, and 
eat that soon. You must live within your- 
self, and depend upon yourself always tucked 15 
up and ready for a start, and not have many 
affairs. A man may grow rich in Turkey 
even, if he will be in all respects a good sub- 
ject of the Turkish government. Con- 
fucius said: “If a state is governed by the 20 
principles of reason, poverty and misery are 
subjects of shame; if a state is not governed 
by the principles of reason, riches and honors 
are the subjects of shame.” No: until I 
want the protection of Massachusetts to be 25 
extended to me in some distant Southern 
port, where my liberty is endangered, or 
until I am bent solely on building up an 
estate at home by peaceful enterprise, I can 
afford to refuse allegiance to Massachusetts, 30 
and her right to my property and life. It 
costs me less in every sense to incur the pen- 
alty of disobedience to the State than it 
would to obey. I should feel as if I were 
worth less in that case. 35 

Some years ago, the State met me in behalf 
of the Church, and commanded me to pay a 
certain sum toward the support of a clergy- 
man whose preaching my father attended, 
but never I myself. “Pay,” it said, “or be 40 
locked up in the jail.” I declined to pay. 
But, unfortunately, another man saw fit to 
pay it. I did not see why the schoolmaster 
should be taxed to support the priest, and not 
the priest the schoolmaster; for I was not the 45 
State’s schoolmaster, but I supported myself 
by voluntary subscription. I did not see 
why the lyceum should not present its tax- 
bill, and have the State to back its demand, 
as well as the Church. However, at the 50 
request of the selectmen, I condescended to 
make some such statement as this in writing: 


— “Know aU men by these presents, that 
I, Henry Thoreau, do not wish to be re- 
garded as a member of any incorporated 
society which I have not joined.” This I 
gave to the town clerk; and he has it. The 
State, having thus learned that I did not wish 
to be regarded as a member of that church, 
has never made a like demand on me since; 
though it said that it must adhere to its orig- 
inal presumption that time. If I had known 
how to name them, I should then have signed 
off in detail from all the societies which I 
never signed on to; but I did not know where 
to find a complete list. 

I have paid no poll-tax for six years. I 
was put into a jail once on this account, for 
one night; and, as I stood considering the 
walls of solid stone, two or three feet thick, 
the door of wood and iron, a foot thick, and 
the iron grating which strained the light, I 
could not help being struck with the foolish- 
ness of that institution which treated me as if 
I were mere flesh and blood and bones, to be 
locked up. I wondered that it should have 
concluded at length that this was the best 
use it could put me to, and had never thought 
to avail itself of my services in some way. I 
saw that, if there was a wall of stone between 
me and my townsmen, there was a still more 
difllcult one to climb or break through before 
they could get to be as free as I was. I did 
not for a moment feel confined, and the walls 
seemed a great waste of stone and mortar, 
I felt as if I alone of all my townsmen had 
paid my tax. They plainly did not know how 
to treat me, but behaved like persons who 
are underbred. In every threat and in 
every compliment there was a blunder; for 
they thought that my chief desire was to 
stand the other side of that stone wall. I 
could not but smile to see how industriously 
they locked the door on my meditations, 
which followed them out again without let 
or hindrance, and they were really all that 
was dangerous. As they could not reach me, 
they had resolved to punish my body; just 
as boys, if they cannot come at some person 
against whom they have a spite, will abuse 
his dog. I saw that the State was half- 
witted, that it was timid as a lone woman 
with her silver spoons, and that it did not 
know its friends from its foes, and I lost all 
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my remaining respect for it, and pitied it. 

Thus the State never intentionally con- 
fronts a man’s sense, intellectual or moral, 
but only his body, his senses. It is not armed 
with superior wit or honesty, but with 
superior physical strength. I was not born 
to be forced. I will breathe after my owm 
fashion. Let us see who is the strongest. 
What force has a multitude? They only can 
force me who obey a higher law than I. 
They force me to become like themselves. 
I do not hear of men being forced to live this 
way or that by masses of men. What sort 
of life were that to live? When I meet a 
government which says to me, “Your money 
or your life,” why should I be in haste to 
give it my money? It may be in a great 
strait, and not know what to do: I cannot 
help that. It must help itself; do as I do. 
It is not worth the while to snivel about it. 
I am not responsible for the successful work- 
ing of the machinery of society. I am not 
the son of the engineer. I perceive that, 
when an acorn and a chestnut fall side by 
side, the one does not remain inert to make 
way for the other, but both obey their own 
laws, and spring and grow and flourish as 
best they can, till one, perchance, over- 
shadows and destroys the other. If a plant 
cannot live according to its nature, it dies; 
and so a man. 

The night in prison was novel and interest- 
ing enough. The prisoners in their shirt- 
sleeves were enjoying a chat and the evening 
air in the doorway, when I entered. But the 
jailer said, “Come, boys, it is time to lock 
up;” and so they dispersed, and I heard the 
sound of their steps returning into the hollow 
apartments. My room-mate was introduced 
to me by the jailer as “a first-rate fellow and 
a clever man.” When the door was locked, 
he showed me where to hang my hat, and 
how he managed matters there. The rooms 
were whitewashed once a month; and this 
one, at least, was the whitest, most simply 
furnished, and probably the neatest apart- 
ment in the town. He naturally wanted to 
know where I came from, and what brought 
me there; and, when I had told him, I asked 
him in my turn how he came there, presum- 
ing him to be an honest man, of course; and, 
as the world goes, I believe he was. “Why,” 


said he, “they accuse me of burning a bam; 
but I never did it.” As near as I could dis- 
cover, he had probably gone to bed in a barn 
when drunk, and smoked his pipe there; and 
5 so a barn was burnt. He had the reputation 
of being a clever man, had been there some 
three months waiting for his trial to come on, 
and would have to wait as much longer; but 
he was quite domesticated and contented, 
lo since he got his board for nothing, and 
thought that he was well treated. 

He occupied one window, and I the other; 
and I saw that if one stayed there long, his 
principal business would be to look out the 
15 window. I had soon read all the tracts that 
were left there, and examined where former 
prisoners had broken out, and where a grate 
had been sawed off, and heard the history of 
the various occupants of that room; for I 
20 found that even here there was a history and 
a gossip which never circulated beyond the 
walls of the jail. Probably this is the only 
house in the town where verses arc composed, 
which are afterward printed in a circular 
25 form, but not published. I was shown quite 
a long list of verses which were composed by 
some young men who had been detected in 
an attempt to escape, who avenged them- 
selves by singing them. 

30 I pumped my fellow-prisoner as dry as I 
could, for fear I should never see him again; 
but at length he showed me which was my 
bed, and left me to blow out the lamp. 

It was like traveling into a far country, 
35 such as I had never expected to behold, to lie 
there for one night. It seemed to me that I 
never had heard the town-clock strike before, 
nor the evening sounds of the village; for we 
slept with the windows open, which were 
40 inside the grating. It was to see my native 
village in the light of the Middle Ages, and 
our Concord was turned into a Rhine stream, 
and visions of knights and castles passed 
before me. They were the voices of old 
45 burghers that I heard in the streets. I was 
an involuntary spectator and auditor of 
whatever was done and said in the kitchen 
of the adjacent village-inn, — a wholly new 
and rare experience to me. It was a closer 
50 view of my native town. I was fairly inside 
of it. I never had seen its institutions before. 
This is one of its peculiar institutions; for 
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it is a shire town. I began to comprehend 
what its inhabitants were about. 

In the morning, our breakfasts were put 
through the hole in the door, in small oblong- 
square tin pans, made to fit, and holding a 
pint of chocolate, with brown bread, and an 
iron spoon. When they called for the vessels 
again, I was green enough to return what 
bread I had left; but my comrade seized it, 
and said that I should lay that up for lunch 
or dinner. Soon after he was let out to work 
at haying in a neighboring field, whither he 
went every day, and would not be back till 
noon; so he bade me good-day, saying that 
he doubted if he should see me again. 

When I came out of prison, — for some 
one interfered, and paid that tax, — I did 
not perceive that great changes had taken 
place on the common, such as he observed 
who went in a youth and emerged a tottering 
and gray “headed man; and yet a change haa 
to my eyes come over the scene, — the town, 
and State, and country, — greater than any 
that mere time could effect. I saw yet more 
distinctly the State in which I lived. I saw 
to what extent the people among whom I 
lived could be trusted as good neighbors and 
friends; that their friendship was for sum- 
mer weather only; that they did not greatly 
propose to do right; that they were a distinct 
race from me by their prejudices and super- 
stitions, as the Chinamen and Malays are; 
that in their sacrifices to humanity they ran 
no risks, not even to their property; that 
after all they were not so noble but they 
treated the thief as he had treated them, and 
hoped, by a certain outward observance and 
a few prayers, and by walking in a particular 
straight though useless path from time to 
time, to save their souls. This may be to 
judge my neighbors harshly; for I believe 
that many of them are not aware that they 
have such an institution as the jail in their 
village. 

It was formerly the custom in our village, 
when a poor debtor came out of jail, for his 
acquaintances to salute him, looking through 
their fingers, which were crossed to represent 
the grating of a jail window, “How do ye 
do?” My neighbors did not thus salute me, 
but first looked at me, and then at one an- 
other, as if I had returned from a long 


journey. I was put into jail as I was going 
to the shoemaker’s to get a shoe which was 
mended. When I was let out the next morn- 
ing, I proceeded to finish my errand, and, 
5 having put on my mended shoe, joined a 
huckleberry party, who were impatient to 
put themselves under my conduct; and in 
half an hour, — for the horse was soon 
tackled, — was in the midst of a huckleberry 
10 field, on one of our highest hills, two miles off, 
and then the State was nowhere to be 
seen. 

This is the whole history of “My Prisons,” 

15 I have never declined paying the highway 
tax, because I am as desirous of being a good 
neighbor as I am of being a bad subject; 
and as for supporting schools, I am doing my 
part to educate my fellow-countrymen now. 
20 It is for no particular item in the tax-bill that 
I refuse to pay it. I simply wish to refuse 
allegiance to the State, to withdraw and 
stand aloof from it effectually. I do not care 
to trace the course of my dollar, if I could, 
25 till it buys a man or a musket to shoot one 
with, — the dollar is innocent, — but I am 
concerned to trace the effects of my alle- 
giance. In fact, I quietly declare war with 
the State, after my fashion, though I will 
30 still make what use and get what advantage 
of her I can, as is usual in such cases. 

If others pay the tax which is demanded of 
me, from a sympathy with the State, they do 
but what they have already done in their own 
35 case, or rather they abet injustice to a greater 
extent than the State requires. If they pay 
the tax from a mistaken interest in the in- 
dividual taxed, to save his property, or 
prevent his going to jail, it is because they 
40 have not considered wisely how far they let 
their private feelings interfere with the 
public good. 

This, then, is my position at present. But 
one cannot be too much on his guard in such a 
45 case, lest his action be biased by obstinacy or 
an undue regard for the opinions of men. 
Let him see that he does only what belongs 
to himself and to the hour. 

I think sometimes. Why, this people mean 
50 well, they are only ignorant; they would do 
better if they knew how: why give your 
neighbors this pain to treat you as they are 
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flot inclined to? But I think again, This is 
no reason why I should do as they do, or 
permit others to suflfer much greater pain of 
a different kind. Again, I sometimes say to 
myself. When many millions of men, without 5 
heat, without ill will, without personal feeling 
of any kind, demand of you a few shillings 
only, without the possibility, such is their 
constitution, of retracting or altering their 
present demand, and without the possibility, 10 
on your side, of appeal to any other millions, 
why expose yourself to this overwhelming 
brute force? You do not resist cold and 
hunger, the winds and the waves, thus obsti- 
nately; you quietly submit to a thousand 15 
similar necessities. You do not put your 
head into the fire. But just in proportion as 
I regard this as not wholly a brute force, but 
partly a human force, and consider that I 
have relations to those millions as to so many 20 
millions of men, and not of mere brute or 
inanimate things, I see that appeal is possible, 
first and instantaneously, from them to the 
Maker of them, and, secondly, from them to 
themselves. But if I put my head deliberately 25 
into the fire, there is no appeal to fire or to 
the Maker of fire, and I have only myself to 
blame. If I could convince myself that I 
have any right to be satisfied with men as 
they are, and to treat them accordingly, 30 
and not according, in some respects, to my 
requisitions and expectations of what they 
and I ought to be, then, like a good Mussul- 
man and fatalist, I should endeavor to be 
satisfied with things as they are, and say it is 3s 
the will of God. And, above all, there is 
this difference between resisting this and a 
purely brute or natural force, that I can 
resist this with some effect; but I cannot ex- 
pect, like Orpheus, to change the nature of 40 
the rocks and trees and beasts. 

I do not wish to quarrel with any man or 
nation. I do not wish to split hairs, to make 
fine distinctions, or set myself up as better 
than my neighbors. I seek rather, I may 45 
say, even an excuse for conforming to the 
laws of the land. I am but too ready to con- 
form to them. Indeed, I have reason to 
suspect myself on this head; and each year, 
as the tax-gatherer comes round, I find 50 
myself disposed to review the acts and posi- 
tion of the general and State governments. 


and the spirit of the people, to discover a 
pretext for conformity. 

“We must affect our country as our parents, 
And if at any time we alienate 
Our love or industry Irom doing it honor, 

We must respect effects and teach the soul 
Matter of conscience and religion, 

And not desire of rule or benefit.” 

I believe that the State will soon be able to 
take all my w^ork of this sort out of my hands, 
and then I shall be no better a patriot than 
my fellow-countrymen. Seen from a lower 
point of view% the Constitution, with all its 
faults, is very good; the law and the courts 
are very respectable; even this State and this 
American government are, in many respects, 
very admirable, and rare things, to be thank- 
ful for, such as a great many have described 
them; but seen from a point of view a little 
higher, they are what I have described 
them; seen from a higher still, and the high- 
est, who shall say what they are, or that 
they are worth looking at or thinking of at 
all? 

However, the government does not con- 
cern me much, and I shall bestow the fewest 
possible thoughts on it. It is not many 
moments that I live under a government, 
even in this world. If a man is thought-free, 
fancy-free, imagination-free, that which is 
not never for a long time appearing to be to 
him, unwise rulers or reformers cannot fatally 
interrupt him. 

I know that most men think differently 
from myself; but those whose lives are by 
profession devoted to the study of these or 
kindred subjects content me as little as any. 
Statesmen and legislators, standing so com- 
pletely within the institution, never distinctly 
and nakedly behold it. They speak of mov- 
ing society, but have no resting-place without 
it. They may be men of a certain experience 
and discrimination, and have no doubt in- 
vented ingenious and even useful systems, 
for which we sincerely thank them; but all 
their wit and usefulness lie within certain not 
very wide limits. They are wont to forget 
that the world is not governed by policy 
and expediency. Webster never goes behind 
government, and so cannot speak with au- 
thority about it. His words are wisdom to 
those legislators who contemplate no essen- 



552 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


tial reform in the existing government; but 
for thinkers, and those who legislate for ail 
time, he never once glances at the subject. 

I know of those whose serene and wise specu- 
lations on this theme would soon reveal the 5 
limits of his mind’s range and hospitality. 
Yet, compared with the cheap professions 
of most reformers, and the still cheaper wis- 
dom and eloquence of politicians in general, 
his are almost the only sensible and valua- 10 
ble words, and we thank Heaven for him. 
Comparatively, he is always strong, original, 
and, above all, practical. Still, his quality is 
not wisdom, but prudence. The lawyer’s 
truth is not Truth, but consistency or a 15 
consistent expediency. Truth is always in 
harmony with herself, and is not concerned 
chiefly to reveal the justice that may consist 
with wrong-doing. He well deserves to be 
called, as he has been called, the Defender of 20 
the Constitution, There are really no blows 
to be given by him but defensive ones. He is 
not a leader, but a follower. His leaders are 
the men of ’87. “I have never made an 
effort,” he says, “and never propose to make 25 
an eflfort; I have never countenanced an 
effort, and never mean to countenance an 
effort, to disturb the arrangement as orig- 
inally made, by which the various States 
came into the Union.” Still thinking of 30 
the sanction which the Constitution gives to 
slavery, he says, “Because it was a part of 
the original compact, — let it stand.” Not- 
withstanding his special acuteness and abil- 
ity, he is unable to take a fact out of its 35 
merely political relations, and behold it as 
it lies absolutely to be disposed of by the 
intellect, — what, for instance, it behooves 
a man to do here in America to-day with 
regard to slavery, — but ventures, or is 40 
driven, to make some such desperate answer 
as the following, while professing to speak 
absolutely, and as a private man, — from 
which what new and singular code of social 
duties might be inferred? “The manner,” 45 
says he, “in which the governments of those 
States where slavery exists are to regulate it 
is for their own consideration, under their 
responsibility to their constituents, to the 
general laws of propriety, humanity, and 50 
justice, and to God. Associations formed 
elsewhere, springing from a feeling of human- 


ity, or any other cause, have nothing what- 
ever to do with it. They have never received 
any encouragement from me, and they never 
will.” 

They who know of no purer sources of 
truth, who have traced up its stream no 
higher, stand, and wisely stand, by the Bible 
and the Constitution, and drink at it there 
with reverence and humility; but they who 
behold where it comes trickling into this lake 
or that pool, gird up their loins once more, 
and continue their pilgrimage toward its 
fountain-head. 

No man with a genius for legislation has 
appeared in America. They are rare in the 
history of the world. There are orators, 
politicians, and eloquent men, by the thou- 
sand; but the speaker has not yet opened 
his mouth to speak who is capable of settling 
the much-vexed questions of the day. We 
love eloquence for its own sake, and not for 
any truth which it may utter, or any heroism 
it may inspire. Our legislators have not yet 
learned the comparative value of free-trade 
and of freedom, of union, and of rectitude, 
to a nation. They have no genius or talent 
for comparatively humble questions of taxa- 
tion and finance, commerce and manufac- 
tures and agriculture. If we were left solely 
to the wordy wit of legislators in Congress 
for our guidance, uncorrected by the sea- 
sonable experience and the effectual com- 
plaints of the people, America would not 
long retain her rank among the nations. For 
eighteen hundred years, though perchance I 
have no right to say it, the New Testament 
has been written; yet where is the legislator 
who has wisdom and practical talent enough 
to avail himself of the light which it sheds on 
the science of legislation? 

The authority of government, even such as 
I am willing to submit to, — for I will cheer- 
fully obey those who know and can do better 
than I, and in many things even those who 
neither know nor can do so well, — is still an 
impure one: to be strictly just, it must have 
the sanction and consent of the governed. 
It can have no pure right over my person and 
property but what I concede to it. The 
progress from an absolute to a limited mon- 
archy, from a limited monarchy to a de- 
mocracy, is a progress toward a true respect 
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for the individual. Even the Chinese 
philosopher was wise enough to regard the 
individual as the basis of the empire. Is a 
democracy, such as we know it, the last 
improvement possible in government? Is 
it not possible to take a step further towards 
recognizing and organizing the rights of man? 
There will ne\^er be a really free and enlight- 
ened State until the State comes to recognize 
the individual as a higher and independent 
power, from which all its own power and 
authority are derived, and treats him accord- 
ingly. I please myself with imagining a 
State at last which can afford to be just to 
all men, and to treat the individual with 
respect as a neighbor; which even would 
not think it inconsistent with its own repose 
if a few were to live aloof from it, not med- 
dling with it, nor embraced by it, who 
fulfilled all the duties of neighbors and 
fellow-men. A State which bore this kind of 
fruit, and suffered it to drop off as fast as it 
ripened, would prepare the way for a still 
more perfect and glorious State, which also 
I have imagined, but not yet anywhere seen. 

Economy 

{Walden, 1854 : ch. I) 

“Thoreau lived in his Walden camp but two 
years, 1845-1847, and, as his narrative clearly 
shows, by no means exiled himself from home and 
companions. His hermitage was within easy 
walking distance of Concord; and, though his 
seclusion meant privacy at times, he was by no 
means debarred from society. The life in the 
woods was a characteristic expression of his stout 
independence of conditions, and served his pur- 
pose of living frugally and securing leisure for ob- 
servation, reading, and writing.” (Introductory 
note to Walden in the Walden edition of Tho- 
reau’s Writings.) 

The long first chapter of Walden, entitled Econ- 
omy, is represented below by salient passages. All 
of the other chapters printed here (Where I Lived, 
and What I Lived For; Sounds; Visitors; Brute 
Neighbors; Conclusion) are complete. 

When I wrote the following pages, or 
rather the bulk of them, I lived alone, in the 
woods, a mile from any neighbor, in a house 
which I had built myself, on the shore of 
Walden Pond, in Concord, Massachusetts, 
and earned my living by the labor of my 
hands only. I lived there two years and two 
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months. At present I am a sojourner in 
civilized life again. 

I should not obtrude my affairs so much on 
the notice of my readers if very particular 
5 inquiries had not been made by my towms- 
men concerning my mode of life, which some 
would call impertinent, though they do not 
appear to me at all impertinent, but, con- 
sidering the circumstances, very natural and 
lo pertinent- Some have asked what I got to 
eat; if I did not feel lonesome; if I was not 
afraid; and the like. Others have been curi- 
ous to learn what portion of my income I 
dev'oted to charitable purposes; and some, 
15 who have large families, how many poor 
children I maintained. I will therefore ask 
those of my readers who feel no particular 
interest in me to pardon me if I undertake 
to answer some of these questions in this book. 
20 In most books, the I, or first person, is 
omitted; in this it will be retained; that, in 
respect to egotism, is the main difference. 
We commonly do not remember that it is, 
after all, always the first person that is speak- 
25 ing. I should not talk so much about myself 
if there were anybody else whom I knew as 
well. Unfortunately, I am confined to this 
theme by the narrowness of my experience. 
Moreover, I, on my side, require of every 
30 writer, first or last, a simple and sincere 
account of his own life, and not merely what 
he has heard of other men’s lives; some such 
account as he would send to his kindred from 
a distant land; for if he has lived sincerely, it 
35 must have been in a distant land to me. Per- 
haps these pages arc more particularly ad- 
dressed to poor students. As for the rest of 
my readers, they will accept such portions 
as apply to them. I trust that none will 
40 stretch the seams in putting on the coat, for 
it may do good service to him whom it fits. 

I would fain say something, not so much 
concerning the Chinese and Sandwich Island- 
ers, as you who read these pages, who are said 
45 to live in New England; something about your 
condition, especially your outward condition 
or circumstances in this world, in this town, 
what it is, whether it is necessary that it be as 
bad as it is, whether it cannot be improved as 
50 well as not. I have traveled a good deal in 
Concord; and everywhere, in shops, and 
offices, and fields, the inhabitants have ap- 
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peared to me to be doing penance in a 
thousand remarkable ways. What I have 
heard of Brahmins sitting exposed to four 
fires and looking in the face of the sun; or 
hanging suspended, with their heads down- 5 
ward, over Barnes; or looking at the heavens 
over their shoulders “until it becomes im- 
possible for them to resume their natural 
position, while from the twist of the neck 
nothing but liquids can pass into the stom- 10 
ach”; or dwelling, chained for life, at the 
foot of a tree; or measuring with their bodies, 
like caterpillars, the breadth of vast empires; 
or standing on one leg on the tops of pillars, 

— even these forms of conscious penance are 15 
hardly more incredible and astonishing than 
the scenes which I daily witness. The twelve 
labors of Hercules were trifling in comparison 
with those which my neighbors have under- 
taken; for they were only twelve, and had an 20 
end; but I could never see that these men 
slew or captured any monster or finished any 
labor. They have no friend lolas to bum with 
a hot iron the root of the hydra’s head, but 
as soon as one head is crushed, two spring up. 25 
I see young men, my townsmen, whose 
misfortune it is to have inherited farms, 
houses, barns, cattle, and farming tools; for 
these are more easily acquired than got rid 
of. Better if they had been born in the open 30 
pasture and suckled by a wolf, that they 
might have seen with clearer eyes what field 
they were called to labor in. Who made 
them serfs of the soil? Why should they eat 
their sixty acres, when man is condemned to 35 
eat only his peck of dirt? Why should they 
begin digging their graves as soon as they 
are born? They have got to live a man’s life, 
pushing all these things before them, and get 
on as well as they can. How many a poor 40 
immortal soul have I met well nigh crushed 
and smothered under its load, creeping down 
the road of life, pushing before it a barn 
seventy-five feet by forty, its Augean stables 
never cleansed, and one hundred acres of 4s 
land tillage, mowing, pasture, and wood- 
lot! The portionless, who struggle with no 
such unnecessary inherited encumbrances, 
find it labor enough to subdue and cultivate 
a few cubic feet of flesh. * * * 50 

Near the end of March, 1845 , I borrowed 
an axe and went down to the woods by Wal- 


den Pond, nearest to where I intended to 
build my house, and began to cut down some 
tall arrowy white pines, still in their youth 
for timber. It is difficult to begin without 
borrowing, but perhaps it is the most gen- 
erous course thus to permit your fellow-men 
to have an interest in your enterprise. The 
owner of the axe, as he released his hold on 
it, said that it was the apple of his eye; but I 
returned it sharper than I received it. It was 
a pleasant hillside where I worked, covered 
with pine woods, through which I looked out 
on the pond, and a small open field in the 
woods where pines and hickories were spring- 
ing up. The ice in the pond was not yet 
dissolved, though there were some open 
spaces, and it was all dark colored and 
saturated with water. There were some 
slight flurries of snow during the days that 
I worked there; but for the most part when I 
came out on to the railroad, on my way home, 
its yellow sand heap stretched away gleaming 
in the hazy atmosphere, and the rails shone 
in the spring sun, and I heard the lark and 
pewee and other birds already come to com- 
mence another year with us. They were 
pleasant spring days, in which the winter of 
man’s discontent was thawing as well as 
the earth, and the life that had lain torpid 
began to stretch itself. One day, when my 
axe had come off and I had cut a green hick- 
ory for a wedge, driving it with a stone, and 
had placed the whole to soak in a pond hole 
in order to swell the wood, I saw a striped 
snake run into the water, and he lay on the 
bottom, apparently without inconvenience, 
as long as I stayed there, or more than a 
quarter of an hour; perhaps because he had 
not yet fairly come out of the torpid state. 
It appeared to me that for a like reason men 
remain in their present low and primitive 
condition; but if they should feel the influ- 
ence of the spring of springs arousing them, 
they would of necessity rise to a higher and 
more ethereal life. I had previously seen the 
snakes in frosty mornings in my path with 
portions of their bodies still numb and in ■ 
flexible, waiting for the sun to thaw them. 
On the 1 st of April it rained and melted the 
ice, and in the early part of the day, which 
was very foggy, I heard a stray goose groping 
about over the pond and cackling as if lost, 
or like the spirit of the foe. 
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So I went on for some days cutting and 
hewing timber, and also studs and rafters, all 
with my narrow axe, not having many com- 
ir unicable or scholar-like thoughts singing 
to myself, — 

Men say they know many things; 

But lo ! they have taken wings, — 

The arts and sciences, 

And a thousand appliances; 

The wind that blows 

Is all that anybody knows. 

I hewed the main timbers six inches square, 
most of the studs on two sides only, and the 
rafters and floor timbers on one side, leaving 
the rest of the bark on, so that they were just 
as straight and much stronger than sawed 
ones. Each stick was carefully mortised or 
tenoned by its stump, for I had borrowed 
other tools by this time. My days in the 
woods were not very long ones; yet I usually 
carried my dinner of bread and butter, and 
read the newspaper in which it was wrapped, 
at noon, sitting amid the green pine boughs 
which I had cut off, and to my bread was 
imparted some of their fragrance, for my 
hands were covered with a thick coat of 
pitch. Before I had done I was more the 
friend than the foe of the pine tree, though I 
had cut down some of them, having become 
better acquainted with it. Sometimes a 
rambler in the wood was attracted by the 
sound of my axe, and we chatted pleasantly 
over the chips which I had made. 

By the middle of April, for I made no haste 
in my work, but rather made the most of it, 
my house was framed and ready for the rais- 
ing. I had already bought the shanty of 
James Collins, an Irishman who worked on 
the Fitchburg Railroad, for boards. James 
Collins’ shanty was considered an uncom- 
monly fine one. When I called to see it he 
was not at home. I walked about the outside, 
at first unobserved from within, the window 
was so deep and high. It was of small di- 
mensions, with a peaked cottage roof, and not 
much else to be seen, the dirt being raised 
five feet all around as if it were a compost 
heap. The roof was the soundest part, though 
a good deal warped and made brittle by the 
sun. Doorsill there was none, but a perennial 
passage for the hens under the door board. 
Mrs, G. to the door and asked me to 

view it from the inside. The hens were 


driven in by my approach. It was dark, and 
had a dirt floor for the most part, dank, 
clammy, and aguish, only here a board and 
there a board which would not bear removal. 

5 She lighted a lamp to show me the inside of 
the roof and the walls, and also that the 
board floor extended under the bed, warning 
me not to step into the cellar, a sort of dust 
hole two feet deep. In her own words, they 
lo were ‘‘good boards overhead, good boards 
all around, and a good window,’’ — of two 
whole squares originally, only the cat had 
passed out that way lately. There was a 
stove, a bed, and a place to sit, an infant in 
15 the house where it was born, a silk parasol, 
gilt-framed looking-glass, and a patent new 
coffeemill nailed to an oak sapling, all told. 
The bargain was soon concluded, for James 
had in the meanwhile returned. 1 to pay 
20 four dollars and twenty-five cents tonight, 
he to vacate at five tomorrow morning, selling 
to nobody else meanwhile: I to take posses- 
sion at six. It were well, he said, to be there 
early, and anticipate certain indistinct but 
25 wholly unjust claims on the score of ground 
rent and fuel. This he assured me was the 
only encumbrance. At six I passed him and 
his family on the road. One large bundle 
held their all, — bed, coffeemill, looking- 
30 glass, hens, — all but the cat; she took to 
the woods and became a wild cat, and, as I 
learned afterward, trod in a trap set for wood- 
chucks, and so became a dead cat at last. 

I took down this dwelling the same mom- 
35 ing, drawing the nails, and removed it to the 
pond side by small cartloads, spreading the 
boards on the grass there to bleach and warp 
back again in the sun. One early thrush 
gave me a note or two as I drove along the 
40 woodland path. I was informed treacher- 
ously by a young Patrick that neighbor 
Seeley, an Irishman, in the intervals of the 
carting, transferred the still tolerable straight, 
and drivable nails, staples, and spikes to his 
45 pocket, and then stood when I came back to 
pass the time of day, and look freshly up, 
unconcerned, with spring thoughts, at the 
devastation; there being a dearth of work, as 
he said. He was there to represent spectator- 
50 dom, and help make this seemingly insignifi- 
cant event one with the removal of the gods 
of Troy. 

I dug my cellar in the side of a hill sloping 
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to the south, where a woodchuck had for- 
merly dug his burrow, down through sumach 
and blackberry roots, and the lowest stain of 
vegetation, six feet square by seven deep, to 
a fine sand where potatoes would not freeze 5 
in any winter. The sides were left shelving, 
and not stoned; but the sun having never 
shone on them, the sand still keeps its place. 

It was but two hours’ work. I took particular 
pleasure in this breaking of ground, for in 10 
almost all latitudes men dig into the earth for 
an equable temperature. Under the most 
splendid house in the city is still to be found 
the cellar where they store their roots as of 
old, and long after the superstructure has dis- 15 
appeared posterity remark its dent in the 
earth. The house is still but a sort of porch 
at the entrance of a burrow. 

At length, in the beginning of May, with 
the help of some of my acquaintances, rather 20 
to improve so good an occasion for neighbor- 
liness than from any necessity, I set up the 
frame of my house. No man was ever more 
honored in the character of his raisers than I. 
They are destined, I trust, to assist at the rais- 25 
ing of loftier structures one day. I began to 
occupy my house on the 4th of July, as soon 
as it was boarded and roofed, for the boards 
were carefully featheredged and lapped, so 
that it was perfectly impervious to rain; but 30 
before boarding I laid the foundation of a 
chimney at one end, bringing two cartloads of 
stones up the hill from the pond in my arms. 

I built the chimney after my hoeing in the fall, 
before a fire became necessary for warmth, 35 
doing my cooking in the meanwhile out of 
doors on the ground, early in the morning: 
which mode I still think is in some respects 
more convenient and agreeable than the 
usual one. When it stormed before my bread 40 
was baked, I fixed a few boards over the fire, 
and sat under them to watch my loaf, and 
passed some pleasant hours in that way. In 
those days, when my hands were much em- 
ployed, I read but little, but the lezist scraps 45 
of paper which lay on the ground, my holder, 
or tablecloth, afforded me as much enter- 
tainment, in fact answered the same purpose 
as the Iliad. * * * 

Before winter I built a chimney, and shin- 50 
gled the sides of my house, which were al- 
ready impervious to rain, with imperfect and 
sappy shingles made of the first slice of the 


log, whose edges I was obliged to straighten 
with a plane. 

I have thus a tight shingled and plastered 
house, ten feet wide by fifteen long, and 
eight-feet posts, with a garret and a closet, a 
large window on each side, two trap doors, 
one door at the end, and a brick fireplace 
opposite. The exact cost of my house, pay- 
ing the usual price for such materials as I 
used, but not counting the work, all of which 
was done by myself, was as follows; and I 
give the details because very few are able to 
tell exactly what their houses cost, and fewer 
still, if any, the separate cost of the various 
materials which compose them: — 

Boards $8.03h mostly shanty boards. 

Refuse shingles for 

roof and sides 4.00 

Laths 1.25 

Two secondhand 
windows with 

glass 2.43 

One thousand old 

brick 4.00 

Two casks of lime . . 2.40 That was high. 

Hair 31 More than I needed. 

Mantle-tree iron. . . .15 

Nails ... ... 3.90 

Hinges and screws . .14 

Latch 10 

Chalk 01 

Transportation 1.40 I carried a good part 

on my back. 

In all %2SA2^ 

These are all the materials excepting the 
timber, stones, and sand, which I claimed by 
squatter’s right. I have also a small wood- 
shed adjoining, made chiefly of the stuff 
which was left after building the hcruse. 

I intend to build me a house which will 
surpass any on the main street in Concord in 
grandeur and luxury, as soon as it pleases me 
as much and will cost me no more than my 
present one. 

I thus found that the student who wishes 
for a shelter can obtain one for a lifetime at 
an expense not greater than the rent which 
he now pays annually. If I seem to boast 
more than is becoming, my excuse is that I 
brag for humanity rather than for myself; and 
my shortcomings and inconsistencies do not 
affect the truth of my statement. Notwith- 
standing much cant and hypocrisy, — chaff 
which I find it difldcult to separate from my 
wheat, but for which I am as sorry as any 
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man, — ■ I will breathe freely and stretch 
myself in this respect, it is such a relief to both 
the moral and physical system; and I am re- 
solved that I will not through humility be- 
come the devil’s attorney. I will endeavor 5 
to speak a good word for the truth. At 
Cambridge College the mere rent of a 
student’s room, which is only a little larger 
than my own, is thirty dollars each year, 
though the corporation had the advantage 10 
of building thirty-two side by side and under 
one roof, and the occupant suffers the in- 
convenience of many and noisy neighbors, 
and perhaps a residence in the fourth story. I 
cannot but think that if we had more true 15 
wisdom in these respects, not only less educa- 
tion would be needed, because, forsooth, more 
would already have been acquired, but the 
pecuniary expense of getting an education 
would in a great measure vanish. Those 20 
conveniences which the student requires at 
Cambridge or elsewhere cost him or some- 
body else ten times as great a sacrifice of life 
as they would with proper management on 
both sides. Those things for which the most 25 
money is demanded are never the things 
which the student most wants. Tuition, for 
instance, is an important item in the term 
bill, while for the far more valuable educa- 
tion which he gets by associating with the 30 
most cultivated of his contemporaries no 
charge is made. The mode of founding a 
college is, commonly, to get up a subscription 
of dollars and cents, and then following 
blindly the principles of a division of labor 35 
to its extreme, a principle which should 
never be followed but with circumspection, 

— to call in a contractor who makes this a 
subject of speculation, and he employs Irish- 
men or other operatives actually to lay the 40 
foundations, while the students that are to 
be are said to be fitting themselves for it; 
and for these oversights successive generations 
have to pay. I think that it would be better 
than this, for the students, or those who desire 45 
to be benefited by it, even to lay the founda- 
tion themselves. The student who secures 
his coveted leisure and retirement by sys- 
tematically shirking any labor necessary to 
man obtains but an ignoble and unprofitable 50 
leisure, defrauding himself of the exp>erience 
which alone can make leistirc fruitful. 
“But,” says one, “you do not mean that the 


students should go to work with their hands 
instead of their heads?” I do not mean that 
exactly, but I mean something which he 
might think a good deal like that; I mean 
that they should not play life, or study it 
merely, while the community supports them 
at this expenswe game, but earnestly live it 
from beginning to end. How could youths 
better learn to live than by at once trying the 
experiment of living? Methinks this would 
exercise their minds as much as mathematics. 
If I wished a boy to know something about 
the arts and sciences, for instance, I would 
not pursue the common course, which is 
merely to send him into the neighborhood of 
some professor, where anything is professed 
and practiced but the art of life; — to survey 
the world through a telescope or a microscope, 
and never with his natural eye; to study chem- 
istry, and not learn how his bread is made, 
or mechanics, and not learn how it is earned; 
to discover new satellites to Neptune, and 
not detect the motes in his eyes, or to what 
vagabond he is a satellite himself; or to be 
devoured by the monsters that swarm all 
around him, while contemplating the mon- 
sters in a drop of vinegar. Which would 
have advanced the most at the end of a 
month, — the boy who had made his own 
jackknife from the ore which he had dug and 
smelted, reading as much as would be neces- 
sary for this, — or the boy who had attended 
the lectures on metallurgy at the Institute in 
the meanwhile, and had received a Rogers’ 
penknife from his father? Which would be 
most likely to cut his fingers? ... To my 
astonishment I was informed on leaving col- 
lege that I had studied navigation ! — why, if 
I had taken one turn down the harbor I 
should have known more about it. Even the 
poor student studies and is taught only political 
economy, while that economy of living which 
is synonymous with philosophy is not even 
sincerely professed in our colleges. The con- 
sequence is that while he is reading Adam 
Smith, Ricardo, and Say, he runs his father 
in debt irretrievably. * * ♦ 

Before I finished my house, wishing to earn 
ten or twelve dollars by some honest and 
agreeable method, in order to meet my un- 
usual expenses, 1 planted about two acres and 
a half of light and sandy soil near it chiefly 
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with beans, but also a small part with po- 
tatoes, com, peas, and turnips. The whole 
lot contains eleven acres, mostly growing up 
to pines and hickories, and was sold the pre- 
ceding season for eight dollars and eight cents 5 
an acre. One farmer said that it was “good 
for nothing but to raise cheeping squirrels 
on.’’ I put no manure whatever on this 
land, not being the owner, but merely a 
squatter, and not expecting to cultivate so 10 
much again, and I did not quite hoe it all 
once. I got out several cords of stumps in 
plowing, which supplied me with fuel for a 
long time, and left small circles of virgin 
mold, easily distinguishable through the sum- 15 
mer by the greater luxuriance of the beans 
there. The dead and for the most part un- 
merchantable wood behind my house, and 
the driftwood from the pond, have supplied 
the remainder of my fuel. I was obliged to 20 
hire a team and a man for the plowing, 
though I held the plow myself. My farm 
outgoes for the first season were, for imple- 
ments, seed, work, etc., $14.72§. The seed 
corn was given me. This never costs any- 25 
thing to speak of, unless you plant more than 
enough. I got twelve bushels of beans, and 
eighteen bushels of potatoes, beside some 
peas and sweet com. The yellow com and 
turnips were too late to come to anything. 30 
My whole income from the farm was 

$23.44 

Deducting the outgoes \A.12\ 

There arc left $ 8.7 1 \ 

35 

besides produce consumed and on hand at 
the time this estimate was made of the value 
of $4.50, — the amount on hand much more 
than balancing a little grass which I did not 
raise. All things considered, that is, con- 40 
sidering the importance of a man’s soul and 
of today, notwithstanding the short time oc- 
cupied by my experiment, nay, pardy even 
because of its transient character, I believe 
that that was doing better than any farmer 45 
in Concord did that year. 

The next year I did better still, for I spaded 
up all the land which I required, about a 
third of an acre, and I learned from the ex- 
perience of both years, not being in the least 50 
awed by many celebrated works on hus- 
bandry, Arthur Young among the rest, that 


if one would live simply and eat only the crop 
which he raised, and raise no more than he 
ate, and not exchange it for an insufficient 
quantity of more luxurious and expensive 
things, he would need to cultivate only a few 
rods of ground, and that it would be cheaper 
to spade up that than to use oxen to plow it, 
and to select a fresh spot from time to time 
than to manure the old, and he could do all 
his necessary farm work as it were with his 
left hand at odd hours in the summer; and 
thus he would not be tied to an ox, or horse, 
or cow, or pig, as at present. I desire to 
speak impartially on this point, and as one 
not interested in the success or failure of the 
present economical and social arrangements. 
I was more independent than any farmer 
in Concord, for I was not anchored to a 
house or farm, but could follow the bent of 
my genius, which is a very crooked one, 
every moment. Besides being better off 
than they already, if my house had been 
burned or my crops had failed, I should have 
been nearly as well off as before. * * * 


By surveying, carpentry, and day-labor of 
various other kinds in the village in the mean- 
while, for I have as many trades as fingers, I 
had earned $13.34. The expense of food for 
eight months, namely, from July 4th to 
March 1st, the time when these estimates 
were made, though I lived there more than 
two years, — not counting potatoes, a little 
green com, and some peas, which I had 
raised, nor considering the value of what was 
on hand at the last date, was 


Rice $1.73^ 

Molasses 1.73 Cheapest form of 

the saccharine. 


Rye meal 

Indian meal 

Pork 

Flour 

Sugar 

Lard 

Apples 

Dried apples 

Sweet potatoes 

One pumpkin 

One watermelon 

Salt 


1.04f 

.991 Cheaper than rye. 

.22 


. 88 * 

.80 


Costs more than ' 
Indian meal, 
both money and 
trouble. 


.65 

.25 

.22 

.10 

.06 

.02 


s 

I. 

i 

§ 

b: 
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Yes, I did eat ^8.74, all told; but I should 
not thus unblushingly publish my guilt, if I 
did not know that most of my readers were 
equally guilty with myself, and that their 
deeds would look no better in print. The 5 
next year I sometimes caught a mess of fish 
for my dinner, and once I went so far as to 
slaughter a woodchuck which ravaged my 
beanfield, — effect his transmigration, as a 
Tartar would say, — and devour him, partly 10 
for experiment’s sake; but though it afforded 
me a momentary enjoyment, notwithstanding 
a musky flavor, I saw that the longest use 
would not make that a good practice,. how- 
ever it might seem to have your woodchucks 15 
ready dressed by the village butcher. 

Clothing and some incidental expenses 
within the same dates, though little can 
be inferred from this item, amounted to.$8.40f 
Oil and some household utensils 2.00 20 

So that all the pecuniary outgoes, except- 
ing for washing and mending, which for the 
most part were done out of the house, and 
their bills have not yet been received, — and 
these are all and more than all the ways by 
which money necessarily goes out in this 
part of the world, — were 

House $28.12§ 

Farm, one year 14.72^ 

Food eight months.,.. 8.74 

Clothing, etc., eight months 8.40f 

Oil, etc., eight months 2.00 

In aU $61,991 

I address myself now to those of my readers 
who have a living to get. And to meet this 
I have for farm produce sold 

$23.44 


Earned by day-labor 13.34 

In aU $36.78 


which subtracted from the sum of the out- 
goes leaves a balance of $25.21f on the one 
side, — this being very nearly the means 
with which I started, and the measure of ex- 
penses to be incurred, — and on the other, 45 
besides the leisure and independence and 
health thus secured, a comfortable house for 
me as long as I choose to occupy it. 

These statistics, however accidental and 
therefore uninstructive they may appear, as 50 
they have a certEiin completeness, have a cer- 
tain value also. Nothing was given me of 


which I have not rendered some account. It 
appezirs from the above estimate, that my 
food alone cost me in money about twenty- 
seven cents a week. It was for nearly two 
years after this, rye and Indian meal, without 
yeast, potatoes, rice, a very little salt pork, 
molasses, and salt, and my drink, water. It 
was fit that I should live on rice, mainly, who 
loved so well the philosophy of India. To 
meet the objections of some inveterate cav- 
ilers, I may as well state that if I dined out 
occasionally, as I always had done, and I 
trust shall have opportunities to do again, 
it was frequently to the detriment of my 
domestic arrangements. But the dining out, 
being, as I have stated, a constant element, 
does not in the least affect a comparative 
statement like this. 

I learned from my two years’ experience 
that it would cost incredibly little trouble to 
obtain one’s necessary food, even in this lati- 
tude; that a man may use as simple a diet as 
the animals, and yet retain health and 
strength. I have made a satisfactory dinner, 
satisfactory on several accounts, simply off a 
dish of purslane (Portulaca oleracea) which I 
gathered in my cornfield, boiled and salted. 
I give the Latin on account of the savoriness 
of the trivial name. And pray what more 
can a reasonable man desire, in peaceful 
times, in ordinary noons, than a sufficient 
number of ears of green sweet-corn boiled, 
with the addition of salt? Even the little 
variety that I used was a yielding to the de- 
mands of appetite, and not of health. Yet 
men have come to such a pass that they 
frequently starve, not for want of necessaries, 
but for want of luxuries; and I know a good 
woman who thinks that her son lost his life 
because he took to drinking water only. * * * 

One young man of my acquaintance, who 
has inherited some acres, told me that he 
thought he should live as I did, if he had the 
means. I would not have any one adopt my 
mode of living on any account; for, besides 
that before he has fairly learned it I may have 
found out another for myself, I desire chat 
there may be as many different persons in 
the world zis possible; but I would have each 
one be very careful to find out and pursue 
his own way, and not his father’s or his 
mother’s or his neighbor’s instead. The 
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youth may build or plant or sail, only let have sacrificed this pleasure also. There are 
him not be hindered from doing that which those who have used all their arts to persuade 
he tells me he would like to do. It is by a me to undertake the support of some poor 
mathematical point only that we are wise, family in the town; and if I had nothing to 
as the sailor or the fugitive slave keeps the s do, — for the devil finds employment for 
polestar in his eye; but that is sufficient the idle, — I might try my hand at some such 
guidance for all our life. We may not arrive pastime as that. However, when I have 
at our port within a calculable period, but thought to indulge myself in this respect, and 
we would preserve the true course. lay their Heaven under an obligation by 

Undoubtedly, in this case, what is true lo maintaining certain poor persons in all re- 
for one is truer still for a thousand, as a large spects as comfortably as I maintain myself, 
house is not proportionally more expensive and have even ventured so far as to make 
than a small one, since one roof may cover, them the offer, they have one and all un- 
one cellar underlie, and one wall separate hesitatingly preferred to remain poor. While 
several apartments. But for my part, I 15 my townsmen and women are devoted in so 
preferred the solitary dwelling. Moreover, many ways to the good of their fellows, I 
it will commonly be cheaper to build the trust that one at least may be spared to other 
whole yourself than to convince another of and less humane pursuits. You must have 
the advantage of the common wall; and when a genius for charity as well as for anything 
you have done this, the common partition, 20 else. As for Doing-good, that is one of the 
to be much cheaper, must be a thin one, and professions which are full. Moreover, I have 
that other may prove a bad neighbor, and tried it fairly, and, strange as it may seem, 

also not keep his side in repair. The only am satisfied that it does not agree with my 

cooperation which is commonly possible is ex- constitution. Probably I should not con- 
ceedingly partial and superficial; and what lit- 25 sciously and deliberately forsake my particu- 
tle true cooperation there is, is as if it were not, lar calling to do the good which society de- 
being a harmony inaudible to men. If a man mands of me, to save the universe from 
has faith he will cooperate with equal faith annihilation; and I believe that a like but 
everywhere; if he has not faith, he will con- infinitely greater steadfastness elsewhere is 
tinue to live like the rest of the world, what- 30 all that now preserves it. But I would not 
ever company he is joined to. To cooperate, stand between any man and his genius; and to 
in the highest as well as the lowest sense, means him who does this work, which I decline, 

to get our living together. I heard it proposed with his whole heart and soul and life, I would 

lately that two young men should travel to- say, Persevere, even if the world call it doing 

gether over the world, the one without money, 35 evil, as it is most likely they will, 
earning his means as he went, before the mast I am far from supposing that my case is a 
and behind the plough, the other carrying a peculiar one; no doubt many of my readers 
bill of exchange in his pocket. It was easy would make a similar defence. At doing 
to see that they could not long be companions something, — I will not engage that my 
or cooperate, since one would not operate at 40 neighbors shall pronounce it good, — I do 
all. They would part at the first interesting not hesitate to say that I should be a capital 

crisis in their adventures. Above all, as I fellow to hire; but what that is, it is for my 

have implied, the man who goes alone can employer to find out. What good I do, in 
start to-day; but he who travels with another the common sense of that word, must be 
must wait till that other is ready, and it may 45 aside from my main path, and for the most 
be a long time before they get off. part wholly unintended. Men say, practi- 

cally, Begin where you are and such as you 
But all this is very selfish, I have heard are, without aiming mainly to become of 
some of my townsmen say. I confess that I more worth, and with kindness aforethought 
have hitherto indulged very little in philan- 50 go about doing good. If I were to preach 
thropic enterprises. I have made some at all in this strain, I should say rather. Set 

sacrifices to a sense of duty, and among others about being good. As if the sun should stop 
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when he has kindled his fires up to the 
splendor of a moon or a star of the sixth 
niagnitude, and go about like a Robin Good- 
fellow, peeping in at every cottage window, 
inspiring lunatics, and tainting meats, and 
making darkness visible, instead of steadily 
Increasing his genial heat and beneficence 
till he is of such brightness that no mortal 
can look him in the face, and then, and in 
the meanwhile too, going about the world in 
his own orbit, doing it good, or rather, as a 
truer philosophy has discovered, the world 
going about him getting good. When 
Phaeton, wishing to prove his heavenly birth 
by his beneficence, had the sun’s chariot but 
one day, and drove out of the beaten track, 
he burned several blocks of houses in the 
lower streets of heaven, and scorched the 
surface of the earth, and dried up every 
spring, and made the great desert of Sahara, 
till at length Jupiter hurled him headlong 
to the earth with a thunderbolt, and the sun, 
through grief at his death, did not shine for 
a year. 

There is no odor so bad as that which arises 
from goodness tainted. It is human, it is 
divine, carrion. If I knew for a certainty 
that a man was coming to my house with the 
conscious design of doing me good, I should 
run for my life, as from that dry and parching 
wind of the African deserts called the simoom, 
which fills the mouth and nose and ears and 
eyes with dust till you are suffocated, for 
fear that I should get some of his good done 
to me, — some of its virus mingled with my 
blood. No, — in this case I would rather 
suffer evil the natural way. A man is not a 
good man to me because he will feed me if I 
should be starving, or warm me if I should be 
freezing, or pull me out of a ditch if I should 
ever fall into one. I can find you a New- 
foundland dog that will do as much. Philan- 
thropy is not love for one’s fellow-man in the 
broadest sense. Howard was no doubt an ex- 
ceedingly kind and worthy man in his way, 
and has his reward; but, comparatively 
speaking, what are a hundred Howards to us, 
if their philanthropy do not help us in our 
best estate, when we are most worthy to be 
helped? I never heard of a philanthropic j 
meeting in which it was sincerely proposed to 
do any good to me, or the like of me. 


The Jesuits were quite balked by those 
Indians who, being burned at the stake, sug- 
gested new modes of torture to their tor- 
mentors. Being superior to physicad suf- 
5 fering, it sometimes chanced that they were 
superior to any consolation which the mis- 
sionaries could offer; and the law to do as 
you would be done by fell with less per- 
suasiveness on the cars of those who, for their 
;o part, did not care how they were done by, 
who loved their enemies after a new fashion, 
and came very near freely forgiving them all 
they did. 

Be sure that you give the poor the aid they 
5 most need, though it be your example which 
leaves them far behind. If you give money, 
spend yourself with it, and do not merely 
abandon it to them. We make curious 
mistakes sometimes. Often the poor man is 
o not so cold and hungry as he is dirty and 
ragged and gross. It is partly his taste, and 
not merely his misfortune. If you give him 
money, he will perhaps buy more rags with 
it. I was wont to pity the clumsy Irish 
5 laborers who cut ice on the pond, in such 
mean and ragged clothes, while I shivered 
in my more tidy and somewhat more fash- 
ionable garments, till, one bitter cold day, 
one who had slipped into the water came to 
o my house to warm him, and I saw him strip 
off three pairs of pants and two pairs of 
stockings ere he got down”to the skin, though 
they were dirty and ragged enough, it is true, 
and that he could afford to refuse the extra 
5 garments which I offered him, he had so 
many intra ones. This ducking was the very 
thing he needed. Then I began to pity 
myself, and I saw that it would be a greater 
charity to bestow on me a flannel shirt than 
0 a whole slop-shop on him. There are a 
thousand hacking at the branches of evil to 
one who is striking at the root, and it may 
be that he who bestows the largest amount of 
time and money on the needy is doing the 
; most by his mode of life to produce that 
misery which he strives in vain to relieve. 
It is the pious slave-breeder devoting the 
proceeds of every tenth slave to buy a Sun- 
day’s liberty for the rest. Some show their 
) kindness to the poor by employing them in 
their kitchens. Would they not be kinder 
if they employed themselves there? You 
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boast of spending a tenth part of your income 
in charity; maybe you should spend the nine 
tenths so, and done with it. Society re- 
covers only a tenth part of the property then. 

Is this owing to the generosity of him in 5 
whose possession it is found, or to the re- 
missness of the officers of justice? 

Philanthropy is almost the only virtue 
which is sufficiently appreciated by mankind. 
Nay, it is greatly overrated; and it is our 10 
selfishness which overrates it. A robust 
poor man, one sunny day here in Concord, 
praised a fellow-townsman to me, because, 
as he said, he was kind to the poor; meaning 
himself. The kind uncles and aunts of the 15 
race are more esteemed than its true spiritual 
fathers and mothers. I once heard a rev- 
erend lecturer on England, a man of learning 
and intelligence, after enumerating her 
scientific, literary, and political worthies, 20 
Shakspeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Milton, New- 
ton, and others, speak next of her Christian 
heroes, whom, as if his profession required it 
of him, he elevated to a place far above all 
the rest, as the greatest of the great. They 25 
were Penn, Howard, and Mrs. Fry. Every 
one must feel the falsehood and cant of this. 
The last were not England’s best men and 
women; only, perhaps, her best philanthro- 
pists. 30 

I would not subtract anything from the 
praise that is due to philanthropy, but merely 
demand justice for all who by their lives 
and works arc a blessing to mankind. I do 
not value chiefly a man’s uprightness and 35 
benevolence, which are, as it were, his stem 
and leaves. Those plants of whose greenness 
withered we make herb tea for the sick, serve 
but a humble use, and are most employed by 
quacks. I want the flower and fruit of a 40 
man; that some fragrance be wafted over 
from him to me, and some ripeness flavor our 
intercourse. His goodness must not be a 
partial and transitory act, but a constant 
superfluity, which costs him nothing and of 45 
which he is unconscious. This is a charity 
which hides a multitude of sins. The philan- 
thropist too often surrounds mankind with 
the remembrance of his own cast-off griefe as 
an atmosphere, and calls it sympathy. We 50 
should impart our courage, zmd not our 
despair, our health and ease, and not our 


disease, and take care that this does not 
spread by contagion. From what southern 
plains comes up the voice of wailing? Under 
what latitudes reside the heathen to whom 
we send light? Who is that intemperate and 
brutal man whom we would redeem? If 
anything ail a man, so that he does not per- 
form his functions, if he have a pain in his 
bowels even, — for that is the seat of sym- 
pathy, — he forthwith sets about reforming 
— the world. Being a microcosm himself, 
he discovers, and it is a true discovery, and 
he is the man to make it, — that the world 
has been eating green apples; to his eyes, in 
fact, the globe itself is a great green apple, 
which there is danger awful to think of that 
the children of men will nibble before it is 
ripe; and straightway his drastic philan- 
thropy seeks out the Esquimau and the 
Patagonian, and embraces the populous 
Indian and Chinese villages; and thus, by a 
few years of philanthropic activity, the powers 
in the meanwhile using him for their own 
ends, no doubt, he cures himself of his dys- 
pepsia, the globe acquires a faint blush on 
one or both of its cheeks, as if it were begin- 
ning to be ripe, and life loses its crudity and 
is once more sweet and wholesome to live. 
I never dreamed of any enormity greater 
than I have committed. I never knew, and 
never shall know, a worse man than myself. 

I believe that what so saddens the reformer 
is not his sympathy with his fellows in distress, 
but, though he be the holiest son of God, is 
his private ail. Let this be righted, let the 
spring come to him, the morning rise over 
his couch, and he will forsake his generous 
companions without apology. My excuse for 
not lecturing against the use of tobacco is 
that I never chewed it; that is a penalty 
which reformed tobacco-chewers have to 
pay; though there are things enough I have 
chewed, which I could lecture against. If 
you should ever be betrayed into any of these 
philanthropies, do not let your left hand 
know what your right hand does, for it is not 
worth knowing. Rescue the drowning and 
tie your shoe-strings. Take your time, and 
set about some free labor. 

Our manners have been corrupted by com- 
munication with the saints. Our hymn- 
books r^und with a melodious cursing of 
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God and enduring him forever. One would 
say that even the prophets and redeemers 
had rather consoled the fears than confirmed 
the hopes of man. There is nowhere re- 
corded a simple and irrepressible satisfaction 
with the gift of life, any memorable praise of 
God. All health and success does me good, 
however far oflf and withdrawn it may appear; 
all disease and failure helps to make me sad 
and does me evil, however much sympathy 
it may have with me or I with it. If, then, 
we would indeed restore mankind by truly 
Indian, botanic, magnetic, or natural means, 
let us first be as simple and well as Nature our- 
selves, dispel the clouds which hang over our 
own brows, and take up a little life into our 
pores. Do not stay to be an overseer of the 
poor, but endeavor to become one of the 
worthies of the world. 

I read in the Gulistan, or Flower Garden, 
of Sheik Sadi of Shiraz, that “They asked a 
wise man, saying: Of the many celebrated 
trees which the Most High God has created 
lofty and umbrageous, they call none azad, 
or free, excepting the cypress, which bears 
no fruit; what mystery is there in this? He 
replied: Each has its appropriate produce, 
and appointed season, during the continu- 
ance of which it is fresh and blooming, and 
during their absence dry and withered; to 
neither of which states is the cypress exposed, 
being always flourishing; and of this nature 
are the azads, or religious independents. — 
Fix not thy heart on that which is transitory; 
for the Dijlah, or Tigris, will continue to 
flow through Bagdad after the race of caliphs 
is extinct: if thy hand has plenty, be liber2Ll 
as the date tree; but if it affords nothing to 
give away, be an azad, or free man, like the 
cypress.” 

Where I Lived, and What I 
Lived For 

{Walden, ch. II) 

At a certain season of our life we are ac- 
customed to consider every spot as the pos- 
sible site of a house. I have thus surveyed 
the country on every side within a dozen 
miles of where I live. In imagination I have 
bought all the farms in succession, for all 


were to be bought, and I knew their price. I 
walked over each farmer’s premises, tasted 
his wild apples, discoursed on husbandry with 
him, took his farm at his price, at any price, 
5 mortgaging it to him in my mind; even put a 
higher price on it, — took everything but a 
deed of it, — took his word for his deed, for I 
dearly love to talk, — cultivated it, and him 
too to some extent, I trust, and withdrew 
lo when I had enjoyed it long enough, leaving 
him to carry it on. This experience entitled 
rne to be regarded as a sort of real-estate 
broker by my friends. Wherever I sat, 
there I might live, and the landscape radiated 
15 from me accordingly. What is a house but a 
sedes, a seat? — better if a country seat. I 
discovered many a site for a house not likely 
to be soon improved, which some might have 
thought too far from the village, but to my 
20 eyes the village was too far from it. Well, 
there I might live, I said; and there I did 
live, for an hour, a summer and a winter life; 
saw how I could let the years run off, buffet 
the winter through, and see the spring come 
25 in. The future inhabitants of this region, 
wherever they may place their houses, may 
be sure that they have been anticipated. An 
afternoon sufficed to lay out the land into 
orchard, wood-lot, and pasture, and to decide 
30 what fine oaks or pines should be left to stand 
before the door, and whence each blasted 
tree could be seen to the best advantage; 
and then I let it lie, fallow perchance, for a 
man is rich in proportion to the number of 
35 things which he can afford to let alone. 

My imagination carried me so far that I 
even had the refusal of several farms, — the 
refusal was all I wanted, — but I never got 
my fingers burned by actual possession. 
40 The nearest that I came to actual possession 
was when I bought the Hollowell place, and 
had begun to sort my seeds, and collected 
materials with which to make a wheelbarrow 
to carry it on or off with; but before the 
45 owner gave me a deed of it, his wife — every 
man has such a wife — changed her mind 
and wished to keep it, and he offered me ton 
dollars to release him. Now, to speak the 
truth, I had but ten cents in the world, and it 
5a surpassed my arithmetic to tell, if I was that 
man who had ten cents, or who had a farm, 
or ten dollars, or all together. However, I 
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let him keep the ten dollars and the farm too, 
for I had carried it far enough; or rather, to 
be generous, I sold him the farm for just 
what I gave for it, and, as he was not a rich 
man, made him a present of ten dollars, and 
still had my ten cents, and seeds, and materi- 
als for a wheelbarrow left. I found thus that 
I had been a rich man without any damage to 
my poverty. But I retained the landscape, 
and I have since annually carried off what it 
yielded without a wheelbarrow. With re- 
spect to landscapes, — 

*‘I am monarch of all I survey^ 

My right there is none to dispute.” 

I have frequently seen a poet withdraw, 
having enjoyed the most valuable part of a 
farm, while the crusty farmer supposed that 
he had got a few wild apples only. Why, the 
owner does not know it for many years when 
a poet has put his farm in rhyme, the most 
admirable kind of invisible fence, has fairly 
impounded it, milked it, skimmed it, and goc 
all the cream, and left the farmer only the 
skimmed milk. 

The real attractions of the Hollowell farm, 
to me, were: its complete retirement, being 
about two miles from the village, half a mile 
from the nearest neighbor, and separated 
from the highway by a broad field; its 
bounding on the river, which the owner said 
protected it by its fogs from frosts in the 
spring, though that was nothing to me; the 
gray color and ruinous state of the house and 
barn, and the dilapidated fences, which put 
such an interval between me and the last oc- 
cupant; the hollow and lichen-covered apple 
trees, gnawed by rabbits, showing what kind 
of neighbors I should have; but above all 
the recollection I had of it from my earliest 
voyages up the river, when the house was 
concealed behind a dense grove of red maples, 
through which I heard the house-dog bark. 
I was in haste to buy it, before the proprietor 
finished getting out some rocks, cutting down 
the hollow apple trees, and grubbing up some 
young birches which had sprung up in the 
pasture, or, in short, had made any more of 
his improvements. To enjoy these advan- 
tages I was ready to carry it on; like Atlas, to 
take the world on my shoulders, — I never 
heard what compensation he received for 


that, — and do all those things which had 
no other motive or excuse but that I might 
pay for it and be unmolested in my posses- 
sion of it; for I knew all the while that it 
5 would yield the most abundant crop of the 
kind I wanted, if I could only afford to let it 
alone. But it turned out 21s I have said. 

All that I could say, then, with respect to 
farming on a large scale — I have always 
10 cultivated a garden — was, that I had had 
my seeds ready. Many think that seeds im- 
prove with age. I have no doubt that time 
discriminates between the good and the bad; 
and when at last I shall plant, I shall be less 
15 likely to be disappointed. But I would say 
to my fellows, once for all. As long as possible 
live free and imcommitted. It makes but 
little difference whether you are committed 
to a farm or the county jail. 

20 Old Cato, whose De Re Rustied is my Cul- 
tivator, says, — and the only translation I 
have seen makes sheer nonsense of the pas- 
sage, — “When you think of getting a farm 
turn it thus in your mind, not to buy greedily; 
25 nor spare your pains to look at it, and do not 
think it enough to go round it once. The 
oftener you go there the more it will please 
you, if it is good.” I think I shall not buy 
greedily, but go round and round it as long 
30 as I live, and be buried in it first, that it may 
please me the more at last. 

The present was my next experiment of 
this kind, which I purpose to describe more 
35 at length, for convenience putting the expe- 
rience of two years into one. As I have said, 
I do not propose to write an ode to dejection, 
but to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the 
morning, standing on his roost, if only to 
40 wake my neighbors up. 

When first I took up my abode in the 
woods, that is, began to spend my nights as 
well as days there, which, by accident, was 
on Independence Day, or the Fourth of July, 
45 1845, my house was not finished for winter, 
but was merely a defence against the rain, 
without plastering or chimney, the walls be- 
ing of rough, weather-stained boards, with 
wide chinks, which made it cool at night, 
so The upright white hewn studs and freshly 
planed door and window casings gave it a 
clean and airy look, especially in the mom- 
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ing, when its timbers were saturated with 
dew, so that I fancied that by noon some 
sweet gum would exude from them. To my 
imagination it retained throughout the day 
more or less of this auroral character, remind- 5 
ing me of a certain house on a mountain 
which I had visited a year before. This was 
an airy and unplastered cabin, fit to enter- 
tain a travelling god, and where a goddess 
might trail her garments. The winds which 10 
passed over my dwelling were such as sweep 
over the ridges of mountains, bearing the 
broken strains, or celestial parts only, of ter- 
restrial music. The morning wind forever 
blows, the poem of creation is uninterrupted: 15 
but few are the ears that hear it. Olympus 
is but the outside of the earth everywhere. 

The only house I had been the owner of 
before, if I except a boat, was a tent, which I 
used occasionally when making excursions in ?o 
the summer, and this is still rolled up in my 
garret; but the boat, after passing from hand 
to hand, has gone down the stream of time. 
With this more substantial shelter about me, 

I had made some progress toward settling in 25 
the world. This frame, so slightly clad, was 
a sort of crystallization around me, and re- 
acted on the builder. It was suggestive 
somewhat as a picture in outlines. I did not 
need to go outdoors to take the air, for the 30 
atmosphere within had lost none of its fresh- 
ness. It was not so much within-doors as 
behind a door where I sat, even in the rainiest 
weather. The Harivansa says, “An abode 
without birds is like a meat without season- 35 
ing.” Such was not my abode, for I found 
myself suddenly neighbor to the birds; not 
by having imprisoned one, but having caged 
myself near them. I was not only nearer to 
some of those which commonly frequent the 
garden and the orchard, but to those wilder 
and more thrilling songsters of the forest 
which never, or rarely, serenade a villager, — 
the wood thrush, the veery, the scarlet 
tanager, the field sparrow, the whip-poor-will, 
and many others. 

I was seated by the shore of a small pond, 
about a mile and a half south of the village of 
Concord and somewhat higher than it, in the 
midst of an extensive wood between that 
town and Lincoln, and about two miles south 
of that our only field known to fame, Concord 


Battle Ground; but I was so low in the 
woods that the opposite shore, half a mile off, 
like the rest, covered with wood, was my most 
distant horizon. For the first week, when- 
ever I looked out on the pond it impressed 
me like a tarn high up on the side of a moun- 
tain, its bottom far above the surface of other 
lakes, and, as the sun arose, I saw it throwing 
off its nightly clothing of mist, and here and 
there, by degrees, its soft ripples or its smooth 
reflecting surface was revealed, while the 
mists, like ghosts, were stealthily withdraw- 
ing in every direction into the woods, as at 
the breaking up of some nocturnal conven- 
ticle. The very dew seemed to hang upon 
the trees later into the day than usual, as on 
the sides of mountains. 

This small lake was of most value as a 
neighbor in the intervals of a gentle rain- 
storm in August, when, both air and water 
being perfectly still, but the sky overcast, 
mid-afternoon had all the serenity of evening, 
and the wood thrush sang around, and was 
heard from shore to shore. A lake like this 
is never smoother than at such a time; and 
the clear portion of the air above it being 
shallow and darkened by clouds, the water, 
full of light and reflections, becomes a lower 
heaven itself so much the more important. 
From a hill-top near by, where the wood had 
been recently cut off, there was a pleasing 
vista southward across the pond, through a 
wide indentation in the hills which form the 
shore there, where their opposite sides sloping 
toward each other suggested a stream flowing 
out in that direction through a wooded val- 
ley, but stream there was none. That way I 
looked between and over the near green hills 
to some distant and higher ones in the hori- 
zon, tinged with blue. Indeed, by standing 
on tiptoe I could catch a glimpse of some of 
the peaks of the still bluer and more distant 
mountain ranges in the northwest, those 
true-blue coins from heaven’s own mint, and 
also of some portion of the village. But in 
other directions, even from this point, I could 
not see over or beyond the woods which sur- 
rounded me. It is well to have some water 
in your neighborhood, to give buoyancy to 
and float the earth. One value even of the 
smallest well is, that when you look into it 
you see that earth is not continent but in- 
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sular. This is as important as that it keeps 
butter cool. When I looked across the pond 
from this peak toward the Sudbury mead- 
ows, which in time of flood I distinguished 
elevated perhaps by a mirage in their seething 5 
valley, like a coin in a basin, all the earth 
beyond the pond appeared like a thin crust 
insulated and floated even by this small sheet 
of intervening water, and I was reminded 
that this on which I dwelt was but dry land. 10 

Though the view from my door was still 
more contracted, I did not feel crowded or 
confined in the least. There was pasture 
enough for my imagination. The low shrub 
oak plateau to which the opposite shore arose 15 
stretched away toward the prairies of the 
West and the steppes of Tartary, affording 
ample room for all the roving families of men. 
“There are none happy in the world but be- 
ings who enjoy freely a vast horizon,” — • 20 
said Damodara,when his herds required new 
and larger pastures. 

Both place and time were changed, and I 
dwelt nearer to those parts of the universe 
and to those eras in history which had most 25 
attracted me. Where 1 lived was as far off 
as many a region viewed nightly by astron- 
omers. We are wont to imagine rare and 
delectable places in some remote and more 
celestial corner of the system, behind the con- 30 
stellation of Cassiopeia’s Chair, far from noise 
and disturbance. I discovered that my 
house actually had its site in such a with- 
drawn, but forever new and unprofaned, 
part of the universe. If it were worth the 35 
while to settle in those parts near to the 
Pleiades or the Hyades, to Aldebaran or 
Altair, then I was really there, or at an equal 
remoteness from the life which I had left 
behind, dwindled and twinkling with as fine 40 
a ray to my nearest neighbor, and to be seen 
only in moonless nights by him. Such was 
that part of creation where I had squatted; 

“There was a shepherd that did live. 

And held his thoughts as high 45 

As where the mounts whereon his flocks 
Did hourly feed him by.” 

What should we think of the shepherd’s life 
if his flocks always wandered to higher pas- 
tures than his thoughts? 50 

Every morning was a cheerful invitation 
to make my life of equal simplicity, and I 


may say innocence, with Nature herself. I 
have been as sincere a worshipper of Aurora 
as the Greeks. I got up early and bathed in 
the pond; that was a religious exercise, and 
one of the best things which I did. They say 
that characters were engraven on the bathing 
tub of King Tching-thang to this effect: 
“Renew thyself completely each day; do it 
again, and again, and forever again.” I can 
understand that. Morning brings back the 
heroic ages. I was as much affected by the 
faint hum of a mosquito making its invisible 
and unimaginable tour through my apart- 
ment at earliest dawn, when I was sitting 
with door and windows open, as I could be 
by any trumpet that ever sang of fame. It 
was Homer’s requiem; itself an Iliad and 
Odyssey in the air, singing its own wrath and 
wanderings. There was something cosmical 
about it; a standing advertisement, till for- 
bidden, of the everlasting vigor and fer- 
tility of the world. The morning, which is 
the most memorable season of the day, is the 
awakening hour. Then there is least som- 
nolence in us; and for an hour, at least, some 
part of us awakes which slumbers all the rest 
of the day and night. Little is to be expected 
of that day, if it can be called a day, to which 
we are not awakened by our Genius, but by 
the mechanical nudgings of some servitor, are 
not awakened by our own newly acquired 
force and aspirations from within, accom- 
panied by the undulations of celestial music, 
instead of factory bells, and a fragrance 
filling the air — to a higher life than we fell 
asleep from; and thus the darkness bear its 
fruit, and prove itself to be good, no less than 
the light. That man who does not believe 
that each day contains an earlier, more 
sacred, and auroral hour than he has yet pro- 
faned, has despaired of life, and is pursuing 
a descending and darkening way. After a 
partial cessation of his sensuous life, the soul 
of man, or its organs rather, are reinvigorated 
each day, and his Genius tries again what 
noble life it can make. All memorable 
events, I should say, transpire in morning 
time and in a morning atmosphere. The 
Vedas say, “All intelligences awake with the 
morning.” Poetry and art, and the fairest 
and most memorable of the actions of men, 
date from such an hour.- All poets and 
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heroes, like Memnon, are the children of 
Aurora, and emit their music at sunrise. To 
him whose elastic and vigorous thought keeps 
pace with the sun, the day is a perpetual 
morning. It matters not what the clocks 
say or the attitudes and labors of men. Morn- 
ing is when I am awake and there is a dawn 
in me. Moral reform is the effort to throw 
off sleep. Why is it that men give so poor 
an account of their day if they have not been lo 
slumbering? They are not such poor cal- 
culators. If they had not been overcome 
with drowsiness, they would have performed 
something. The millions are awake enough 
for physical labor; but only one in a million 15 
is awake enough for effective intellectual 
exertion, only one in a hundred millions to a 
poetic or divine life. To be awake is to be 
alive. I have never yet met a man who was 
quite awake. How could I have looked him 20 
in the face? 

We must learn to reawaken and keep our- 
selves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by 
an infinite expectation of the dawn, which 
does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. I 25 
know of no more encouraging fact than the 
unquestionable ability of man to elevate his 
life by a conscious endeavor. It is some- 
thing to be able to paint a particular picture, 
or to carve a statue, and so to make a few 30 
objects beautiful; but it is far more glorious 
to carve and paint the very atmosphere and 
medium through which we look, which mor- 
ally we can do. To affect the quality of the 
day, that is the highest of arts. Every man 35 
is tasked to make his life, even in its details, 
worthy of the contemplation of his most 
elevated and critical hour. If we refused, or 
rather used up, such paltry information as we 
get, the oracles would distinctly inform us 40 
how this might be done. 

I went to the woods because I wished to 
live deliberately, to front only the essential 
facts of life, and see if I could not learn what 
it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, 45 
discover that I had not lived. I did not 
wish to live what was not life, living is so 
dear; nor did I wish to practice resignation, 
unless it was quite necessary. I wanted to 
live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, 50 
to live so sturdily and Spartan-like as to put 
to rout aU that was not life, to cut a broad 


swath and shave close, to drive life into a 
comer, and reduce it to its lowest terms, and, 
if it proved to be mean, why then to get the 
whole and genuine meanness of it, and pub- 
5 lish its meanness to the world; or if it were 
sublime, to know it by experience, and be 
able to give a true account of it in my next 
excursion. For most men, it appears to me, 
are in a strange uncertainty about it, whether 
it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat 
hastily concluded that it is the chief end of 
man here to “glorify God and enjoy him 
forever.” 

Still we live meanly, like ants; though the 
fable tells us that we were long ago changed 
into men; like pygmies we fight with cranes; 
it is error upon error, and clout upon clout, 
and our best virtue has for its occasion a 
superfluous and evitable wretchedness. Our 
life is frittered away by detail. An honest 
man has hardly need to count more than his 
ten fingers, or in extreme cases he may add 
his ten toes, and lump the rest. Simplicity, 
simplicity, simplicity! I say, let your affairs 
be as two or three, and not a hundred or a 
thousand; instead of a million count half a 
dozen, and keep your accounts on your 
thumb-nail. In the midst of this chopping 
sea of civilized life, such are the clouds and 
storms and quicksands and thousand-and- 
one items to be allowed for, that a man has 
to live, if he would not founder and go to the 
bottom and not make his port at all, by dead 
reckoning, and he must be a great calculator 
indeed who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. 
Instead of three meals a day, if it be neces- 
sary eat but one; instead of a hundred dishes, 
five; and reduce other things in proportion. 
Our life is like a German Confederacy, made 
up of petty states, with its boundary forever 
fluctuating, so that even a German cannot 
tell you how it is bounded at any moment. 
The nation itself, with all its so-called in- 
ternal improvements, which, by the way 
are all external and superficial, is just such 
an unwieldy and overgrown establishment, 
cluttered with furniture and tripped up by 
its own traps, ruined by luxury and heed- 
less expense, by want of calculation and a 
worthy aim, 21s the million households in 
the land; and the only cure for it, as for them, 
is in a rigid economy, a stem and more 
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than Spartan simplicity of life and elevation 
of purpose. It lives too fast. Men think 
that it is essential that the Nation have 
commerce, and export ice, and talk through 
a telegraph, and ride thirty miles an hour, 
without a doubt, whether they do or not; 
but whether we should live like baboons or 
like men, is a little uncertain. If we do not 
get out sleepers, and forge rails, and devote 
days and nights to the work, but go to tinker- 
ing upon our lives to improve them, who will 
build railroads? And if railroads are not 
built, how shall we get to heaven in season? 
But if we stay at home and mind our busi- 
ness, who will want railroads? We do not 
ride on the railroad; it rides upon us. Did 
you ever think what those sleepers are that 
underlie the railroad? Each one is a man, 
an Irishman, or a Yankee man. The rails 
are laid on them, and they are covered with 
sand, and the cars run smoothly over them. 
They are sound sleepers, I assure you. And 
every few years a new lot is laid down and 
run over; so that, if some have the pleasure 
of riding on a rail, others have the misfortune 
to be ridden upon. And when they run over 
a man that is walking in his sleep, a super- 
numerary sleeper in the wrong position, and 
wake him up, they suddenly stop the cars, 
and make a hue and cry about it, as if this 
were an exception. I am glad to know that 
it takes a gang of men for every five miles to 
keep the sleepers down and level in their beds 
as it is, for this is a sign that they may some- 
time get up again. 

Why should we live with such hurry and 
waste of life? We are determined to be 
starved before we are hungry. Men say that 
a stitch in time saves nine, and so they take 
a thousand stitches to-day to save nine to- 
morrow. As for work, we haven’t any of any 
consequence. We have the Saint Vitus’s 
dance, and cannot possibly keep our heads 
still. If I should only give a few pulls at the 
parish bell-rope, as for a fire, that is, without 
setting the bell, there is hardly a man on his 
farm in the outskirts of Concord, notwith- 
standing that press of engagements which 
was his excuse so many limes this morning, 
nor a boy, nor a woman, I might almost say, 
but would forsake all and follow that sound, 
not mainly to save property from the flames, 


but, if we will confess the truth, much more 
to see it bum, since bum it must, and we, be 
it known, did not set it on fire, — or to see it 
put out, and have a hand in it, if that is done 
5 as handsomely; yes, even if it were the parish 
church itself. Hardly a man takes a half- 
hour’s nap after dinner, but when he wakes 
he holds up his head and asks, “What’s the 
news?” as if the rest of mankind had stood 
10 his sentinels. Some give directions to be 
waked every half-hour, doubtless for no other 
purpose; and then, to pay for it, they tell 
what they have dreamed. After a night’s 
sleep the news is as indispensable as the 
IS breakfast. “Pray tell me anything new that 
has happened to a man anywhere on this 
globe,” — and he reads it over his coffee and 
rolls, that a man has had his eyes gouged 
out this morning on the Wachito River; 
20 never dreaming the while that he lives in the 
dark unfathomed mammoth cave of this 
world, and has but the rudiment of an eye 
himself. 

For my part, I could easily do without the 
25 post-office. I think that there are very few 
important communications made through it. 
To speak critically, I never received more 
than one or two letters in my life — I wrote 
this some years ago — that were worth the 
30 postage. The penny-post is, commonly, an 
institution through which you seriously offer 
a man that penny for his thoughts which is 
so often safely offered in jest. And I am sure 
that I never read any memorable news in a 
35 newspaper. If we read of one man robbed, 
or murdered, or killed by accident, or one 
house burned, or one vessel wrecked, or one 
steamboat blown up, or one cow run over on 
the Western Railroad, or one mad dog killed, 
40 or one lot of grasshoppers in the winter, — 
we never need read of another. One is 
enough. If you are acquainted with the 
principle, what do you care for a myriad 
instances and applications? To a philosopher 
45 all news, as it is called, is gossip, and they 
who edit and read it are old women over 
their tea. Yet not a few are greedy after 
this gossip. There was such a rush, as I 
hear, the other day at one of the offices to 
50 learn the foreign news by the last arrival, that 
several large squares of plate glass belonging 
to the establishment were broken by the 
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pressure, — news which I seriously think a 
ready wit might write a twelvemonth, or 
twelve years, beforehand with sufficient 
accuracy. As for Spain, for instance, if you 
know how to throw in Don Carlos and the s 
Infanta, and Don Pedro and Seville and 
Granada, from time to time in the right 
proportions, — they may have changed the 
names a little since I saw the papers, — and 
serve up a bull-fight when other entertain- lo 
ments fail, it will be true to the letter, and 
give us as good an idea of the exact state or 
ruin of things in Spain as the most succinct 
and lucid reports under this head in the 
newspapers: and as for England, almost the 15 
last significant scrap of news from that quarter 
was the revolution of 1649 ; and if you have 
learned the history of her crops for an aver- 
age year, you never need attend to that thing 
again, unless your speculations are of a 20 
merely pecuniary character. If one may 
judge who rarely looks into the newspapers, 
nothing new does ever happen in foreign 
parts, a French revolution not excepted. 

What news! how much more important to 25 
know what that is which was never old! 
“Kieou-he-yu (great dignitary of the state 
of Wei) sent a man to Khoung-tseu to know 
his news. Khoung-tseu caused the messenger 
to be seated near him, and questioned him in 30 
these terms: What is your master doing? 
The messenger answered with respect: My 
master desires to diminish the number of his 
faults, but he cannot come to the end of 
them. The messenger being gone, the phi- 35 
losopher remarked: What a worthy mes- 
senger! What a worthy messenger!” The 
preacher, instead of vexing the ears of drowsy 
formers on their day of rest at the end of the 
week, — for Sunday is the fit conclusion of 40 
an ill-spent week, and not the fresh and brave 
beginning of a new one, with this one 
other draggle-tail of a sermon, should shout 
with thundering voice, “Pause! Avast! 
Why so seeming fast, but deadly slow?” 45 

Shams and delusions are esteemed for 
soundest truths, while reality is fabulous. If 
men would steadily observe realities only, 
and not allow themselves to be deluded, life, 
to compare it with such things 21s we know, 50 
would be like a fairy tale and the Arabian 
Nights’ Entertainments. If we respected 


only what is inevitable and has a right to be, 
music and poetry would resound along the 
streets. When we are unhurried and wise, 
we perceive that only great and worthy 
things have any permanent and absolute 
existence, that petty fears and petty pleas- 
ures are but the shadow of the reality. This 
is always exhilarating and sublime. By 
closing the eyes and slumbering, and con- 
senting to be deceived by shows, men es- 
tablish and confirm their daily life of routine 
and habit everywhere, which still is built on 
purely illusory foundations. Children, who 
play life, discern its true law and relations 
more clearly than men, who fail to live it 
worthily, but who think that they are wiser 
by experience, that is, by failure. I have 
read in a Hindoo book, that “there was a 
king’s son, who, being expelled in infancy 
from his native city, was brought up by a 
forester, and, growing up to maturity in that 
state, imagined himself to belong to the bar- 
barous race with which he lived. One of his 
father’s ministers having discovered him, re- 
vealed to him what he was, and the miscon- 
ception of his character was removed, and he 
knew himself to be a prince. So soul,” con- 
tinues the Hindoo philosopher, “from the 
circumstances in which it is placed, mistakes 
its own character, until the truth is revealed 
to it by some holy teacher, and then it knows 
itself to be Brahme.'' I perceive that we in- 
habitants of New England live this mean life 
that we do because our vision docs not pene- 
trate the surface of things. We think that 
that is which appears io be. If a man should 
walk through this town and see only the 
reality, where, think you, would the “Mill- 
dam” go to? If he should give us an account 
of the realities he beheld there, we should not 
recognize the place in his description. Look 
at a meeting-house, or a court-house, or a 
jail, or a shop, or a dwelling-house, and say 
what that thing really is before a true gaze, 
and they would all go to pieces in your ac- 
count of them. Men esteem truth remote, m 
the outskirts of the system, behind the far- 
thest star, before Adam and after the last 
man. In eternity there is indeed something 
true and sublime. But all these times and 
places and occasions are now and here. God 
himself culminates in the present moment, 
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and will never be more divine in the lapse of 
all the ages. And we are enabled to appre- 
hend at all what is sublime and noble only by 
the perpetual instilling and drenching of the 
reality that surrounds us. The universe con- 5 
stantly and obediently answers to our con- 
ceptions; whether we travel fast or slow, the 
track is laid for us. Let us spend our lives in 
conceiving then. The poet or the artist 
never yet had so fair and noble a design but 10 
some of his posterity at least could accom- 
plish it. 

Let us spend one day as deliberately as 
Nature, and not be thrown off the track by 
every nutshell and mosquito’s wing that falls 15 
on the rails. Let us rise early and fast, or 
break fast, gently and without perturbation; 
let company come and let company go, let 
the bells ring and the children cry, — deter- 
mined to make a day of it. Why should we 20 
knock under and go with the stream? Let 
us not be upset and overwhelmed in that 
terrible rapid and whirlpool called a dinner, 
situated in the meridian shallows. Weather 
this danger and you are safe, for the rest of 25 
the way is down hill. With unrelaxed 
nerves, with morning vigor, sail by it, looking 
another way, tied to the mast like Ulysses. 

If the engine whistles, let it whistle till it is 
hoarse for its pains. If the bell rings, why 30 
should we run? We will consider what kind 
of music they are like. Let us settle our- 
selves, and work and wedge our feet down- 
ward through the mud and slush of opinion, 
and prejudice, and tradition, and delusion, 35 
and appearance, that alluvion which covers 
the globe, through Paris and London, through 
New York and Boston and Concord, through 
Church and Slate, through poetry and phi- 
losophy and religion, till we come to a hard 40 
bottom and rocks in place, which we can call 
reality, and say. This is, and no mistake; and 
then begin, having a point (Tappui, below 
freshet and frost and fire, a place where you 
might found a wall or a state, or set a lamp- 45 
post safely, or perhaps a gauge, not a Nilom- 
eter, but a Realometer, that future ages 
might know how deep a freshet of shams and 
appearances had gathered from time to time. 

If you stand right fronting and face to face to 50 
a fact, you will see the sun glimmer on both 
its surfaces, as if it were a cimeter, and feel 


its sweet edge dividing you through the heart 
and marrow, and so you will happily con- 
clude your mortal career. Be it life or death, 
we crave only reality. If we are really 
dying, let us hear the rattle in our throats and 
feel cold in the extremities; if we are alive, 
let us go about our business. 

Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I 
drink at it; but while I drink I see the sandy 
bottom and detect how shallow it is. Its 
thin current slides away, but eternity re- 
mains. I would drink deeper; fish in the 
sky, whose bottom is pebbly with stars. I 
cannot count one. I know not the first letter 
of the alphabet. I have always been re- 
gretting that I was not as wise as the day I 
was born. The intellect is a cleaver; it dis- 
cerns and rifts its way into the secret of things. 
I do not wish to be any more busy with my 
hands than is necessary. My head is hands 
and feet. I feel all my best faculties concen- 
trated in it. My instinct tells me that my 
head is an organ for burrowing, as some 
creatures use their snout and fore paws, and 
with it I would mine and burrow my way 
through these hills. I think that the richest 
vein is somewhere hereabouts; so by the 
divining-rod and thin rising vapors I judge; 
and here I will begin to mine. 

Sounds 

{Walden, ch. IV) 

But while we are confined to books, 
though the most select and classic, and read 
only particular written languages, which are 
themselves but dialects and provincial, we 
are in danger of forgetting the language which 
all things and events speak without metaphor, 
which alone is copious and standard. Much 
is published, but little printed. The rays 
which stream through the shutter will be no 
longer remembered when the shutter is 
wholly removed. No method nor discipline 
can supersede the necessity of being forever 
on the alert. What is a course of history, or 
philosophy, or poetry, no matter how well 
selected, or the best society, or the most 
admirable routine of life, compared with the 
discipline of looking always at what is to be 
seen? Will you be a reader, a student merely, 
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or a seer? Read your fate, see what is before 
you, and walk on into futurity. 

I did not read books the first summer; I 
hoed beans. Nay, I often did better than 
this. There were times when I could not 5 
afford to sacrifice the bloom of the present 
moment to any work, whether of the head or 
hands. I love a broad margin to my life. 
Sometimes, in a summer morning, having 
taken my accustomed bath, I sat in my sunny 10 
doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt in a 
revery, amidst the pines and hickories and 
sumachs, in undisturbed solitude and stillness, 
while the birds sang around or flitted noise- 
less through the house, until by the sun fall- 15 
ing in at my west window, or the noise of 
some traveller’s wagon on the distant high- 
way, I was reminded of the lapse of time. 

I grew in those seasons like corn in the night, 
and they were far better than any work of 20 
the hands would have been. They were 
not time subtracted from my life, but so 
much over and above my usual allowance. 

I realized what the Orientals mean by con- 
templation and the forsaking of works. For 25 
the most part, I minded not how the hours 
went. The day advanced as if to light 
some work of mine; it was morning, and lo, 
now it is evening, and nothing memorable is 
accomplished. Instead of singing like the 30 
birds, I silently smiled at my incessant good 
fortune. As the sparrow had its trill, sitting 
on the hickory before my door, so had I my 
chuckle or suppressed warble which he might 
hear out of my nest. My days were not days 35 
of the week, bearing the stamp of any heathen 
deity, nor were they minced into hours and 
fretted by the ticking of a clock; for I lived 
like the Puri Indians, of whom it is said that 
“for yesterday, to-day, and to-morrow they 40 
have only one word, and they express the 
variety of meaning by pointing backward 
for yesterday, forward for to-morrow, and 
overhead for the passing day.” This was 
sheer idleness to my fellow-townsmen, no 45 
doubt; but if the birds and flowers had tried 
me by their standard, I should not have been 
found wanting. A man must find his oc- 
casions in himself, it is true. The natural 
day is very calm, and will hardly reprove 50 
his indolence. 

I had this advantage, at least, in my mode 


of life, over those who were obliged to look 
abroad for amusement, to society and the 
theatre, that my life itself was become my 
amusement and never ceased to be novel. 
It was a drama of many scenes and without 
an end. If we were always indeed getting 
our living, and regulating our lives according 
to the last and best mode we had learned, 
we should never be troubled with ennui. 
Follow your genius closely enough, and it 
will not fail to show you a fresh prospect 
every hour. Housework was a pleasant 
pastime. When my floor was dirty, I rose 
early, and, setting all my furniture out of 
doors on the grass, bed and bedstead making 
but one budget, dashed water on the floor, 
and sprinkled white sand from the pond on it, 
and then with a broom scrubbed it clean and 
white; and by the time the villagers had 
broken their fast the morning sun had dried 
my house sufficiently to allow me to move in 
again, and my meditations were almost un- 
interrupted. It was pleasant to see my whole 
household effects out on the grass, making a 
little pile like a gypsy’s pack, and my three- 
legged table, from which I did not remove 
the books and pen and ink, standing amid 
the pines and hickories. They seemed glad 
to get out themselves, and as if unwilling to 
be brought in. I was sometimes tempted to 
stretch an awning over them and take my 
seat there. It was worth the while to see 
the sun shine on these things, and hear the 
free wind blow on them; so much more in- 
teresting most familiar objects look out doors 
than in the house. A bird sits on the next 
bough, life-everlasting grows under the 
table, and blackberry vines run round its 
legs; pine cones, chestnut burs, and straw- 
berry leaves are strewn about. It looked as 
if this was the way these forms came to be 
transferred to our furniture, to tables, chairs 
and bedstead, — because they once stood in 
their midst. 

My house was on the side of a hill, im- 
mediately on the edge of the larger wood, in 
the midst of a young forest of pitch pines and 
hickories, and half a dozen rods from the 
pond, to which a narrow footpath led down 
the hill. In my front yard grew the straw- 
berry, blackberry, and life-everlastihg, Johns 
wort and golden rod, shrub-oaks and sand- 
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cherry, blueberry and ground-nut. Near 
the end of May, the sand-cherry (cerasus 
pumila) adorned the sides of the path with 
its delicate flowers arranged in umbels 
cylindrically about its short stems, which 5 
last, in the fall, weighed down with good- 
sized and handsome cherries, fell over in 
wreaths like rays on every side. I tasted 
them out of compliment to Nature, though 
they were scarcely palatable. The sumach i< 
{rhus glabra) grew luxuriantly about the house, 
pushing up through the embankment which 
I had made, and growing five or six feet the 
first season. Its broad pinnate tropical leaf 
was pleasant though strange to look on. The i; 
large buds, suddenly pushing out late in the 
spring from dry sticks which had seemed to 
be dead, developed themselves as by magic 
into graceful green and tender boughs, an 
inch in diameter; and sometimes, as I sat at 21 
my window, so heedlessly did they grow and 
tax their weak joints, I heard a fresh and 
tender bough suddenly fall like a fan to the 
ground, when there was not a breath of air 
stirring, broken off by its own weight. In 2 
August, the large masses of berries, which, 
when in flower, had attracted many wild 
bees, gradually assumed their bright velvety 
crimson hue, and by their weight again bent 
down and broke the tender limbs. 3 

As I sit at my window this summer after- 
noon, hawks are circling about my clearing; 
the tantivy of wild pigeons, flying by twos 
and threes athwart my view, or perching 
restless on the white-pine boughs behind my 3 
house, gives a voice to the air; a fishhawk 
dimples the glassy surface of the pond and 
brings up a fish; a mink steals out of the 
marsh before my door and seizes a frog by 
the shore; the sedge is bending under the 4 
weight of the reed-birds flitting hither and 
thither; and for the last half hour I have 
heard the rattle of railroad cars, now dying 
away and then reviving like the beat of a 
partridge, conveying travellers from Boston 4 
to the country. For I did not live so out of 
the world as that boy who, as I hear, was put 
out to a farmer in the east part of the town, 
but erelong ran away and came home again, 
quite down at the heel and homesick. He 5 
had never seen such a dull and out-of-the- 
way place; the folks were all gone off; why, 


you couldn’t even hear the whistle ! I doubt 
if there is such a place in Massachusetts 
now: — 

*Tn truth, our village has become a butt 
For one of those fleet railroad shafts, and o’er 
Our peaceful plain its soothing sound is — Con- 
cord.” 

The Fitchburg Railroad touches the pond 
about a hundred rods south of where I dwell. 
I usually go to the village along its causeway, 
and am, as it were, related to society by this 
link. The men on the freight trains, who go 
over the whole length of the road, bow to 
me as to an old acquaintance, they pass me 
so often, and apparently they take me for an 
employee; and so I am. I too would fain be 
a track-repairer somewhere in the orbit of 
the earth. 

The whistle of the locomotive penetrates 
my woods summer and winter, sounding like 
the scream of a hawk sailing over some 
farmer’s yard, informing me that many 
restless city merchants are arriving within the 
circle of the town, or adventurous country’ 
traders from the other side. As they come 
under one horizon, they shout their warning 
to get off the track to the other, heard some- 
times through the circles of two towns. Here 
come your groceries, country; your rations, 
countrymen! Nor is there any man so in- 
dependent on his farm that he can say them 
nay. And here’s your pay for them I screams 
the countryman’s whistle; timber like long 
battering rams going twenty miles an hour 
against the city’s walls, and chairs enough to 
seat all the weary and heavy laden that dwell 
within them. With such huge and lumber- 
ing civility the country hands a chair to the 
city. All the Indian huckleberry hills are 
stripped, Eill the cranberry meadows are 
raked into the city. Up comes the cotton, 
down goes the woven cloth; up comes the 
silk, down goes the woolen; up come the 
books, but down goes the wit that writes them. 

When I meet the engine with its train of 
cars moving off with planetary motion, — 
or, rather, like a comet, for the beholder 
knows not if with that velocity and with 
that direction it will ever revisit this system, 
since its orbit does not look like a returning 
curve, — with its steam cloud like a banner 
streaming behind in golden and silver 



HENRY THOREAU 


573 


wreaths, like many a downy cloud which I 
have seen, high in the heavens, unfolding its 
masses to the light, — as if this travelling 
demigod, this cloud-compeller, would ere- 
long take the sunset sky for the livery of his s 
train; when I hear the iron horse make the 
hills echo with his snort like thunder, shaking 
the earth with his feet, and breathing fire 
and smoke from his nostrils (what kind of 
winged horse or fiery dragon they will put lo 
into the new Mythology I don’t know), it 
seems as if the earth had got a race now 
worthy to inhabit it. If all were as it seems, 
and men made the elements their servants 
for noble ends ! If the cloud that hangs over 15 
the engine were the perspiration of heroic 
deeds, or as beneficent as that which floats 
over the farmer’s fields, then the elements 
and Nature herself would cheerfully ac- 
company men on their errands and be their 20 
escort. 

I watch the passage of the morning cars 
with the same feeling that I do the rising of 
the sun, which is hardly more regular. Their 
train of clouds stretching far behind and 25 
rising higher and higher, going to heaven 
while the cars are going to Boston, conceals 
the sun for a minute and casts my distant 
field into the shade, a celestial train beside 
which the petty train of cars which hugs the 30 
earth is but the barb of the spear. The 
stabler of the iron horse was up early this 
winter morning by the light of the stars amid 
the mountains, to fodder and harness his 
steed. Fire, too, was awakened thus early 35 
to put the vital heat in him and get him off. 

If the enterprise were as innocent as it is 
early! If the snow lies deep, they strap on 
his snow-shoes, and with the giant plough 
plough a furrow from the mountains to the 40 
seaboard, in which the cars, like a following 
drill-barrow, sprinkle all the restless men and 
floating merchandise in the country for seed. 

All day the fire-steed flies over the country, 
stopping only that his master may rest, and 45 
I am awakened by his tramp and defiant 
snort at midnight, when in some remote glen 
in the woods he fronts the elements inceised 
in ice and snow; and he will reach his stall 
only with the morning star, to start once 50 
more on his travels without rest or slumber. 

Or perchance, at evening, I hear him in his 


stable blowing off the superfluous energy of 
the day, that he may calm his nerves and 
cool his liver and brain for a few hours of 
iron slumber. If the enterprise were as 
heroic and commanding as it is protracted 
and unwearied ! 

Far through unfrequented woods on the 
confines of towns, where once only the 
hunter penetrated by day, in the darkest 
night dart these bright saloons without the 
knowledge of their inhabitants; this moment 
stopping at some brilliant station-house in 
town or city, where a social crowd is gathered, 
the next in the Dismal Swamp, scaring the 
owl and fox. The startings and arrivals of 
the cars are now the epochs in the village 
day. They go and come with such regularity 
and precision, and their whistle can be heard 
so far, that the farmers set their clocks by 
them, and thus one well-conducted institution 
regulates a whole country. Have not men 
improved somewhat in punctuality since the 
railroad was invented? Do they not talk 
and think faster in the depot than they did 
in the stage-office? There is something 
electrifying in the atmosphere of the former 
place. I have been astonished at the miracles 
it has wrought; that some of my neighbors, 
who, I should have prophesied, once for all, 
would never get to Boston by so prompt a 
conveyance, are on hand when the bell rings. 
To do things “railroad fashion” is now the 
by-word; and it is worth the while to be 
warned so often and so sincerely by any 
power to get off its track. There is no 
stopping to read the riot act, no firing over 
the heads of the mob, in this case. We have 
constructed a fate, an Atropos, that never turns 
aside. (Let that be the name of your engine.) 
Men are advertised that at a certain hour 
and minute these bolts will be shot toward 
particular points of the compass; yet it inter- 
feres with no man’s business, and the children 
go to school on the other track. We live the 
steadier for it. We are all educated thus to 
be sons of Tell. The air is full of invisil le 
bolts. Every path but your own is the path 
of fate. Keep on your own track, then. 

What recommends commerce to me is its 
enterprise and bravery. It does not clasp 
its hands and pray to Jupiter. I see these 
men every day go about their business with 
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more or less courage and content, doing go out to sea in the last freshet, risen four 
more even than they suspect, and perchance dollars on the thousand because of what did 
better employed than they could have con- go out or was split up: pine, spruce, cedar, — 
sciously devised. I am less affected by their first, second, third, and fourth qualities, so 
heroism who stood up for half an hour in the s lately all of one quality, to wave over the 
front line at Buena Vista, than by the steady bear, and moose, and caribou. Next rolls 
and cheerful valor of the men who inhabit Thomaston lime, a prime lot, which will get 
the snow-plough for their winter quarters; far among the hills before it gets slacked, 
who have not merely the three o’clock in the These rags in bales, of all hues and qualities, 
morning courage, which Bonaparte thought lo the lowest condition to which cotton and 
was the rarest, but whose courage does not linen descend, the final result of dress, — of 
go to rest so early, who go to sleep only when patterns which are now no longer cried up, 
the storm sleeps or the sinews of their iron unless it be in Milwaukee, as those splendid 
steed are frozen. On this morning of the articles, English, French, or American prints. 
Great Snow, perchance, which is still raging 15 ginghams, muslins, &c., gathered from all 
and chilling men’s blood, I hear the muffled quarters both of fashion and poverty, going 
tone of their engine bell from out the fog to become paper of one color or a few shades 
bank of their chilled breath, which an- only, on which forsooth will be written tales 
nounces that the cars are coming^ without long of real life, high and low, and founded on 
delay, notwithstanding the veto of a New 20 fact! This closed car smells of salt fish, the 
England northeast snow storm, and I be- strong New England and commercial scent, 
hold the ploughmen covered with snow and reminding me of the Grand Banks and the 
rime, their heads peering above the mould- fisheries. Who has not seen a salt fish, 
board which is turning down other than thoroughly cured for this world, so that 
daisies and the nests of field-mice, like 25 nothing can spoil it, and putting the perse- 
boulders of the Sierra Nevada, that occupy verance of the saints to the blush? with which 
an outside place in the universe. you may sweep or pave the streets, and split 

Commerce is unexpectedly confident and your kindlings, and the teamster shelter him- 
serene, alert, adventurous, and unwearied. self and his lading against sun, wind, and 
It is very natural in its methods withal, far 30 rain behind it, — and the trader, as a Con- 
more so than many fantastic enterprises and cord trader once did, hang it up by his door 
sentimental experiments, and hence its singu- for a sign when he commences business, until 
lar success. I am refreshed and expanded at last his oldest customer cannot tell surely 
when the freight train rattles past me, and I whether it be animal, vegetable, or mineral, 
smell the stores which go dispensing their 35 and yet it shall be as pure as a snowflake, 
odors all the way from Long Wharf to Lake and if it be put into a pot and boiled, will 
Champlain, reminding me of foreign parts, come out an excellent dun fish for a Satur- 
of coral reefs, and Indian oceans, and tropiccil day’s dinner. Next Spanish hides, with the 
climes, and the extent of the globe. I feel tails still preserving their twist and the angle 
more like a citizen of the world at the sight 40 of elevation they had when the oxen that 
of the palm-leaf which will cover so many wore them were careering over the pampas 
flaxen New England heads the next summer, of the Spanish main, — a type of all ob- 
the Manilla hemp and cocoa-nut husks, the stinacy, and evincing how almost hopeless 
old junk, gunny bags, scrap iron, and rusty and incurable are all constitutional vices, 
nails. This carload of tom sails is more 45 I confess that, practically speaking, when I 
legible and interesting now than if they have learned a man’s real disposition, I have 
should be wrought into paper and printed no hopes of changing it for the better or worse 
books. Who can write so graphically the in this state of existence. As the Orientals 
history of the storms they have weathered as say, “A cur’s tail may be warmed, and 
these rents have done? They are proof- 50 pressed, and bound round with ligatures, 
sheets which need no correction. Here goes and after a twelve years’ labor bestowed 
lumber from the Maine woods, which did not upon it, still it will retain its natural form.” 



HENRY THOREAU 


575 


The only effectual cure for such inveteracies 
as these tails exhibit is to make glue of them, 
which I believe is what is usually done with 
them, and then they will stay put and stick. 
Here is a hogshead of molasses or of brandy 5 
directed to John Smith, Cuttingsville, Ver- 
mont, some trader among the Green Moun- 
tains, who imports for the farmers near his 
clearing, and now perchance stands over his 
bulk-head and thinks of the last arrivals on 10 
the coast, how they may affect the price for 
him, telling his customers this moment, as he 
has told them twenty times before this morn- 
ing, that he expects some by the next train 
of prime quality. It is advertised in the Gut- 15 
tingsville Times. 

While these things go up other things come 
down. Warned by the whizzing sound, I 
look up from my book and see some tall 
pine, hewn on far northern hills, which has 20 
winged its way over the Green Mountains 
and the Connecticut, shot like an arrow 
through the township within ten minutes, 
and scarce another eye beholds it; going 

to be the mast 
Of some great ammiral.” 

And hark ! here comes the cattle-train bearing 
the cattle of a thousand hills, sheepcots, 
stables, and cow-yards in the air, drovers 30 
with their sticks, and shepherd boys in the 
midst of their flocks, all but the mountain 
pastures, whirled along like leaves blown 
from the mountains by the September gales. 
The air is filled with the bleating of calves 35 
and sheep, and the hustling of oxen, as if a 
pastoral valley were going by. When the old 
bell-wether at the head rattles his bell, the 
mountains do indeed skip like rams and the 
little hills like lambs. A car-load of drovers, 40 
too, in the midst, on a level with their droves 
now, their vocation gone, but still clinging 
to their useless sticks as their badge of office. 
But their dogs, where are they? It is a 
stampede to them; they are quite thrown out; 45 
they have lost the scent. Methinks I hear 
them barking behind the Peterboro* Hills, 
or panting up the western slope of the Green 
Mountains. They will not be in at the death. 
Their vocation, too, is gone. Their fidelity 50 
and sagacity are below par now. They will 
slink back to their kennels in disgrace, or 


perchance run wild and strike a league with 
the wolf and the fox. So is your pastoral 
life whirled past and away. But the bell 
rings, and I must get off the track and let 
the cars go by: 

What’s the railroad to me.^ 

I never go to see 
Where it ends. 

It fills a few hollows, 

And makes banks for the swzillows, 

It sets the sand a-blowing, 

And the blackberries a-growing, 

but I cross it like a cart-path in the woods. 1 
will not have my eyes put out and my ears 
spoiled by its smoke and steam and hissing. 

Now that the cars are gone by and all the 
restless world with them, and the fishes in 
the pond no longer feel their rumbling, I 
am more alone than ever. For the rest of the 
long afternoon, perhaps, my meditations are 
interrupted only by the faint ratile of a car- 
riage or team along the distant highway. 

Sometimes, on Sundays, I heard the bells, 
the Lincoln, Acton, Bedford, or Concord 
bell, when the wind was favorable, a faint, 
sweet, and, as it were, natural melody, worth 
importing into the wilderness. At a suf- 
ficient distance o\'er the woods this sound 
acquires a certain vibratory hum, as if the 
pine needles in the horizon were the strings 
of a harp which it swept. All sound heard 
at the greatest possible distance produces 
one and the same effect, a vibration of the 
universal lyre, just as the intervening at- 
mosphere makes a distant ridge of earth in- 
teresting to our eyes by the azure tint it im- 
parts to it. There came to me in this case a 
melody which the air had strained, and which 
had conversed with every leaf and needle of 
the wood, that portion of the sound which 
the elements had taken up and modulated 
and echoed from vale to vale. The echo is, 
to some extent, an original sound, and therein 
is the magic and charm of it. It is not merely 
a repetition of what was worth repeating in 
the bell, but partly the voice of the wood; "he 
same trivial words and notes sung by a wood- 
nymph. 

At evening, the distant lowing of some cow 
in the horizon beyond the woods sounded 
sweet and melodious, and at first I would 
mistcike it for the voices of certain minstrels 
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by whom I was sometimes serenaded, who 
might be straying over hill and dale; but soon 
I was not unpleasantly disappointed when 
it was prolonged into the cheap and natural 
music of the cow. I do not mean to be 5 
satirical, but to express my appreciation of 
those youths’ singing, when I state that I 
perceived clearly that it was akin to the music 
of the cow, and they were at length one 
articulation of Nature. 10 

Regularly at half-past seven, in one part 
of the summer, after the evening train had 
gone by, the whippoorwills chanted their 
vespers for half an hour, sitting on a stump 
by my door, or upon the ridge pole of the 15 
house. They would begin to sing almost 
with as much precision as a clock, within five 
minutes of a particular time, referred to the 
setting of the sun, every evening. I had a 
rare opportunity to become acquainted with 20 
their habits. Sometimes I heard four or five 
at once in different parts of the wood, by 
accident one a bar behind another, and so 
near me that I distinguished not only the 
cluck after each note, but often that singular 25 
buzzing sound like a fly in a spider’s web, 
only proportionally louder. Sometimes one 
would circle round and round me in the 
woods a few feet distant as if tethered by a 
string, when probably I was near its eggs. 30 
They sang at intervals throughout the night, 
and were again as musical as ever just before 
and about dawn. 

When other birds are still the screech owls 
take up the strain, like mourning women 35 
their ancient u-lu-lu. Their dismal scream 
is truly Ben Jonsonian. Wise midnight hags! 

It is no honest and blunt tu-whit tu-who of 
the poets, but, without jesting, a most solemn 
grave-yard ditty, the mutual consolations of 40 
suicide lovers remembering the pangs and 
delights of supernal love in the infernal 
groves. Yet I love to hear their wailing, 
their doleful responses, trilled along the 
woodside; reminding me sometimes of music 45 
and singing birds; as if it were the dark and 
tearful side of music, the regrets and sighs 
that would fain be sung. They are the spirits, 
the low spirits and melancholy forcbodinp, 
of fallen souls that once in human shape 50 
night-walked the earth and did the deeds of 
darkness, now expiating their sins with their 


wailing hymns or threnodies in the scenery 
of their transgressions. They give me a new 
sense of the variety and capacity of that 
nature which is our common dwelling. 
Oh~o-o~o-o that I never had been bor-r-r-rni sighs 
one on this side of the pond, and circles with 
the restlessness of despair to some new perch 
on the gray oaks. Then — that I never had 
been bor-r-r-r-n! echoes another on the farther 
side with tremulous sincerity, and — bor- 
r-r-r-n! comes faintly from far in the Lincoln 
woods. 

I was also serenaded by a hooting owl. 
Near at hand you could fancy it the most 
melancholy sound in Nature, as if she meant 
by this to stereotype and make permanent 
in her choir the dying moans of a human 
being, — some poor weak relic of mortality 
who has left hope behind, and howls like an 
animal, yet with human sobs, on entering 
the dark valley, made more awful by a 
certain gurgling melodiousness, — I find 
myself beginning with the letters gl when I 
try to imitate it, — expressive of a mind 
which has reached the gelatinous mildewy 
stage in the mortification of all healthy and 
courageous thought. It reminded me of 
ghouls and idiots and insane bowlings. But 
now one answers from far woods in a strain 
made really melodious by distance, — Hoo 
hoo hoo hoorer hoo; and indeed for the most 
part it suggested only pleasing associations, 
whether heard by day or night, summer or 
winter. 

I rejoice that there are owls. Let them do 
the idiotic and maniacal hooting for men. 
It is a sound admirably suited to swamps and 
twilight woods which no day illustrates, 
suggesting a vast and undeveloped nature 
which men have not recognized. They repre- 
sent the stark twilight and unsatisfied 
thoughts which all have. All day the sun 
has shone on the surface of some savage 
swamp, where the single spruce stands hung 
with usnea lichens, and small hawks circu- 
late above, and the chickadee lisps amid the 
evergreens, and the partridge and rabbit 
skulk beneath; but now a more dismal and 
fitting day dawns, and a diflferent race of 
creatures awakes to express the meaning of 
Nature there. 

Late in the evening I heard the distant 
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rumbling of wagons over bridges, — a sound 
heard farther than almost any other at night, 

— the baying of dogs, and sometimes again 
the lowing of some disconsolate cow in a 
distant bam-yard. In the meanwhile all 5 
the shore rang with the trump of bullfrogs, the 
sturdy spirits of ancient wine-bibbers and 
wassailers, still unrepentant, trying to sing a 
catch in their Stygian lake, — if the Walden 
nymphs will pardon the comparison, for 10 
though there are almost no weeds, there are 
frogs there, — who would fain keep up the 
hilarious rules of their old festal tables, though 
their voices have waxed hoarse and solemnly 
grave, mocking at mirth, and the wine has 15 
lost its flavor, and become only liquor to dis- 
tend their paunches, and sweet intoxication 
never comes to drown the memory of the 
past, but mere saturation and waterlogged- 
ness and distention. The most aldermanic, 20 
with his chin upon a heart-leaf, which serves 
for a napkin to his drooling chaps, under 
this northern shore quaffs a deep draught 
of the once scorned water, and passes round 
the cup with the ejaculation tr-r-r-oonk^ 25 
tr-r~r-oonk^ tr-r-r-oonk! and straightway comes 
over the water from some distant cove the 
same password repeated, where the next in 
seniority and girth has gulped down to his 
mark; and when this observance has made 30 
the circuit of the shores, then ejaculates the 
master of ceremonies, with satisfaction, 
tr-r-r-oonk! and each in his turn repeats the 
same down to the least distended, leakiest, 
and flabbiest-paunched, that there be no 35 
mistake; and then the bowl goes round again 
and again, until the sun disperses the morn- 
ing mist, and only the patriarch is not under 
the pond, but vainly bellowing troonk from 
time to time, and pausing for a reply. 40 

I am not sure that I ever heard the sound 
of cock-crowing from my clearing, and I 
thought that it might be worth the while to 
keep a cockerel for his music merely, as a 
singing bird. The note of this once wild 45 
Indian pheasant is certainly the most re- 
markable of any bird’s, and if they could be 
naturalized without being domesticated, it 
would soon become the most feunous sound 
in our woods, surpassing the clangor of the 50 
goose and the hooting of the owl; and then 
imagine the cackling of the hens to fill the 


pauses when their lords’ clarions rested ! 
No wonder that man added this bird to his 
tame stock, — to say nothing of the eggs and 
drumsticks. To walk in a winter morning in 
a wood where these birds abounded, their 
native woods, and hear the wild cockerels 
crow on the trees, clear and shrill for miles 
over the resounding earth, drowning the 
feebler notes of other birds, — think of it ! 
It would put nations on the alert. Who 
would not be early to rise, and rise earlier 
and earlier every successive day of his life, till 
he became unspeakably healthy, wealthy, 
and wise? This foreign bird’s note is cele- 
brated by the poets of all countries along 
with the notes of their native sorgsters. All 
climates agree with brave Chanticleer. He 
is more indigenous even than the natives. 
His health is ever good, his lungs are sound, 
his spirits never flag. Even the sailor on the 
Atlantic and Pacific is awakened by his 
voice; but its shrill sound never roused me 
from my slumbers. I kept neither dog, cat, 
cow, pig, nor hens, so that you would have 
said there was a deficiency of domestic sound; 
neither the churn, nor the spinning-wheel, nor 
even the singing of the kettle, nor the hissing 
of the urn, nor children crying, to comfort 
one. An old-fashioned man would have lost 
his senses or died of ennui before this. Not 
even rats in the wall, for they were starved 
out, or rather were never baited in, — only 
squirrels on the roof and under the floor, a 
whippoorwill on the ridge pole, a blue-jay 
screaming beneath the window, a hare or 
woodchuck under the house, a screech-owl 
or a cat-owl behind it, a flock of wild geese 
or a laughing loon on the pond, and a fox to 
bark in the night. Not even a lark or an 
oriole, those mild plantation birds, ever 
visited my clearing. No cockerels to crow 
nor hens to cackle in the yard. No yard ! but 
unfenced Nature reaching up to your very 
sills. A young forest growing up under your 
windows, and wild sumachs and blackberry 
vines breaking through into your cellar; 
sturdy pitch-pines rubbing and creaking 
against the shingles for want of room, their 
roots reaching quite under the house. In- 
stead of a scuttle or a blind blown off in the 
gale, — a pine tree snapped off or tom up 
by the roots behind your house for fuel. In- 
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Stead of no path to the front-yard gate in the 
Great Snow, — no gate — no frontyard, — 
and no path to the civilized world 1 

Visitors 

{Walden, ch. VI) 

I think that I love society as much as most, 
and am ready enough to fasten myself like a 
bloodsucker for the time to any full-blooded 
man that comes in my way. I am naturally 
no hermit, but might possibly sit out the 
sturdiest frequenter of the bar-room, if my 
business called me thither. 

I had three chairs in my house: one for 
solitude, two for friendship, three for society. 
When visitors came in larger and unexpected 
numbers, there was but the third chair for 
them all, but they generally economized 
the room by standing up. It is surprising 
how many great men and women a small 
house will contain. I have had twenty-five 
or thirty souls, with their bodies, at once 
under my roof, and yet we often parted with- 
out being aware that we had come very near 
to one another. Many of our houses, both 
public and private, with their almost in- 
numerable apartments, their huge halls and 
their cellars for the storage of wines and 
other munitions of peace, appear to me ex- 
travagantly large for their inhabitants. They 
are so vast and magnificent that the latter 
seem to be only vermin which infest them. 
I am surprised when the herald blows his 
summons before some Tremont or Astor or 
Middlesex House, to see come creeping out 
over the piazza for all inhabitants a ridiculous 
mouse, which soon again slinks into some 
hole in the pavement. 

One inconvenience I sometimes experi- 
enced in so small a house, the difficulty of 
getting to a sufficient distance from my guest 
when we began to utter the big thoughts in 
big words. You want room for your thoughts 
to get into sailing trim and run a course or 
two before they make their port. The bullet 
of your thought must have overcome its lat- 
eral and ricochet motion and fallen into its 
last and steady course before it reaches the 
ear of the hearer, else it may plough out 
again through the side of his head. Also our 


sentences wanted room to unfold and form 
their columns in the interval. Individuals, 
like nations, must have suitable broad and 
natural boundaries, even a considerable 
5 neutral ground, between them. I have 
found it a singular luxury to talk across the 
pond to a companion on the opposite side. 
In my house we were so near that we could 
not begin to hear, — we could not speak low 
10 enough to be heard; as when you throw two 
stones into calm water so near that they 
break each other’s undulations. If we are 
merely loquacious and loud talkers, then 
we can afford to stand very near together, 
15 cheek by jowl, and feel each other’s breath; 
but if we speak reservedly and thoughtfully, 
we want to be farther apart, that all animal 
heat and moisture may have a chance to 
evaporate. If we would enjoy the most in- 
20 timate society with that in each of us which is 
without, or above, being spoken to, we must 
not only be silent, but commonly so far apart 
bodily that we cannot possibly hear each 
other’s voice in any case. Referred to this 
25 standard, speech is for the convenience of 
those who are hard of hearing; but there are 
many fine things which we cannot say if we 
have to shout. As the conversation began to 
assume a loftier and grander tone, we gradu- 
30 ally shoved our chairs farther apart till they 
touched the wall in opposite corners, and 
then commonly there was not room enough. 

My “best” room, however, my withdraw- 
ing room, always ready for company, on 
35 whose carpet the sun rarely fell, was the pine 
wood behind my house. Thither in summer 
days, when distinguished guests came, I took 
them, and a priceless domestic swept the 
floor and dusted the furniture and kept the 
40 things in order. 

If one guest came he sometimes partook of 
my frugal meal and it was no interruption 
to conversation to be stirring a hasty pudding, 
or watching the rising and maturing of a 
45 loaf of bread in the ashes, in the meanwhile. 
But if twenty came and sat in my house, there 
was nothing said about dinner, though there 
might be bread enough for two, more than if 
eating were a forsaken habit; but we naturally 
50 practised abstinence; and this was never felt 
to be an offence against hospitality, but the 
most proper and considerate course. The 
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waste and decay of physical life, which so 
often needs repair, seemed miraculously re- 
tarded in such a case, and the vital vigor 
stood its ground. I could entertain thus a 
thousand as well as twenty j and if any ever 
went away disappointed or hungry from my 
house when they found me at home, you 
may depend upon it that I sympathized with 
them at least. So easy is it, though many 
housekeepers doubt it, to establish new and 
better customs in the place of the old. You 
need not rest your reputation on the dinners 
you give. For my own part, I was never so 
effectually deterred from frequenting a man’s 
house, by any kind of Cerberus whatever, as 
by the parade one made about dining me, 
which I took to be a very polite and round- 
about hint never to trouble him so again. 

I think I shall never revisit those scenes. I 
should be proud to have for the motto of 
my cabin those lines of Spenser which one of 
my visitors inscribed on a yellow walnut leaf 
for a card: — 

“Arrived there, the little house they fill, 

Ne looke for entertainment where none was; 

Rest is their feast, and all things at their will: 

The noblest mind the best contentment has.” 

When Winslow, afterward governor of the 
Plymouth Colony, went with a companion ; 
on a visit of ceremony to Massasoit on foot 
through the woods, and arrived tired and 
hungry at his lodge, they were well received 
by the king, but nothing was said about eat- 
ing that day. When the night arrived, to ; 
quote their own words, — “He laid us on the 
bed with himself and his wife, they at the 
one end and we at the other, it being only a 
plank, laid a foot from the ground, and a 
thin mat upon them. Two more of his chief ^ 
men, for want of room, pressed by and upon 
us; so that we were worse weary of our lodging 
than of our journey.” At one o’clock the 
next day Massasoit “brought two fishes that 
he had shot,” about thrice as big as a bream; t 
“these being boiled, there were at least 
forty looked for a share in them. The most 
ate of them. This meal only we had in two 
nights and a day; and had not one of us 
bought a partridge, we had taken our journey « 
fasting.” Fearing that they would be light- 
headed for want of food and also sleep, owing 
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to “the savages’ barbarous singing (for they 
used to sing themselves asleep),” and that 
they might get home while they had strength 
to travel, they departed. As for lodging, it 
5 is true they were but poorly entertained, 
though what they found an inconvenience 
was no doubt intended for an honor; but 
as far as eating was concerned, I do not see 
how the Indians could have done better, 
o They had nothing to eat themselves, and 
they were wiser than to think that apologies 
could supply the place of food to their guests; 
so they drew their belts tighter and said 
nothing about it. Another time when Win- 
S slow visited them, it being a season of plenty 
with them, there was no deficiency in this 
respect. 

As for men, they will hardly fail one any- 
where. I had more visitors while I lived in 
a the woods than at any other period of my 
life; I mean that I had some. I met several 
there under more favorable circumstances 
than I could anywhere else. But fewer came 
to see me upon trivial business. In this re- 
) spect, my company was winnowed by my 
mere distance from town. I had v/ithdrawn 
so far within the great ocean of solitude, into 
which the rivers of society empty, that for 
the most part, so far as my needs were con- 
) cemed, only the finest sediment was deposited 
around me. Besides, there were wafted to 
me evidences of unexplored and uncultivated 
continents on the other side. 

Who should come to my lodge this mom- 

> ing but a true Homeric or Paphlagonian 
man, — he had so suitable and poetic a 
name that I am sorry I cannot print it here, 
— a Canadian, a wood-chopper and post- 
maker, who can hole fifty posts in a day, 

> who made his last supper on a woodchuck 
which his dog caught. He, too, has heard 
of Homer, and, “if it were not for books,” 
would “not know what to do rainy days,” 
though perhaps he has not read one wholly 

; through for many rainy seasons. Some 
priest who could pronounce the Greek itstif 
taught him to read his verse in the testament 
in his native parish far away; and now I must 
translate to him, while he holds the book, 

• Achilles’ reproof to Patroclus, for his sad 
countenance. — “Why are you in tears, 
Patroclus, like a young girl?” — 
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“Or have you alone heard some news from Phthia? 
They say that Menoetius lives yet, son of Actor, 
And Peleus lives, son of ^acus, among the Myrmi- 
dons, 

Either of whom having died, we should greatly 
grieve.” 

He says, “That’s good.” He has a great 
bundle of white-oak bark under his arm for 
a sick man, gathered this Sunday morning. 
“I suppose there’s no harm in going after 
such a thing to-day,” says he. To him 
Homer was a great writer, though what his 
writing was about he did not know. A more 
simple and natural man it would be hard to 
find. Vice and disease, which cast such a 
sombre moral hue over the world, seemed to 
have hardly any existence for him. He was 
about twenty-eight years old, and had left 
Canada and his father’s house a dozen 
years before to work in the States, and earn 
money to buy a farm with at last, perhaps in 
his native country. He was cast in the coars- 
est mould; a stout but sluggish body, yet 
gracefully carried, with a thick sunburnt 
neck, dark bushy hair, and dull sleepy blue 
eyes, which were occasionally lit up with ex- 
pression. He wore a flat gray cloth cap, a 
dingy wool-colored greatcoat, and cowhide 
boots. He was a great consumer of meat, 
usually carrying his dinner to his work a 
couple of miles past my house, — for he 
chopped all summer, — in a tin pail; cold 
meats, often cold woodchucks, and coffee in 
a stone bottle which dangled by a string 
from his belt; and sometimes he offered me a 
drink. He came along early, crossing my 
beanfield, though without anxiety or haste 
to get to his work, such as Yankees exhibit. 
He wasn’t a-going to hurt himself. He didn’t 
care if he only earned his board. Frequently 
he would leave his dinner in the bushes, when 
his dog had caught a woodchuck by the way, 
and go back a mile and a half to dress it and 
leave it in the cellar of the house where he 
boarded, after deliberating first for half an 
hour whether he could not sink it in the pond 
safely till nightfall, — loving to dwell long 
upon these themes. He would say, as he 
went by in the morning: “How thick the 
pigeons are! If working every day were 
not my trade, I could get 2ill the meat I 
should want by hunting, — pigeons, wood- 


chucks, rabbits, partridges, — by gosh ! I 
could get all I should want for a week in one 
day.” 

He was a skilful chopper, and indulged in 
5 some flourishes and ornaments in his art. 
He cut his trees level and close to the ground 
that the sprouts which came up afterward 
might be more vigorous and a sled might 
slide over the stumps; and instead of leaving 
10 a whole tree to support his corded wood, he 
would pare it away to a slender stake or 
splinter which you could break off with your 
hand at last. 

He interested me because he was so quiet 
15 and solitary and so happy withal: a well of 
good humor and contentment which over- 
flowed at his eyes. His mirth was without 
alloy. Sometimes I saw him at his work in 
the woods, felling trees, and he would greet 
20 me with a laugh of inexpressible satisfaction, 
and a salutation in Canadian French, though 
he spoke English as well. When I approached 
him he would suspend his work, and with 
half-suppressed mirth lie along the trunk of 
25 a pine which he had felled, and, peeling off 
the inner bark, roll it up into a ball and chew 
it while he laughed and talked. Such an 
exuberance of animal spirits had he that 
he sometimes tumbled down and rolled on 
30 the ground wdth laughter at anything which 
made him think and tickled him. Looking 
round upon the trees he would exclaim, — 
“By George ! I can enjoy myself well enough 
here chopping; I want no better sport.” 
35 Sometimes, when at leisure, he amused him- 
self all day in the woods with a pocket 
pistol, firing salutes to himself at regular in- 
tervals as he walked. In the winter he had a 
fire by which at noon he warmed his coffee 
40 in a kettle; and as he sat on a log to eat his 
dinner the chickadees would sometimes come 
round and alight on his arm and peck at the 
potato in his fingers; and he said that he 
“liked to have the little fellers about him.” 

45 In him the animal man chiefly was de- 
veloped. In physical endurance and con- 
tentment he was cousin to the pine and the 
rock. I asked him once if he was not some- 
times tired at night, after working all day; 
50 and he answered with a sincere and serious 
look, “Crorrappit, I never was tired in my 
life.” But the intellectual and what is called 
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Spiritual man in him were slumbering as in 
an infant. He had been instructed only in 
that innocent and ineffectual way in which 
the Catholic priests teach the aborigines, by 
which the pupil is never educated to the 
degree of consciousness, but only to the de- 
gree of trust and reverence, and a child is 
not made a man, but kept a child. When 
Nature made him, she gave him a strong 
body and contentment for his portion, and 
propped him on every side with reverence 
and reliance, that he might live out his three- 
score years and ten a child. He was so genu- 
ine and unsophisticated that no introduction 
would serve to introduce him, more than if 
you introduced a woodchuck to your neigh- 
bor. He had got to find him out as you did. 
He would not play any part. Men paid him 
wages for work, and so helped to feed and 
clothe him; but he never exchanged opin- 
ions with them. He was so simply and nat- 
urally humble — if he can be called humble 
who never aspires — that humility was no 
distinct quality in him, nor could he con- 
ceive of it. Wiser men were demigods to 
him. If you told him that such a one was 
coming, he did as if he thought that anything 
so grand would expect nothing of himself, 
but take all responsibility on itself, and let 
him be forgotten still. He never heard the 
sound of praise. He particularly reverenced 
the writer and the preacher. Their per- 
formances were miracles. When I told him 
that I wrote considerably, he thought for a 
long time that it was merely the handwriting , 
which I meant, for he could write a remark- 
ably good hand himself. I sometimes found 
the name of his native parish handsomely 
Written in the snow by the highway, with 
the proper French accent, and knew that he . 
had passed. I asked him if he ever wished to 
Write his thoughts. He said that he had 
read and written letters for those who could 
not, but he never tried to write thoughts, — 
no, he could not, he could not tell what to . 
put first, it would kill him, and then there 
was spelling to be attended to at the same 
time! 

I heard that a distinguished wise man and 
reformer asked him if he did not want the j 
World to be changed; but he answered with a 
chuckle of surprise in his Canadian accent, 


not knowing that the question had ever been 
entertained before, “No, I like it well 
enough.’’ It would have suggested many 
things to a philosopher to hav^e dealings with 
S him. To a stranger he appeared to know 
nothing of things in general; yet I sometimes 
saw in him a man whom I had not seen be- 
fore, and I did not know whether he was as 
wise as Shakspeare or as simply ignorant as 
;o a child, whether to suspect him of a fine 
poetic consciousness or of stupidity. A towns- 
man told me that when he met him saunter- 
ing through the village in his small close- 
fitting cap, and whistling to himself, he re- 
5 minded him of a prince in disguise. 

His only books were an almanac and an 
arithmetic, in which last he was considerably 
expert. The former was a sort of cyclopaedia 
to him, which he supposed to contain an ab- 
0 stract of human knowledge, as indeed it does 
to a considerable extent. I loved to sound 
him on the various reforms of the day, and he 
never failed to look at them in the most sim- 
ple and practical light. He had never heard 
5 of such things before. Could he do without 
factories? I asked. He had worn the home- 
made Vermont gray, he said, and that was 
good. Could he dispense with tea and coffee? 
Did this country afford any beverage besides 
3 water? He had soaked hemlock leaves in 
water and drunk it, and thought that was 
better than water in warm weather. When 
I asked him if he could do without money, 
he showed the convenience of money in such 
S a way as to suggest and coincide with the 
most philosophical accounts of the origin of 
this institution, and the very derivation of 
the word pecunia. If an ox were his property, 
and he wished to get needles and thread at 
) the store, he thought it would be inconven- 
ient, and impossible soon, to go on mortgag- 
ing some portion of the creature each time to 
that amount. He could defend many insti- 
tutions better than any philosopher, because, 

> in describing them as they concerned him, 
he gave the true reason for their prevalence, 
and speculation had not suggested to him any 
other. At another time, hearing Plato’s 
definition of a man, — a biped without 
) feathers — and that one exhibited a cock 
plucked and called it Plato’s man, he thought 
it an important difference that the knees bent 
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the wrong way. He would sometimes ex- 
claim: “How I love to talk! By Gleorge, I 
could talk all day!” I asked him once, when 
I had not seen him for many months, if he 
had got a new idea this summer. “Glood 
Lord,” said he, “a man that has to work as I 
do, if he does not forget the ideas he has 
had, he will do well. Maybe the man you 
hoe with is inclined to race; then, by gorry, 
your mind must be there; you think of weeds.” 
He would sometimes ask me first, on such 
occasions, if I had made any improvement. 
One winter day I asked him if he was always 
satisfied with himself, wishing to suggest 
a substitute within him for the priest without, 
and some higher motive for living. “Sat- 
isfied!” said he; “some men are satisfied 
with one thing, and some with another. 
One man, perhaps, if he has got enough, will 
be satisfied to sit all day with his back to the 
fire and his belly to the table, by George!” 
Yet I never, by any manoeuvring, could get 
him to take the spiritual view of things; the 
highest that he appeared to conceive of was a 
simple expediency, such as you might expect 
an animal to appreciate; and this, practically, 
is true of most men. If I suggested any im- 
provement in his mode of life, he merely 
answered, without expressing any regret, that 
it was too late. Yet he thoroughly believed 
in honesty and the like virtues. 

There was a certain positive originality, 
however slight, to be detected in him, and I 
occasionally observed that he was thinking 
for himself and expressing his own opinion, 
a phenomenon so rare that I would any day 
walk ten miles to observe it, and it amounted 
to the reorigination of many of the institu- 
tions of society. Though he hesitated, and 
perhaps failed to express himself distinctly, 
he always had a presentable thought behind. 
Yet his thinking was so primitive and im- 
mersed in his animal life, that, though more 
promising than a merely learned man’s, it 
rarely ripened to anything which can be re- 
ported. He suggested that there might be 
men of genius in the lowest grades of life, 
however permanently humble and illiterate, 
who take their own view always, or do not 
pretend to see at all; who are as bottomless 
even as Walden Pond was thought to be, 
though they may be dark and muddy. 


Many a traveller came out of his way to 
see me and the inside of my house, and, as an 
excuse for calling, asked for a glass of water. 
I told them that I drank at the pond, and 
5 pointed thither, offering to lend them a dip- 
per. Far off as I lived, I was not exempted 
from that annual visitation which occurs, 
methinks, about the first of April, when every- 
body is on the move; and I had my share of 
10 good luck, though there were some curious 
specimens among my visitors. Half-witted 
men from the almshouse and elsewhere came 
to see me; but I endeavored to make them 
exercise all the wit they had, and make their 
15 confessions to me; in such cases making wit 
the theme of our conversation; and so was 
compensated. Indeed, I found some of them 
to be wiser than the so-called overseers of the 
poor and selectmen of the town, and thought 
20 it was time that the tables were turned. 
With respect to wit, I learned that there was 
not much difference between the half and 
the whole. One day, in particular, an in- 
offensive, simple-minded pauper, whom with 
25 others I had often seen used as fencing stuff, 
standing or sitting on a bushel in the fields 
to keep cattle and himself from straying, 
visited me, and expressed a wish to live as I 
did. He told me, with the utmost simplicity 
30 and truth, quite superior, or rather injerior^ to 
anything that is called humility, that he 
was “deficient in intellect.” These were 
his words. The Lord had made him so, yet 
he supposed the Lord cared as much for him 
35 as for another. “I have always been so,” 
said he, “from my childhood; I never had 
much mind; I was not like other children; I 
am weak in the head. It was the Lord’s 
will, I suppose.” And there he was to prove 
40 the truth of his words. He was a metaphysi- 
CcJ puzzle to me. I have rarely met a fellow- 
man on such promising ground, — it was 
so simple and sincere and so true, all that he 
said. And, true enough, in proportion as he 
45 appeared to humble himself was he exalted. 
I did not know at first but it was the result 
of a wise policy. It seemed that from such a 
basis of truth and frankness as the poor 
weak-headed pauper had laid, our inter- 
50 course might go forward to something better 
than the intercourse of sages. 

I had some guests from those not reckoned 
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commonly among the town’s poor, but who 
should be; who are among the world’s poor, 
at any rate, guests who appeal not to your 
hospitality, but to your hospitalality; who 
earnestly wish to be helped, and preface 
their appeal with the information that they 
are resolved, for one thing, never to help 
themselves. I require of a visitor that he be 
not actually starving, though he may have 
the very best appetite in the world, however 
he got it. Objects of charity are not guests. 
Men who did not know when their visit 
had terminated, though I went about my 
business again, answering them from greater 
and greater remoteness. Men of almost 
every degree of wit called on me in the mi- 
grating season. Some who had more wits 
than they knew what to do with; runaway 
slaves with plantation manners, who listened 
from time to time, like the fox in the fable, 
as if they heard the hounds a-baying on their 
track, and looked at me beseechingly, as 
much as to say, — 

“O Christian, will you send me back?” 

One real runaway slave, among the rest, 
whom I helped to forward toward the north 
star. Men of one idea, like a hen with one 
chicken, and that a duckling; men of a 
thousand ideas, and unkempt heads, like 
those hens which are made to take charge 
of a hundred chickens, all in pursuit of one 
bug, a score of them lost in every morning’s 
dew, — and become frizzled and mangy in 
consequence; men of ideas instead of legs, 
a sort of intellectual centipede that made you 
crawl all over. One man proposed a book in 
which visitors should write their names, as at 
the White Mountains; but, alas! I have too 
good a memory to make that necessary. 

I could not but notice some of the peculiari- 
ties of my visitors. Girls and boys and young 
women generally seemed glad to be in the 
woods. They looked in the pond and at the 
flowers, and improved their time. Men of 
business, even farmers, thought only of soli- 
tude and employment, and of the great dis- 
tzince at which I dwelt from something or 
other; and though they said that they loved 
a rzunble in the woods occasionzdly, it was 
obvious that they did not. Restless com- 
mitted men, whose time was all taken up in 


getting a living or keeping it; ministers who 
spoke of God as if they enjoyed a monopoly 
of the subject, who could not bear all kinds 
of opinions; doctors, lawyers, uneasy house- 
keepers who pried into my cupboard and 

bed when I was out, — how came Mrs. 

to know that my sheets were not as clean as 
hers? — young men who had ceased to be 
young, and had concluded that it was safest 
to follow the beaten track of the professions, 
— all these generally said that it was not pos- 
sible to do so much good in my position. 
Ay! there was the rub. The old and infirm 
and the timid, of whatever age or sex, thought 
most of sickness, and sudden accident and 
death; to them life seemed full of danger, — 
what danger is there if you don’t think of 
any? — and they thought that a prudent man 
would carefully select the safest position, 
where Dr. B. might be on hand at a moment’s 
warning. To them the village was literally 
a com-mumty^ a league for mutual defence, and 
you would suppose that they would not go a- 
huckleberrying without a medicine chest. 
The amount of it is, if a man is alive, there is 
always danger that he may die, though the 
danger must be allowed to be less in propor- 
tion as he is dead-and-alive to begin with. 
A man sits as many risks as he runs. Finally, 
there were the self-styled reformers, the great- 
est bores of all, who thought that I was for- 
ever singing, — 

This is the house that I built; 

This is the man that lives in the house that I built; 

but they did not know that the third line 
was, — 

These are the folks that worry the man 

That lives in the house that 1 built. 

I did not fear the hen-harriers, for I kept no 
chickens; but I feared the men-harriers 
rather. 

I had more cheering visitors than the last. 
Children come a-berrying, railroad men 
taking a Sunday morning walk in clean 
shirts, fishermen and hunters, poets and 
philosophers, in short, all honest pilgrims, 
who came out to the woods for freedom’s 
sake, and really left the village behind, I 
was ready to greet with, — “Welcome, Eng- 
lishmen! welcome, Englishmen!” for I had 
had communication with that race. 
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Brute Neighbors 

(Wa/i/en, Ch. XII) 

Sometimes I had a companion in my fish- 
ing, who came through the village to my 
house from the other side of the town, and 
the catching of the dinner was as much a 
social exercise as the eating of it. 

Hermit. I wonder what the world is doing 
now. I have not heard so much as a locust 
over the sweet-fern these three hours. The 
pigeons are all asleep upon their roosts, — 
no flutter from them. Was that a farmer’s 
noon horn which sounded from beyond the 
woods just now? The hands are coming in 
to boiled salt beef and cider and Indian 
bread. Why will men worry themselves so? 
He that does not eat need not work. I won- 
der how much they have reaped. Who 
would live there where a body can never 
think for the barking of Bose? And oh, the 
housekeeping ! to keep bright the devil’s 
door-knobs, and scour his tubs this bright 
day! Better not keep a house. Say, some 
hollow tree; and then for morning calls and 
dinnerparties I Only a woodpecker tapping. 
Oh, they swarm; the sun is too warm there: 
they are bom too far into life for me. I have 
water from the spring, and a loaf of brown 
bread on the shelf. — Hark I I hear a rust- 
ling of the leaves. Is it some ill-fed village 
hound yielding to the instinct of the chase? 
or the lost pig which is said to be in these 
woods, whose tracks I saw after the rain? 
It comes on apace; my sumachs and sweet- 
briers tremble. — Eh, Mr. Poet, is it you? 
How do you like the world to-day? 

Poet. See those clouds; how they hang! 
That’s the greatest thing I have seen to-day. 
There’s nothing like it in old paintings, 
nothing like it in foreign lands, — unless 
when we were off the coast of Spain. That’s 
a true Mediterranean sky. I thought, as I 
have my living to get, and have not eaten to- 
day, that I might go a-fishing. That’s the 
true industry for poets. It is the only trade 
I have learned. Come, let’s along. 

Hermit. I cannot resist. My brown bread 
will soon be gone. I will go with you gladly 
soon, but I am just concluding a serious med- 
itation. I think that I am near the end of it. 
Leave me alone, then, for a while. But that 


we may not be delayed, you shall be digging 
the bait meanwhile. Angle-worms are rarely 
to be met with in these parts, where the soil 
was never fattened with manure; the race is 
5 nearly extinct. The sport of digging the bait 
is nearly equal to that of catching the fish, 
when one’s appetite is not too keen; and this 
you may have all to yourself to-day. I would 
advise you to set in the spade down yonder 
lo among the ground-nuts, where you see the 
johnswort waving. I think that I may war- 
rant you one worm to every three sods you 
turn up, if you look well in among the roots 
of the grass, as if you were weeding. Or, if 
15 you choose to go farther, it will not be unwise, 
for I have found the increase of fair bait to be 
very nearly as the squares of the distances. 

Hermit alone. Let me see, where was I? 
Methinks I was nearly in this frame of mind; 
20 the world lay about at this angle. Shall I 
go to heaven or a-fishing? If I should soon 
bring this meditation to an end, would an- 
other so sweet occasion be likely to offer? I 
was as near being resolved into the essence 
25 of things as ever I was in my life. I fear my 
thoughts will not come back to me. If it 
would do any good, I would whistle for them. 
When they make us an offer, is it wise to 
say, We will think of it? My thoughts have 
30 left no track, and I cannot find the path 
again. What was it that I was thinking of? 
It was a very hazy day. I will just try these 
three sentences of Con-fut-see; they may 
fetch that state about again. I know not 
35 whether it was the dumps or a budding 
ecstasy. Mem. There never is but one op- 
portunity of a kind. 

Poet. How now. Hermit, is it too soon? I 
have got just thirteen whole ones, besides 
40 several which are imperfect or undersized; 
but they will do for the smaller fry; they do 
not cover up the hook so much. Those vil- 
lage worms are quite too large; a shiner 
may make a meal off one without finding 
45 the skewer. 

Hermit. Well, then, let’s be off. Shall we 
to the Concord? There’s good sport there if 
the water be not too high. 

50 Why do precisely these objects which we 
behold make a world? Why has man just 
these species of animals for his neighbors; 
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as if nothing but a mouse could have filled 
this crevice? I suspect that Pilpay & Go. 
have put animals to their best use, for they 
are all beasts of burden, in a sense, made to 
carry some portion of our thoughts. 5 

The mice which haunted my house were 
not the common ones, which are said to have 
been introduced into the country, but a wild 
native kind not found in the village. I sent 
one to a distinguished naturalist, and it in- lo 
terested him much. When I was building, 
one of these had its nest underneath the 
house, and before I had laid the second floor, 
and swept out the shavings, would come out 
regularly at lunch time and pick up the 15 
crumbs at my feet. It probably had never 
seen a man before; and it soon became quite 
familiar, and would run over my shoes and 
up my clothes. It could readily ascend the 
sides of the room by short impulses, like a 20 
squirrel, which it resembled in its motions. 

At length, as I leaned with my elbow on the 
bench one day, it ran up my clothes, and 
along my sleeve, and round and round the 
paper which held my dinner, while I kept 25 
the latter close, and dodged and played at 
bo-peep with it; and when at last I held still 
a piece of cheese between my thumb and 
finger, it came and nibbled it, sitting in my 
hand, and afterward cleaned its face and 30 
paws, like a fly, and walked away. 

A phoebe soon built in my shed, and a 
robin for protection in a pine which grew 
against the house. In June the partridge 
{Tetrao umbellus), which is so shy a bird, led 35 
her brood past my windows, from the woods 
in the rear to the front of my house, clucking 
and calling to them like a hen, and in all her 
behavior proving herself the hen of the 
woods. The young suddenly disperse on 40 
your approach, at a signal from the mother, 
as if a whirlwind had swept them away, 
and they so exactly resemble the dried 
leaves and twigs that many a traveller has 
placed his foot in the midst of a brood, and 45 
heard the whir of the old bird as she flew off, 
and her anxious calls and mewing, or seen 
her trail her wings to attract his attention, 
without suspecting their neighborhood. The 
parent will sometimes roll and spin round 50 
before you in such a dishabille, that you can- 
not, for a few moments, detect what kind of 


creature it is. The young squat still and 
flat, often running their heads under a leaf, 
and mind only their mother’s directions 
given from a distance, nor will your approach 
make them run again and betray themselves. 
You may even tread on them, or have your 
eyes on them for a minute, without dis- 
covering them. I have held them in my 
open hand at such a time, and still their only 
care, obedient to their mother and their 
instinct, was to squat there without fear or 
trembling. So perfect is this instinct, that 
once, when I had laid them on the leaves 
again, and one accidentally fell on its side, 
it was found with the rest in exactly the same 
position ten minutes afterward. They are 
not callow like the young of most birds, but 
more perfectly developed and precocious 
even than chickens. The remarkably adult 
yet innocent expression of their open and 
serene eyes is very memorable. All intelli- 
gence seems reflected in them. They sug- 
gest not merely the purity of infancy, but a 
wisdom clarified by experience. Such an 
eye was not born when the bird was, but is 
coeval with the sky it reflects. The woods 
do not yield another such gem. The traveller 
does not often look into such a limpid well. 
The ignorant or reckless sportsman often 
shoots the parent at such a time, and leaves 
these innocents to fall a prey to some prowl- 
ing beast or bird, or gradually mingle with 
the decaying leaves which they so much re- 
semble. It is said that when hatched by a 
hen they will directly disperse on some alarm, 
and so are lost, for they never hear the moth- 
er’s call which gathers them again. These 
were my hens and chickens. 

It is remarkable how many creatures live 
wild and free though secret in the woods, 
and still sustain themselves in the neighbor- 
hood of towns, suspected by hunters only. 
How retired the otter manages to live here! 
He grows to be four feet long, as big as a 
small boy, perhaps without any human 
being getting a glimpse of him. I former .y 
saw the raccoon in the woods behind where 
my house is built, and probably still heard 
their whinnering at night. Commonly I 
rested an hour or two in the shade at noon, 
after planting, and ate my lunch, and read 
a little by a spring which was the source of 
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a swamp and of a brook, oozing from under 
Brister’s Hill, half a mile from my field. 
The approach to this was through a suc- 
cession of descending grassy hollows, full of 
young pitch-pines, into a larger wood about s 
the swamp. There, in a very secluded and 
shaded spot, under a spreading white-pine, 
there was yet a clean firm sward to sit on. I 
had dug out the spring and made a well of 
clear gray water, where I could dip up a n 
pailful without roiling it, and thither I went 
for this purpose almost every day in mid- 
summer, when the pond was warmest. 
Thither too the woodcock led her brood, to 
probe the mud for worms, flying but a foot i 
above them down the bank, while they ran 
in a troop beneath; but at last, spying me, 
she would leave her young and circle round 
and round me, nearer and nearer till within 
four or five feet, pretending broken wings 2 
and legs, to attract my attention, and get off 
her young, who would already have taken 
up their march, with faint wiry peep, single 
file through the swamp, as she directed. 
Or I heard the peep of the young when I 2 
could not see the parent bird. There too 
the turtle-doves sat over the spring, or flut- 
tered from bough to bough of the soft white 
pines over my head; or the red squirrel, 
coursing down the nearest bough, was par- : 
ticularly familiar and inquisitive. You 
only need sit still long enough in some at- 
tractive spot in the woods that all its in- 
habitants may exhibit themselves to you by 
turns. : 

I was witness to events of a less peaceful 
character. One day when I went out to my 
wood-pile, or rather my pile of stumps, I 
observed two large ants, the one red, the 
other much larger, nearly half an inch long, , 
and black, fiercely contending with one 
another. Having once got hold they never 
let go, but struggled and wrestled and rolled 
on the chips incessantly. Looking farther, 

I was surprised to find that the chips were 
covered with such combatants, that it was 
not a duellum, but a bellum, a war between 
two races of ants, the red always pitted 
against the black, and frequently two red 
ones to one black. The legions of these 
Myrmidons covered all the hills and vales 
in my wood-yard, and the ground was al- 


ready strewn with the dead and dying, both 
red and black. It was the only battle which 
I have ever witnessed, the only battle-field I 
ever trod while the battle was raging; in- 
ternecine war; the red republicans on the 
one hand, and the black imperialists on the 
other. On every side they were engaged in 
deadly combat, yet without any noise that 
I could hear, and human soldiers never 
fought so resolutely. I watched a couple 
that were fast locked in each other’s em- 
braces, in a little sunny valley amid the 
chips, now at noonday prepared to fight till 
the sun went down, or life went out. The 
smaller red champion had fastened himself 
like a vice to his adversary’s front, and 
through all the tumblings on that field never 
for an instant ceased to gnaw at one of his 
feelers near the root, having already caused 
the other to go by the board; while the 
stronger black one dashed him from side to 
side, and, as I saw on looking nearer, had 
already divested him of several of his mem- 
bers. They fought with more pertinacity 
than bull-dogs. Neither manifested the 
least disposition to retreat. It was evident 
that their battle-cry was Conquer or die. In 
the meanwhile there came along a single 
red ant on the hill side of this valley, evi- 
I dently full of excitement, who either had 
despatched his foe, or had not yet taken part 
in the battle; probably the latter, for he had 
lost none of his limbs; whose mother had 
charged him to return with his shield or 
; upon it. Or perchance he was some Achilles, 
who had nourished his wrath apart, and had 
now come to avenge or rescue his Patroclus. 
He saw this unequal combat from afar, — 
for the blacks were nearly twice the size of 
) the red, — he drew near with rapid pace till 
he stood on his guard within hailf an inch of 
the combatants; then, watching his oppor- 
tunity, he sprang upon the black warrior, 
and commenced his operations near the root 
5 of his right fore-leg, leaving the foe to select 
among his own members; and so there were 
three united for life, as if a new kind of at- 
traction had been invented which put all 
other locks and cements to shame. I should 
0 not have wondered by this time to find that 
they had their respective musical bands sta- 
tioned on some eminent chip, and playing 
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their national airs the while, to excite the 
slow and cheer the dying combatants. I was 
myself excited somewhat even as if they had 
been men. The more you think of it, the 
less the difference. And certainly there is 5 
not the fight recorded in Concord history, 
at least, if in the history of America, that 
will bear a moment’s comparison with this, 
whether for the numbers engaged in it, or for 
the patriotism and heroism displayed. For 10 
numbers and for carnage it was an Austerlitz 
or Dresden. Concord Fight! Two killed 
on the patriots’ side, and Luther Blanchard 
wounded 1 Why, here every ant was a 
Buttrick, — “Fire! for God’s sake fire!” — 15 
and thousands shared the fate of Davis and 
Hosmer. There was not one hireling there. 

I have no doubt that it was a principle they 
fought for, as much as our ancestors, and 
not to avoid a three-penny tax on their tea; 20 
and the results of this battle will be as im- 
portant and memorable to those whom it 
concerns as those of the battle of Bunker Hill, 
at least. 

I took up the chip on which the three I have 25 
particularly described were struggling, car- 
ried it into my house, and placed it under a 
tumbler on my window-sill, in order to see the 
issue. Holding a microscope to the first- 
mentioned red ant, I saw that, though he was 30 
assiduously gnawing at the near fore-leg of 
his enemy, having severed his remaining 
feeler, his own breast was all torn away, ex- 
posing what vitals he had there to the jaws 
of the black warrior, whose breast-plate was 35 
apparently too thick for him to pierce; and 
the dark carbuncles of the sufferer’s eyes 
shone with ferocity such as war only could 
excite. They struggled half an hour longer 
under the tumbler, and when I looked again 40 
the black soldier had severed the heads of 
his foes from their bodies, and the still living 
heads were hanging on either side of him like 
ghastly trophies at his saddle-bow, still ap- 
parently as firmly fastened as ever, and he 45 
was endeavoring with feeble struggles, being 
without feelers and with only the remnant 
of a leg, and I know not how many other 
wounds, to divest himself of them; which at 
length, after half an hour more, he accom- 50 
plished. I raised the glass, and he went off 
over the window-sill in that crippled state. 


Whether he finally survived that combat, 
and spent the remainder of his days in some 
Hotel des Invalides, I do not know; but J 
thought that his industry would not be worth 
much thereafter. I never learned which 
party was victorious, nor the cause of the 
war; but I felt for the rest of that day as if 
I had had my feelings excited and harrowed 
by witnessing the struggle, the ferocity and 
carnage, of a human battle before my door. 

Kirby and Spence tell us that the battles 
of ants have long been celebrated and the 
date of them recorded, though they say that 
Huber is the only modem author who ap- 
pears to have witnessed them. “.^Tineas 
Sylvius,” say they, “after giving a very cir- 
cumstantial account of one contested with 
great obstinacy by a great and small species 
on the trunk of a pear tree,” adds that “ ‘This 
action was fought in the pontificate of Eu- 
genius the Fourth, in the presence of Nicholas 
Pistoriensis, an eminent lawyer, who related 
the whole history of the battle with the great- 
est fidelity.’ A similar engagement between 
great and small ants is recorded by Olaus 
Magnus, in which the small ones, being 
victorious, are said to have buried the bodies 
of their own soldiers, but left those of their 
giant enemies a prey to the birds. This event 
happened previous to the expulsion of the 
tyrant Christiern the Second from Sweden.” 
The battle which I witnessed took place 
in the Presidency of Polk, five years before 
the passage of Webster’s Fugitive-Slave Bill. 

Ivlany a village Bose, fit only to course a 
mud-turtle in a victualling cellar, sported his 
heavy quarters in the woods, without the 
knowledge of his master, and ineffectually 
smelled at old fox burrows and woodchucks’ 
holes; led perchance by some slight cur which 
nimbly threaded the wood, and might still 
inspire a natural terror in its denizens; now 
far behind his guide, barking like a canine 
bull toward some small squirrel which had 
treed itself for scmtiny, then, cantering off, 
bending the bushes with his weight, imagin 
ing that he is on the track of some stray mem- 
ber of the jerbilla family. Once I was sur- 
prised to see a cat walking along the stony 
shore of the pond, for they rarely wander so 
far from home. The surprise was mutual. 
Nevertheless the most domestic cat, which 
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has lain on a rug all her days, appears quite 
at home in the woods, and, by her sly and 
stealthy behavior, proves herself more native 
there than the regular inhabitants. Once, 
when berrying, I met with a cat with young 
kittens in the woods, quite wild, and they all, 
like their mother, had their backs up and 
were fiercely spitting at me. A few years 
before I lived in the woods there was what 
was called a “winged cat” in one of the farm- 
houses in Lincoln nearest the pond, Mr. 
Gilian Baker’s. When I called to see her in 
June, 1842, she was gone a-hunting in the 
woods, as was her wont (I am not sure 
whether it was a male or female, and so use 
the more common pronoun), but her mis- 
tress told me that she came into the neighbor- 
hood a little more than a year before, in 
April, and was finally taken into their house; 
that she was of a dark brownish gray color, 
with a white spot on her throat, and white 
feet, and had a large bushy tail like a fox; 
that in the winter the fur grew thick and 
flatted out along her sides, forming strips 
ten or twelve inches long by two and a half 
wide, and under her chin like a muff, the 
upper side loose, the under matted like felt, 
and in the spring these appendages dropped 
off. They gave me a pair of her “wings,” 
which I keep still. There is no appearance 
of a membrane about them. Some thought 
it was part flying squirrel or some other wild 
animal, which is not impossible, for, accord- 
ing to naturalists, prolific hybrids have been 
produced by the union of the marten and 
domestic cat. This would have been the 
right kind of cat for me to keep, if I had kept 
any; for why should not a poet’s cat be 
winged as well as his horse? 

In the fall the loon {Colymbus glacialis) 
came, as usual, to moult and bathe in the 
pond, making the woods ring with his wild 
laughter before I had risen. At rumor of his 
arrival all the Milldam sportsmen are on the 
alert, in gigs and on foot, two by two and 
three by three, with patent rifles and conical 
balls and spy-glasses. They come rustling 
through the woods like autumn leaves, at 
least ten men to one loon. Some station 
themselves on this side of the pond, some on 
that, for the poor bird cannot be omnipres- 
ent; if he dive here he must come up there. 


But now the kind October wind rises, rustling 
the leaves and rippling the surface of the 
water, so that no loon can be heard or seen, 
though his foes sweep the pond with spy- 
5 glasses, and make the woods resound with 
their discharges. The waves generously rise 
and dash angrily, taking sides with all water- 
fowl, and our sportsmen must beat a retreat 
to town and shop and unfinished jobs. But 
10 they were too often successful. • When I went 
to get a pail of water early in the morning, I 
frequently saw this stately bird sailing out of 
my cove within a few rods. If I endeavored 
to overtake him in a boat, in order to see 
15 how he would manoeuvre, he would dive and 
be completely lost, so that I did not discover 
him again, sometimes, till the latter part of 
the day. But I was more than a match for 
him on the surface. He commonly went off 
20 in a rain. 

As I was paddling along the north shore one 
very calm October afternoon, for such days 
especially they settle on to the lakes, like 
the milkweed down, having looked in vain 
25 over the pond for a loon, suddenly one, 
sailing out from the shore toward the middle 
a few rods in front of me, set up his wild 
laugh and betrayed himself. I pursued with 
a paddle and he dived, but when he came 
30 up I was nearer than before. He dived again 
but I miscalculated the direction he would 
take, and we were fifty rods apart when he 
came to the surface this time, for I had 
helped to widen the interval; and again he 
35 laughed long and loud, and with more reason 
than before. He manoeuvred so cunningly 
that I could not get within half a dozen rods 
of him. Each time, when he came to the 
surface, turning his head this way and that, 
40 he coolly surveyed the water and the land, 
and apparently chose his course so that he 
might come up where there was the widest 
expanse of water and at the greatest distance 
from the boat. It was surprising how quickly 
45 he made up his mind and put his resolve 
into execution. He led me at once to the 
widest part of the pond, and could not be 
driven from it. While he was thinking one 
thing in his brain, I was endeavoring to 
50 divine his thought in mine. It was a pretty 
game, played on the smooth surface of the 
pond a man against a loon. Suddenly your 
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adversary’s checker disappears beneath the 
board, and the problem is to place yours 
nearest to where his will appear again. 
Sometimes he would come up unexpectedly 
on the opposite side of me, having apparently 
passed directly under the boat. So long 
winded was he and so unweariable, that 
when he had swum farthest he would im- 
mediately plunge again, nevertheless; and 
then no wit could divine where in the deep 
pond, beneath the smooth surface, he might 
be speeding his way like a fish, for he had 
time and ability to visit the bottom of the 
pond in its deepest part. It is said that loons 
have been caught in the New York lakes 
eighty feet beneath the surface, with hooks 
set for trout, — though Walden is deeper 
than that. How surprised must the fishes be 
to see this ungainly visitor from another 
sphere speeding his way amid their schools! 
Yet he appeared to know his course as surely 
under water as on the surface, and swam 
much faster there. Once or twice I saw a 
ripple where he approached the surface, 
just put his head out to reconnoitre, and 
instantly dived again. I found that it was 
as well for me to rest on my oars and wait 
his reappearing as to endeavor to calculate 
where he would rise; for again and again, 
when I was straining my eyes over the sur- 
face one way, I would suddenly be startled 
by his unearthly laugh behind me. But 
why, after displaying so much cunning, did 
he invariably betray himself the moment he 
came up by that loud laugh? Did not his 
white breast enough betray him? He was 
indeed a silly loon, I thought. I could com- 
monly hear the plash of the water when he 
came up, and so also detected him. But 
after an hour he seemed as fresh ais ever, 
dived as willingly and swam yet farther than 
at first. It was surprising to see how serenely 
he sailed off with unruffled breast when he 
came to the surface, doing all the work with 
his webbed feet beneath. His usual note was 
this demoniac laughter, yet somewhat like 
that of a water-fowl; but occasionally, when 
he had balked me most successfully and 
come up a long way off, he uttered a long- 
drawn unearthly howl, probably more like 
that of a wolf than any bird; as when a beast 
puts his muzzle to the ground and deliberately 


howls. This was his looning, — perhaps the 
wildest sound that is ever heard here, mak- 
ing the woods ring far and wide. I con- 
cluded that he laughed in derision of my 
efforts, confident of his own resources. 
Though the sky was by this time overcast, 
the pond was so smooth that I could see 
where he broke the surface when I did not 
hear him. His white breast, the stillness of 
the air, and the smoothness of the water were 
all against him. At length, having come up 
fifty rods off, he uttered one of those pro- 
longed howls, as if calling on the god of loons 
to aid him, and immediately there came a 
wind from the east and rippled the surface, 
and filled the whole air with misty rain, and 
I w'as impressed as if it were the prayer of 
the loon answered, and his god was angry 
with me; and so I left him disappearing far 
away on the tumultuous surface. 

For hours, in fall days, I watched the ducks 
cunningly tack and veer and hold the middle 
of the pond, far from the sportsman; tricks 
which they will have less need to practice in 
Louisiana bayous. When compelled to rise 
they would sometimes circle round and round 
and over the pond at a considerable height, 
from which they could easily see to other 
ponds and the river, like black motes in the 
sky; and when I thought they had gone off 
thither long since, they would settle down by 
a slanting flight of a quarter of a mile on to 
a distant part which was left free; but what 
besides safety they got by sailing in the 
middle of Walden I do not know, unless they 
love its water for the same reason that I do. 

Conclusion 

{Walden, Gh. XVHI) 

To the sick the doctors wisely recommend a 
change of air and scenery. Thank Heaven, 
here is not all the world. The buckeye does 
not grow in New England, and the mocking- 
bird is rarely heard here. The wild goose i 
more of a cosmopolite than we; he breaks his 
fast in Canada, takes a luncheon in the Ohio, 
and plumes himself for the night in a southern 
bayou. Even the bison to some extent keeps 
pace with the seasons, cropping the pastures 
of the Colorado only till a greener and 
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sweeter grass awaits him by the Yellowstone. 
Yet we think that if rail-fences are pulled 
down, and stone-walls piled up on our farms, 
bounds are henceforth set to our lives and our 
fates decided. If you are chosen town clerk, 5 
forsooth, you cannot go to Terra del Fuego 
this summer; but you may go to the land of 
infernal fire nevertheless. The universe is 
wider than our views of it. 

Yet we should oftener look over the tafferel 10 
of our craft, like curious passengers, and not 
make the voyage like stupid sailors picking 
oakum. The other side of the globe is but the 
home of our correspondent. Our voyage is 
only great-circle sailing, and the doctors pre- 15 
scribe for diseases of the skin merely. One 
hastens to Southern Africa to chase the gi- 
raffe; but surely that is not the game he would 
be after. How long, pray, would a man hunt 
giraffes if he could? Snipes and woodcocks 20 
also may afford rare sport; but I trust it would 
be nobler game to shoot one’s self. — 

“Direct your eye right inward, and you’ll find 

A thousand regions in your mind 

Yet undiscovered. Travel them, and be 25 

Expert in homc-cosmography.” 

What does Africa, — what does the West 
stand for? Is not our own interior white on 
the chart? black though it may prove, like the 
coast, when discovered. Is it the source of the 30 
Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a 
Northwest Passage around this continent, 
that we would find? Are these the problems 
which most concern mankind? Is Franklin the 
only man who is lost, that his wife should be 35 
so earnest to find him? Does Mr. Grinnell 
know where he himself is? Be rather the 
Mungo Park, the Lewis and Clarke and Fro- 
bisher, of your own streams and oceans; ex- 
plore your own higher latitudes, — with ship- 40 
loads of preserved meats to support you, if 
they be necessary; and pile the empty cans 
sky-high for a sign. Were preserved meats 
invented to preserve meat merely? Nay, be a 
Columbus to whole new continents and 45 
worlds within you, opening new channels, 
not of trade, but of thought. Every man is 
the lord of a realm beside which the earthly 
empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hum- 
mock left by the ice. Yet some can be pa- 50 
triotic who have no jr^-respect, and sacrifice 
tlie greater to the less. They love the soil 


which makes their graves, but have no sym- 
pathy with the spirit which may still animate 
their clay. Patriotism is a maggot in their 
heads. What was the meaning of that South- 
Sea Exploring Expedition, with all its parade 
and expense, but an indirect recognition of 
the fact that there are continents and seas in 
the moral world, to which every man is an 
isthmus or an inlet, yet unexplored by him, 
but that it is easier to sail many thousand 
miles through cold and storm and cannibals, 
in a government ship, with five hundred men 
and boys to assist one, than it is to explore the 
private sea, the Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of 
one’s being alone, — 

“Erret, et extremes alter scrutetur Iberos. 

Plus habet hie vitae, plus habet file viae.” 

“Let them wander and scrutinize the outlandish 
Australians. 

I have more of God, they more of the road.” 

It is not worth the while to go round the 
world to count the cats in Zanzibar. Yet do 
this even till you can do better, and you may 
perhaps find some “Symmes’ Hole” by which 
to get at the inside at last. England and 
France, Spain and Portugal, Gold Coast and 
Slave Coast, all front on this private sea; but 
no bark from them has ventured out sight of 
land, though it is without doubt the direct 
way to India. If you would learn to speak all 
tongues and conform to the customs of all na- 
tions, if you would travel farther than all 
travellers, be naturalized in all climes, and 
cause the Sphinx to dash her head against a 
stone, even obey the precept of the old phi- 
losopher, and Explore thyself. Herein are 
demanded the eye and the nerve. Only the 
defeated and deserters go to the wars, cowards 
that run away and enlist. Start now on that 
farthest western way, which does not pause at 
the Mississippi or the Pacific, nor conduct 
toward a wornout China or Japan, but leads 
on direct a tangent to this sphere, summer 
and winter, day and night, sun down, moon 
down, and at last earth down too. 

It is said that Mirabeau took to highway 
robbery “to ascertain what degree of resolu- 
tion was necessary in order to place one’s self 
in formal opposition to the most sacred laws 
of society.” He declared that “a soldier who 
fights in the ranks does not require half so 
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courage as a foot-pad,” — “that honor 
and religion have never stood in the way of a 
well-considered and a firm resolve.” This 
was manly, as the world goes; and yet it was 
idle, if not desperate. A saner man would 5 
have found himself often enough “in formal 
opposition” to what are deemed “the most 
sacred laws of society,” through obedience to 
yet more sacred laws, and so have tested his 
resolution without going out of his way. It is 10 
not for a man to put himself in such an atti- 
tude to society, but to maintain himself in 
whatever attitude he find himself through 
obedience to the laws of his being, which will 
never be one of opposition to a just govern- 15 
ment, if he should chance to meet with such. 

I left the woods for as good a reason as I 
went there. Perhaps it seemed to me that I 
had several more lives to live, and could not 
spare any more time for that one. It is re- 20 
markable how easily and insensibly we fall 
into a particular route, and make a beaten 
track for ourselves. I had not lived there a 
week before my feet wore a path from my 
door to the pond-side; and though it is five or 25 
six years since I trod it, it is still quite distinct. 

It is true, I fear that others may have fallen 
into it, and so helped to keep it open. The 
surface of the earth is soft and impressible by 
the feet of men; and so with the paths which 30 
the mind travels. How worn and dusty, 
then, must be the highways of the world, how 
deep the ruts of tradition and conformity! I 
did not wish to take a cabin passage, but 
rather to go before the mast and on the deck 35 
of the world, for there I could best see the 
moonlight amid the mountains. I do not 
wish to go below now. 

I learned this, at least, by my experiment: 
that if one advances confidently in the direc- 40 
tion of his dreams, and endeavors to live the 
life which he has imagined, he will meet with 
a success unexpected in common hours. He 
will put some things behind, will pass an in- 
visible boundary; new, universal, and more 45 
liberal laws will begin to establish themselves 
around and within him; or the old laws be 
expanded, and interpreted in his favor in a 
more liberal sense, and he will live with the 
license of a higher order of beings. In propor- 50 
tion as he simplifies his life, the laws of the 
universe will appear less complex, and soli- 


tude will not be solitude, nor poverty povi 
erty, nor weakness weakness. If you have 
built castles in the air, your work need not be 
lost; that is where they should be. Now put 
the foundations under them. 

It is a ridiculous demand which England 
and America make, that you shall speak so 
that they can understand you. Neither men 
nor toadstools grow so. As if that were im- 
portant, and there were not enough to under- 
stand you without them. As if Nature could 
support but one order of understandings, 
could not sustain birds as well as quadrupeds, 
flying as well as creeping things, and hush and 
who, which Bright can understand, were the 
best English. As if there were safety in stu- 
pidity alone. I fear chiefly lest my expression 
may not be extra-vagant enough, may not wan- 
der far enough beyond the narrow limits of 
my daily experience, so as to be adequate to 
the truth of which I have been convinced. 
Extravagance! it depends on how you are 
yarded. The migrating buffalo which seeks 
new pastures in another latitude, is not ex- 
travagant like the cow which kicks over the 
pail, leaps the cowyard fence, and runs after 
her calf, in milking-time. I desire to speak 
somewhere without bounds; like a man in a 
waking moment, to men in their waking 
moments; for I am convinced that I cannot 
exaggerate enough even to lay the foundation 
of a true expression. Who that has heard a 
strain of music feared then lest he should 
speak extravagantly any more forever? In 
view of the future of possible, we should live 
quite laxly and undefined in front, our out- 
lines dim and misty on that side; as our shad- 
ows reveal an insensible perspiration toward 
the sun. The volatile truth of our words 
should continually betray the inadequacy of 
the residual statement. Their truth is in- 
stantly translated; its literal monument alone 
remains. The words which express our faith 
and piety are not definite; yet they are signifi- 
cant and fragrant like frankincense to supe- 
rior natures. 

Why level downward to our dullest percep- 
tion always, and praise that as common 
sense? The commonest sense is the sense of 
men asleep, which they express by snoring. 
Sometimes we are inclined to class those who 
are once-and-a-half-witted with the half- 
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witted, because we appreciate only a third 
part of their wit. Some would find fault with 
the morning-red, if they ever got up early 
enough. “They pretend,” as I hear, “that 
the verses of Kabir have four different senses: 
illusion, spirit, intellect, and the exoteric doc- 
trine of the Vedas;” but in this part of the 
world it is considered a ground for complaint 
if a man’s writings admit of more than one 
interpretation. While England endeavors to 
cure the potato-rot, will not any endeavor to 
cure the brain-rot, which prevails so much 
more widely and fatally? 

I do not suppose that I have attained to 
obscurity, but I should be proud if no more 
fatal fault were found with my pages on this 
score than was found with the Walden ice. 
Southern customers objected to its blue color, 
which is the evidence of its purity, as if it were 
muddy, and preferred the Cambridge ice, 
which is white, but tastes of weeds. The pur- 
ity men love is like the mists which envelop 
the earth, and not like the azure ether beyond. 

Some are dinning in our ears that we Amer- 
icans, and moderns generally, are intellectual 
dwarfs compared with the ancients, or even 
the Elizabethan men. But what is that to the 
purpose? A living dog is better than a dead 
lion. Shall a man go and hang himself be- 
cause he belongs to the race of pygmies, and 
not be the biggest pygmy that he can? Let 
every one mind his own business, and en- 
deavor to be what he was made. 

Why should we be in such desperate haste 
to succeed, and in such desperate enterprises? 
If a man does not keep pace with his compan- 
ions, perhaps it is because he hears a different 
drummer. Let him step to the music which 
he hears, however measured or far away. It 
is not important that he should mature as 
soon as an apple tree or an oak. Shall he 
turn his spring into summer? If the condi- 
tion of things which we were made for is not 
yet, what were any reality which we can sub- 
stitute? We will not be shipwrecked on a 
vain reality. Shall we with pains erect a 
heaven of blue glass over ourselves, though 
when it is done we shall be sure to gaze still at 
the true ethereal heaven far above, as if the 
former were not? 

There was an artist in the city of Kouroo 
who was disposed to strive after perfection. 


One day it came into his mind to make a 
staff. Having considered that in an imper- 
fect work time is an ingredient, but into a per- 
fect work time does not enter, he said to him- 
5 self. It shall be perfect in all respects, though 
I should do nothing else in my life. He pro- 
ceeded instantly to the forest for wood, being 
resolved that it should not be made of un- 
suitable material; and as he searched for and 
10 rejected stick after stick, his friends gradually 
deserted him, for they grew old in their works 
and died, but he grew not older by a moment. 
His singleness of purpose and resolution, and 
his elevated piety, endowed him, without his 
IS knowledge, with perennial youth. As he 
made no compromise with Time, Time kept 
out of his way, and only sighed at a distance 
because he could not overcome him. Before 
he had found a stock in all respects suitable 
20 the city of Kouroo was a hoary ruin, and he 
sat on one of its mounds to peel the stick. Be- 
fore he had given it the proper shape the 
dynasty of the Candahars was at an end, and 
with the point of the stick he wrote the name 
25 of the last of that race in the sand, and then 
resumed his work. By the time he had 
smoothed and polished the staff Kalpa was 
no longer the pole-star; and ere he had put on 
the ferule and the head adorned with precious 
30 stones, Brahma had awoke and slumbered 
many times. But why do I stay to mention 
these things? When the finishing stroke was 
put to his work, it suddenly expanded before 
the eyes of the astonished artist into the fairest 
35 of all the creations of Brahma. He had made 
a new system in making a staff, a world with 
full and fair proportions; in which, though 
the old cities and dynasties had passed away, 
fairer and more glorious ones had taken their 
40 places. And now he saw by the heap of shav- 
ings still fresh at his feet, that, for him and his 
work, the former lapse of time had been an 
illusion, and that no more time had elapsed 
than is required for a single scintillation from 
45 the brain of Brahma to fall on and inflame 
the tinder of a mortal brain. The material 
was pure, and his art was pure; how could the 
result be other than wonderful? 

No face which we can give to a matter will 
50 stead us so well at last as the truth. This 
alone wears well. For the most part, we are 
not where we are, but in a false position. 
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Through an infirmity of our natures, we sup- and meanness gather around us, “and lo ! 

pose a case, and put ourselves into it, and creation widens to our view.” We are often 

hence are in two cases at the same time, and reminded that if there were bestowed on us 

it is doubly difficult to get out. In sane mo- the wealth of Croesus, our aims must still be 

ments we regard only the facts, the case that 5 the same, and our means essentially the same, 
is. Say what you have to say, not what you Moreover, if you are restricted in your range 

ought. Any truth is better than make-be- by poverty, if you cannot buy books and 

lieve. Tom Hyde, the tinker, standing on the newspapers, for instance, you are but confined 

gallows, was asked if he had anything to say. to the most significant and vital experiences; 

“Tell the tailors,” said he, “to remember to 10 you are compelled to deal with the material 
make a knot in their thread before they take which yields the most sugar and the most 

the first stitch.” His companion’s prayer is starch. It is life near the bone where it is 

forgotten. sweetest. You are defended from being a 

However mean your life is, meet it and live trifler. No man loses ever on a lower level by 

it; do not shun it and call it hard names. It 15 magnanimity on a higher. Superfluous 

is not so bad as you are. It looks poorest wealth can buy superfluities only, ^loney is 

when you are richest. The fault-finder will not required to buy one necessary of the soul, 

find faults even in paradise. Love your life, I live in the angle of a leaden wall, into 

poor as it is. You may perhaps have some whose composition was poured a little alloy 
pleasant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a 20 of bell metal. Often, in the repose of my 
poorhouse. The setting sun is reflected from midday, there reaches my ears a confused 
the windows of the almshouse as brightly as tintinnabulum from without. It is the noise of 
from the rich man’s abode; the snow melts my contemporaries. My neighbors tell me of 
before its door as early in the spring. I do their adventures with famous gentlemen and 
not see but a quiet mind may live as content- 25 ladies, what notabilities they met at the 
edly there, and have as cheering thoughts, as dinner-table; but I am no more interested in 
in a palace. The town’s poor seem to me such things than in the contents of the Daily 
often to live the most independent lives of Times. The interest and the conversation are 
any. Maybe they are simply great enough to about costume and manners chiefly; but a 
receive without misgiving. Most think that 30 goose is a goose still, dress it as you will. They 
they are above being supported by the town; tell me of California and T exas, of England 

but it oftener happens that they are not above and the Indies, of the Hon. Mr. of 

supporting themselves by dishonest means, Georgia or of Massachusetts, all transient and 
which should be more disreputable. Gulti- fleeting phenomena, till I am ready to leap 
vate poverty like a garden herb, like sage. 35 from their court-yard like the Mameluke bey. 
Do not trouble yourself much to get new I delight to come to my bearings, — not walk 
things, whether clothes or friends. Turn the in procession with pomp and parade, in a 
old; return to them. Things do not change; conspicuous place, but to walk even with the 
we change. Sell your clothes and keep your Builder of the universe, if I may, — not to 
thoughts. God will see that you do not want 40 live in this restless, nervous, bustling, trivial 
society. If I were confined to a corner of a Nineteenth Century, but stand or sit thought- 

garret all my days, like a spider, the world fully while it goes by. What are men cele- 

would be just as large to me while I had my brating? They are all on a committee of ar- 

thoughts about me. The philosopher said: rangements, and hourly expect a speech from 

“From an army of three divisions one can 45 somebody. God is only the president of the 
take away its general, and put it in disorder; day, and Webster is His orator. I love to 

from the man the most abject and vulgar one weigh, to settle, to gravitate toward that 

cannot take away his thought.” Do not seek which most strongly and rightfully attracts 
so anxiously to be developed, to subject your- me; — not hang by the beam of the scale and 
self to many influences to be played on; it is all 50 try to weigh less, — not suppose a case, but 
dissipation. Humility like darkness reveals take the case that is; to travel the only path I 
the heavenly lights. The shadows of poverty can, and that on which no power can resist 
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me. It affords me no satisfaction to com- 
mence to spring an arch before I have got a 
solid foundation. Let us not play at kittly- 
benders. There is a solid bottom everywhere. 
We read that the traveller asked the boy if the 5 
swamp before him had a hard bottom. The 
boy replied that it had. But presently the 
traveller’s horse sank in up to the girths, and 
he observed to the boy, ‘T thought you said 
that this bog had a hard bottom.” “So it 10 
has,” answered the latter, “but you have not 
got half way to it yet.” So it is with the bogs 
and quicksands of society; but he is an old 
boy that knows it. Only what is thought, 
said, or done at a certain rare coincidence is 15 
good. I would not be one of those who will 
foolishly drive a nail into mere lath and plas- 
tering; such a deed would keep me awake 
nights. Give me a hammer, and let me feel 
for the furring. Do not depend on the putty. 20 
Drive a nail home and clinch it so faithfully 
that you can wake up in the night and think 
of your work with satisfaction, — a work at 
which you would not be ashamed to invoke 
the Muse. So will help you God, and so only. 25 
Every nail driven should be as another rivet 
in the machine of the universe, you carrying 
on the work. 

Rather than love, than money, than fame, 
give me truth. I sat at a table where were 30 
rich food and wine in abundance, and obse- 
quious attendance, but sincerity and truth 
were not; and I went away hungry from the 
inhospitable board. The hospitality was as 
cold as the ices. I thought that there was no 35 
need of ice to freeze them. They talked to 
me of the age of the wine and the fame of the 
vintage; but I thought of an older, a newer, 
and purer wine, of a more glorious vintage, 
which they had not got, and could not buy. 40 
The style, the house and grounds and “enter- 
tainment,” pass for nothing with me. I 
called on the king, but he made me wait in 
his hall, and conducted like a man incapaci- 
tated for hospitality. There was a man in 45 
my neighborhood who lived in a hollow tree. 

His manners were truly regal. I should have 
done better had I called on him. 

How long shall we sit in our porticos prac- 
tising idle and musty virtues, which any work 50 
would make impertinent? As if one were to 
begin the day with long-suffering, and hire a 


man to hoe his potatoes; and in the afternoon 
go forth to practise Christian meekness and 
charity with goodness aforethought! Con- 
sider the China pride and stagnant self-com- 
placency of mankind. This generation re- 
clines a little to congratulate itself on being 
the last of an illustrious line; and in Boston 
and London and Paris and Rome, thinking of 
its long descent, it speaks of its progress in art 
and science and literature with satisfaction. 
There are the Records of the Philosophical 
Societies, and the public Eulogies of Great 
Men! It is the good Adam contemplating his 
own virtue. “Yes, we have done great deeds, 
and sung divine songs, which shall never 
die,” — that is, as long as we can remember 
them. The learned societies and great men 
of Assyria, — where are they? What youth- 
ful philosophers and experimentalists we are I 
There is not one of my readers who has yet 
lived a whole human life. These may be but 
the spring months in the life of the race. If 
we have had the seven-years’ itch, we have 
not seen the seventeen-year locust yet in Con- 
cord. We are acquainted with a mere pellicle 
of the globe on which we live. Most have not 
delved six feet beneath the surface, nor leaped 
as many above it. We know not where we 
are. Besides, we are sound asleep nearly half 
our time. Yet we esteem ourselves wise, and 
have an established order on the surface. 
Truly, we are deep thinkers, we are ambitious 
spirits! As I stand over the insect crawling 
amid the pine needles on the forest floor, and 
endeavoring to conceal itself from my sight, 
and ask myself why it will cherish those hum- 
ble thoughts and hide its head from me who 
might, perhaps, be its benefactor and impart 
to its race some cheering information, I am 
reminded of the greater Benefactor and In- 
telligence that stands over me, the human 
insect. 

There is an incessant influx of novelty into 
the world, and yet we tolerate incredible dul- 
ness. I need only suggest what kind of ser- 
mons are still listened to in the most enlight- 
ened countries. There are such words as joy 
and sorrow, but they are only the burden of a 
psalm, sung with a nasal twang, while we be- 
lieve in the ordinary and mean. We think 
that we can change our clothes only. It is 
said that the British Empire is very large and 
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respectable, and that the United States are a 
first-rate power. We do not believe that a 
tide rises and falls behind every man which 
can float the British Empire like a chip, if he 
should ever harbor it in his mind. Who 5 
knows what sort of seventeen-year locust will 
next come out of the ground? The govern- 
ment of the world I live in was not framed, 
like that of Britain, in after-dinner conversa- 
tions over the wine. 10 

The life in us is like the water in the river. 

It may rise this year higher than man has 
ever known it, and flood the parched up- 
lands; even this may be the eventful year, 
which will drown out all our muskrats. It 15 
was not always dry land where we dwell. I 
see far inland the banks which the stream 
anciently washed, before science began to 
record its freshets. Every one has heard the 
story which has gone the rounds of New Eng- 20 
land, of a strong and beautiful bug which 
came out of the dry leaf of an old table of 
apple-tree wood, which had stood in a farm- 
er’s kitchen for sixty years, first in Connecti- 
cut, and afterward in Massachusetts, — from 25 
an egg deposited in the living tree many years 


earlier still, as appeared by counting the an- 
nual layers beyond it; which was heard 
gnawing out for several weeks, hatched per- 
chance by the heat of an urn. Who does not 
feel his faith in a resurrection and immortality 
strengthened by hearing of this? Who knows 
what beautiful and winged life, whose egg 
has been buried for ages under many concen- 
tric layers of woodenness in the dead dry life 
of society, deposited at the first in the al- 
burnum of the green and living tree, which 
has been gradually converted into the sem- 
blance of its well-seasoned tomb, — heard 
perchance gnawing out now for years by the 
astonished family of man, as they sat round 
the festive board, — may unexpectedly come 
forth from amidst society’s most trivial and 
handselled furniture, to enjoy its perfect sum- 
mer life at last ! 

I do not say that John or Jonathan will 
realize all this; but such is the character of 
that morrow which mere lapse of time can 
never make to dawn. The light which puts 
out our eyes is darkness to us. Only that day 
dawns to which we are awake. There is more 
day to dawn. The sun is but a morning star. 


Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804-1864) 


Hawthorne came of an old Puritan family; his great-great-grandfather had been 
a judge in the witchcraft trials. Born in Salem on July 4, 1804, he lived there 
quietly — he said not twenty people in the town knew of his existence — until 
at the age of seventeen he entered Bowdoin College, where he found Longfellow 
and Franklin Pierce fellow students. Graduated in 1825, he returned to spend 
twelve more quiet years at home, seldom leaving his room except for a solitary 
walk, giving his days to reflection and reading and writing. Anonymously he 
published, in these years, a novel, Fanshawe (1828), in which the scene is laid at 
Bowdoin College in the eighteenth century, and, under various assumed names, 
sketches and tales which appeared in magazines and were partially collected, 
in 1837, in the first group of Twice-Told Tales. 

Two years later he left Salem to take a post in the Boston Custom House 
secured for him by friends. When the administration changed, he lost his po- 
sition and joined the community at Brook Farm. In 1842 he married, moved into 
the Old Manse in Concord, and published a second volume of Twice-Told Tales. He 
lived in the Manse till 1846, the year in which he published his Mosses from an Old 
Manse, and friends again came to his aid with a position as surveyor of the port 
of Salem. But another change of administration lost him this position in 1849, 
after which he lived successively in Lenox, West Newton, and Concord. 
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His great novel, The Scarlet Letter, appeared in 1850. When he followed it the 
next year with The House of the Seven Gables, his fame was secure. In another year 
he published The Blithedale Romance, and in 1853 Hawthorne was appointed consul 
to Liverpool by his college friend Franklin Pierce, who had just been elected to the 
Presidency. He served at Liverpool for four years, resigned in 1857, traveled in 
England and Italy until 1860 (when he published his last major work. The Marble 
Faun), and returned to America. He died at Plymouth, New Hampshire. 

Hawthorne felt strongly the impulse of the romantic movement flourishing in 
his formative years, though he held aloof from Transcendental optimism. Still 
more deeply did he feel the meaning of his Puritan heritage, which lay for him 
not in its theology and ethical system (he reacted against these) but in the im- 
portance it gave to the moral life and especially to the problem of sin. The world 
of his fiction is therefore very different from Poe’s. As Lewis E. Gates has said, 
“Ghastliness, mystery, horror, are never with Hawthorne ends in themselves. . . . 
His tone is always intensely human, never that of the cynical observer of men’s 
foibles or of the dilettante elaborator of artistic effects. He loves life and believes 
in life; he believes in men and women; and his abounding tenderness and human 
sympathy are not really weakened or obscured by the aloofness he maintains in his 
art from the crude world of everyday experience.” 

The best of Hawthorne is in The Scarlet Letter, which every student of American 
letters should read thoughtfully. For an understanding of the range of his ideas 
and artistic methods a liberal selection of his sketches and tales is given below. 

The standard edition of Hawthorne’s works is the Riverside, in 12 v^olumes, 1883. 
The American Notebooks have been edited by Randall Stewart, 1932, Short Stories 
of Hawthorne by Newton Arvin, 1946. The best biography is still George E. Wood- 
berry’s, 1902. In addition to Poe’s essay (see above, p. 426), some of the most 
penetrating criticism of Hawthorne as literary artist is W. C. Brownell’s essay in 
American Prose Masters, 1909, and the treatment by F. O. Matthiessen in American 
Renaissance, 1941. Suggestive studies have been made of Hawthorne, the Artist, by 
Leland Schubert, 1944; Hawthorne, Critic of Society, by L. S. Hall, 1945. One of the 
best volumes in the AWS is that on Hawthorne by Austin Warren, 1934. 


Preface to Twice-Told Tales 

(1851) 

This may be read as a preface to the sketches 
and stories of Hawthorne printed in the present 
volume. Seven of the ten selections were included ^ 
in Twice-Told Tales. The exceptions are “Young 
Goodman Brown” and “Rappaccini’s Daughter” 
(from Mosses from an Old Manse) and “Ethan 
Brand” (from The Snow Image and Other Twice-Told 
Tales). 

The world of Hawthorne’s art is above all a 
world of symbols. Whether his story be long or 
short, a novel or tale, “he works from the concep- 
tion of some symbolic image or character or situa- 
tion out toward the world of concrete fact” (L. E. 
Gates). In his notebooks Hawthorne jotted down 
in brief, bare fashion many of the ideas which he is 


used in his stories and sketches, as well as many 
which he never used. For an example see the note 
to “Sights from a Steeple,” the first selection (p. 
598) following this Preface. 

The Author of Twice-Told Tales has a 
claim to one distinction, which, as none of his 
literary brethren will care about disputing it 
with him, he need not be afraid to mention. 
He was, for a good many years, the obscurest 
man of letters in America. 

These stories were published in magazines 
and annuals, extending over a period of ten 
or twelve years, and comprising the whole of 
the writer’s young manhood, without making 
(so far as he has ever been aware) the slightest 
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impression on the public. One or two among 
them, the “Rill from the Town Pump,” in 
perhaps a greater degree than any other, had 
a pretty wide newspaper circulation; as for 
the rest, he had no grounds for supposing 5 
that, on their first appearance, they met with 
the good or evil fortune to be read by any- 
body. Throughout the time above specified, 
he had no incitement to literary effort in a 
reasonable prospect of reputation or profit, 10 
nothing but the pleasure itself of composition 
— an enjoyment not at all amiss in its way, 
and perhaps essential to the merit of the work 
in hand, but which, in the long run, will 
hardly keep the chill out of a writer’s heart, 15 
or the numbness out of his fingers. To this 
total lack of sympathy, at the age when his 
mind would naturally have been most effer- 
vescent, the public owe it (and it is certainly 
an effect not to be regretted on either part) 20 
that the Author can show nothing for the 
thought and industry of that portion of his 
life, save the forty sketches, or thereabouts, 
included in these volumes. 

Much more, indeed, he wrote; and some 25 
very small part of it might yet be rummaged 
out (but it would not be worth the trouble) 
among the dingy pages of fifteen-or-twenty- 
year-old periodicals, or within the shabby 
morocco covers of faded souvenirs. The re- 30 
mainder of the works alluded to had a very 
brief existence, but, on the score of brilliancy, 
enjoyed a fate vastly superior to that of their 
brotherhood, which succeeded in getting 
through the press. In a word, the Author 35 
burned them without mercy or remorse, and, 
moreover, without any subsequent regret, 
and had more than one occasion to marvel 
that such very dull stuff, as he knew his con- 
demned manuscripts to be, should yet have 40 
possessed inflammability enough to set the 
chimney on fire! 

After a long while the first collected volume 
ri the Tales was published. By this time, if 
the Author had ever been greatly tormented 45 
by literary ambition (which he does not re- 
member or believe to have been the case), it 
must have perished, beyond resuscitation, in 
the dearth of nutriment. This was fortunate; 
for the success of the volume was not such as 50 
would have gratified a craving desire for 
notoriety. A moderate edition was “got rid 


of” (to use the publisher’s very significant 
phrase) within a reasonable time, but appar- 
ently without rendering the writer or his 
productions much more generally known 
than before. The great bulk of the reading 
public probably ignored the book altogether. 
A few persons read it, and liked it better than 
it deserved. At an interval of three or four 
years, the second volume was published, and 
encountered much the same sort of kindly, 
but calm, and very limited reception. The 
circulation of the two volumes was chiefly 
confined to New England; nor was it until 
long after this period, if it even yet be the 
case, that the Author could regard himself as 
addressing the American public, or, indeed, 
any public at all. He was merely writing to 
his known or unknown friends. 

As he glances over these long-forgotten 
pages, and considers his way of life while com- 
posing them, the Author can very clearly 
discern why all this was so. After so many 
sober years, he would have reason to be 
ashamed if he could not criticize his own work 
as fairly as another man’s; and, though it is 
little his business, and perhaps still less his 
interest, he can hardly resist a temptation to 
achieve something of the sort. If writers 
were allowed to do so, and would perform the 
task with perfect sincerity and unreserve, 
their opinions of their own productions would 
often be more valuable and instructive than 
the works themselves. 

At all events, there can be no harm in the 
Author’s remarking that he rather wonders 
how the Twice-Told Tales should have gained 
what vogue they did than that it was so little 
and so gradual. They have the pale tint of 
flowers that blossomed in too retired a shade, 
— the coolness of a meditative habit, which 
diffuses itself through the feeling and observa- 
tion of every sketch. Instead of passion there 
is sentiment; and, even in what purport to be 
pictures of actual life, we have allegory, not 
always so warmly dressed in its habiliments of 
flesh and blood as to be taken into the re .d- 
er’s mind without a shiver. Whether from 
lack of power, or an unconquerable reserve, 
the Author’s touches have often an effect of 
tameness; the merriest man can hardly con- 
trive to laugh at his broadest humor; the ten- 
derest woman, one would suppose, will hardly 
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shed warm tears at his deepest pathos. The 
book, if you would see anything in it, requires 
to be read in the clear, brown, twilight atmos- 
phere in which it was written; if opened in 
the sunshine, it is apt to look exceedingly like 5 
a volume of blank pages. 

With the foregoing characteristics, proper 
to the production of a person in retirement 
(which happened to be the Author’s category 
at the time), the book is devoid of others that 10 
we should quite as naturally look for. The 
sketches are not, it is hardly necessary to say, 
profound; but it is rather more remarkable 
that they so seldom, if ever, show any design 
on the writer’s part to make them so. They 15 
have none of the abstruseness of idea, or 
obscurity of expression, which mark the writ- 
ten communications of a solitary mind with 
itself. They never need translation. It is, in 
fact, the style of a man of society. Every sen- 20 
tence, so far as it embodies thought or sensi- 
bility, may be understood and felt by any- 
body who will give himself the trouble to read 
it, and will take up the book in a proper 
mood. 25 

This statement of apparently opposite pe- 
culiarities leads us to a perception of what the 
sketches truly are. They are not the talk of a 
secluded man with his own mind and heart 
(had it been so, they could hardly have failed 30 
to be more deeply and permanently valua- 
ble), but his attempts, and very imperfectly 
successful ones, to open an intercourse with 
the world. 

The Author would regret to be understood 35 
as speaking sourly or querulously of the slight 
mark made by his earlier literary efforts on 
the Ihiblic at large. It is so far the contrary, 
that he has been moved to write this Preface 
chiefly as affording him an opportunity to 40 
express how much enjoyment he has owed to 
these volumes, both before and since their 
publication. They are the memorials of very 
tranquil and not unhappy years. They 
failed, it is true, — nor could it have been 45 
otherwise, — in winning an extensive p)opu- 
larity. Occasionally, however, when he 
deemed them entirely forgotten, a paragraph 
or an article, from a native or foreign critic, 
would gratify his instincts of authorship with 50 
unexpected praise, — too generous praise, in- 
deed, and too little alloyed with censure, 


which, therefore, he learned the better to in- 
flict upon himself. And, by the bye, it is a 
very suspicious symptom of a deficiency of the 
popular element in a book when it calls forth 
no harsh criticism. This has been particu- 
larly the fortune of the Twice-Told Tales. 
They made no enemies, and were so little 
known and talked about that those who read, 
and chanced to like them, were apt to con- 
ceive the sort of kindness for the book which a 
person naturally feels for a discovery of his 
own. 

This kindly feeling (in some cases, at least) 
extended to the Author, who, on the internal 
evidence of his sketches, came to be regarded 
as a mild, shy, gentle, melancholic, exceed- 
ingly sensitive, and not very forcible man, 
hiding his blushes under an assumed name, 
the quaintness of which was supposed, some- 
how or other, to symbolize his personal and 
literary traits. He is by no means certain 
that some of his subsequent productions have 
not been influenced and modified by a nat- 
ural desire to fill up so amiable an outline, 
and to act in consonance with the character 
assigned to him, nor, even now, could he for- 
feit it without a few tears of tender sensibility. 
To conclude, however: these volumes have 
opened the way to most agreeable associa- 
tions, and to the formation of imperishable 
friendships; and there are many golden 
threads interwoven with his present happi- 
ness, which he can follow up more or less di- 
rectly, until he finds their commencement 
here; so that his pleasant pathway among 
realities seems to proceed out of the Dream- 
land of his youth, and to be bordered with 
just enough of its shadowy foliage to shelter 
him from the heat of the day. He is therefore 
satisfied with what the Twice-Told Tales have 
done for him, and feels it to be far better than 
fame. 


Sights from a Steeple 
(1831) 

An entry in Hawthorne’s notebooks reads: “The 
ideas of people in general are not raised higher 
than the roofs of the houses. All their interests 
extend over the earth’s surface in a layer of that 
thickness. The meeting-house steeple reaches out 
of their sphere.” 
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So ! I have climbed high, and my reward is 
small. Here I stand, with wearied knees, 
earth, indeed, at a dizzy depth below, but 
heaven far, far beyond me still. O, that I 
could soar up into the very zenith, where man 
never breathed, nor eagle ever flew', and 
where the ethereal azure melts aw^ay from the 
eye, and appears only a deepened shade of 
nothingness. And yet I shiver at that cold 
and solitary thought ! What clouds are gath- 
ering in the golden west, with direful intent 
against the brightness and warmth of this 
summer afternoon! They are ponderous air 
ships, black as death, and freighted with the 
tempest; and at intervals their thunder, the 
signal guns of that unearthly squadron, rolls 
distant along the deep of heaven. These 
nearer heaps of fleecy vapor — methinks I 
could roll and toss upon them the whole day 
long I — seem scattered here and there for the 
repose of tired pilgrims through the sky. Per- 
haps — for who can tell? — beautiful spirits 
are disporting themselves there, and will bless 
my mortal eye with the brief appearance of 
their curly locks of golden light, and laughing 
faces, fair and faint as the people of a rosy 
dream. Or, where the floating mass so im- 
perfectly obstructs the color of the Armament, 
a slender foot and fairy limb, resting too 
heavily upon the frail support, may be thrust 
through, and suddenly withdrawn, while 
longing fancy follows them in vain. Yonder 
again is an airy archipelago, where the sun- 
beams love to linger in their joumeyings 
through space. Every one of those little 
clouds has been dipped and steeped in radi- 
ance, which the slightest pressure might dis- 
engage in silvery profusion, like water wrung 
from a seamaid’s hair. Bright they are as a 
young man’s visions, and, like them, would be 
realized in chilliness, obscurity, and tears. I 
will look on them no more. 

In three parts of the visible circle, wEose 
center is this spire, I discern cultivated fields, 
villages, white country-seats, the waving lines 
of rivulets, little placid lakes, and here and 
there a rising ground, that would fain be 
termed a hill. On the fourth side is the sea, 
stretching away towards a viewless boundary, 
blue and calm, except where the passing 
anger of a shadow flits across its surface, and 
is gone. Hitherward, a broad inlet pene- 


trates far into the land; on the verge of the 
harbor, formed by its extremity, is a towm; 
and over it am I, a watchman, all-heeding 
and unheeded. O, that the multitude of 
chimneys could speak, like those of Madrid, 
and betray, in smoky w'hispers, the secrets of 
all who, since their first foundation, have as- 
sembled at the hearths within! O, that the 
Limping Devil of Le Sage would perch beside 
me here, extend his wand over this contiguity 
of roofs, uncov^er every chamber, and make 
me familiar with their inhabitants ! The 
most desirable mode of existence might be 
that of a spiritual Paul Pry, hovering invisible 
round man and woman, witnessing their 
deeds, searching into their hearts, borrowing 
brightness from their felicity and shade from 
their sorrow, and retaining no emotion pe- 
culiar to himself. But none of these things 
are possible; and if I would know the interior 
of brick walls, or the mystery of human bos- 
oms, I can but guess. 

Yonder is a fair street, extending north and 
south. The stately mansions are placed each 
on its carpet of verdant grass, and a long 
flight of steps extends from every door to the 
pavement. Ornamental trees — the broad- 
leafed horse-chestnut, the elm so lofty and 
bending, the graceful but infrequent willow, 
and others whereof I know not the names — 
grow thrivingly among brick and stone. The 
oblique rays of the sun are intercepted by 
these green citizens, and by the houses, so 
that one side of the street is a shaded and 
pleasant walk. On its whole extent there is 
now but a single passenger, advancing from 
the upper end; and he, unless distance and the 
medium of a pocket spyglass do him more 
than justice, is a flne young man of twenty. 
He saunters slowly forward, slapping his left 
hand with his folded gloves, bending his eyes 
upon the pavement, and sometimes raising 
them to throw a glance before him. Cer- 
tainly, he has a pensive air. Is he in doubt, 
or in debt? Is he, if the question be allow- 
able, in love? Does he strive to be melan- 
choly and gentleman-like? Or, is he merely 
overcome by the heat? But I bid him fare- 
well for the present. The door of one of the 
houses — an aristocratic edifice, with cur- 
tains of purple and gold waving from the 
windows, is now opened, and down the steps 
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come two ladies, swinging their parasols, and 
lightly arrayed for a summer ramble. Both 
are young, both are pretty, but methinks the 
left-hand lass is the fairer of the twain; and, 
though she be so serious at this moment, I 5 
could swear that there is a treasure of gentle 
fun within her. They stand talking a little 
while upon the steps, and finally proceed up 
the street. Meantime, as their faces are now 
turned from me, I may look elsewhere. 10 

Upon that wharf, and down the corres- 
ponding street, is a busy contrast to the quiet 
scene which I have just noticed. Business 
evidently has its center there, and many a 
man is wasting the summer afternoon in 15 
labor and anxiety, in losing riches or in gain- 
ing them, when he would be wiser to flee 
away to some pleasant country village, or 
shaded lake in the forest, or wild and cool 
sea-beach. I see vessels unloading at the 20 
wharf, and precious merchandise strewn upon 
the ground, abundantly as at the bottom of 
the sea, the market whence no goods return, 
and where there is no captain nor supercargo 
to render an account of sales. Here the 25 
clerks are diligent with their paper and pen- 
cils, and sailors ply the block and tackle that 
hang over the hold, accompanying their toil 
with cries, long drawn and roughly melodi- 
ous, till the bales and puncheons ascend to 30 
upper air. At a little distance a group of 
gentlemen are assembled round the door of a 
warehouse. Grave seniors be they, and I 
would wager — if it were safe in these times 
to be responsible for any one — that the least 35 
eminent among them might vie with the old 
Vicentio, that incomparable trafficker of 
Pisa. I can even select the wealthiest of the 
company. It is the elderly personage, in 
somewhat rusty black, with powdered hair, 40 
the superfluous whiteness of which is visible 
upon the cape of his coat. His twenty ships 
are wafted on some of their many courses by 
every breeze that blows, and his name — I 
will venture to say, though I know it not — is 45 
a familiar sound among the far separated mer- 
chants of Europe and the Indies. 

But I bestow too much of my attention in 
this quarter. On looking again to the long 
and shady Wcilk, I perceive that the two fair 50 
girls have encountered the young man. After 
a sort of shyness in the recognition, he turns 


back with them. Moreover, he has sanc- 
tioned my taste in regard to his companions 
by placing himself on the inner side of the 
pavement, nearest the Venus to whom I — 
enacting, on a steeple-top, the part of Paris 
on the top of Ida — adjudged the golden 
apple. 

In two streets, converging at right angles 
towards my watch-tower, I distinguish three 
different processions. One is a proud array 
of voluntary soldiers, in bright uniform, re- 
sembling, from the height whence I look 
down, the painted veterans that garrison the 
windows of a toy-shop. And yet, it stirs my 
heart; their regular advance, their nodding 
plumes, the sun-flash on their bayonets and 
musket barrels, the roll of their drums ascend- 
ing past me, and the fife ever and anon pierc- 
ing through — these things have wakened a 
warlike fire, peaceful though I be. Close to 
their rear marches a battalion of schoolboys, 
ranged in crooked and irregular platoons, 
shouldering sticks, thumping a harsh and un- 
ripe clatter from an instrument of tin, and 
ridiculously aping the intricate manoeuvers 
of the foremost band. Nevertheless, as slight 
differences are scarcely perceptible from a 
church spire, one might be tempted to ask, 
‘‘Which are the boys?” — or rather, “Which 
the men?” But, leaving these, let us turn to 
the third procession, which, though sadder in 
outward show, may excite identical reflec- 
tions in the thoughtful mind. It is a funeral. 
A hearse, drawn by a black and bony steed, 
and covered by a dusty pall; two or three 
coaches rumbling over the stones, their driv- 
ers half asleep; a dozen couple of careless 
mourners in their every-day attire; such was 
not the fashion of our fathers, when they car- 
ried a friend to his grave. There is now no 
doleful clang of the bell to proclaim sorrow to 
the town. Was the King of Terrors more 
awful in those days than in our own, that wis- 
dom and philosophy have been able to pro- 
duce this change? Not so. Here is a proof 
that he retains his proper majesty. The mili- 
tary men and the military boys are wheeling 
round the comer, and meet the funeral full in 
the face. Immediately the drum is silent, all 
but the tap that regulates each simultaneous 
footfall. The soldiers yield the path to the 
dusty hearse and unpretending train, and the 
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children quit their ranks, and cluster on the Podagra has left its thrilling tenderness in his 
sidewalks, with timorous and instinctive curi- great toe. But yonder, at a far more rapid 
osity. The mourners enter the churchyard at pace, come three other of my acquaintance, 
the base of the steeple, and pause by an open the two pretty girls and the young man, un- 
grave among the burial stones; the lightning 5 seasonably interrupted in their walk. Their 
glimmers on them as they lower down the footsteps are supported by the risen dust, — 

coffin, and the thunder rattles heavily while the wind lends them its velocity, — they fly 

they throw the earth upon its lid. Verily, the like three sea-birds dri\'en landward by the 

shower is near, and I tremble for the young tempestuous breeze. The ladies would not 

man and the girls, who have now disappeared 10 thus rival Atalanta, if they but knew that any- 
from the long and shady street. one were at leisure to observe them. Ah ! as 

How various are the situations of the peo- they hasten onward, laughing in the angry 

pie covered by the roofs beneath me, and how face of nature, a sudden catastrophe has 

diversified are the events at this moment be- chanced. At the corner where the narrow 

falling them! The new-born, the aged, the 15 lane enters the street, they come plump 

strong in life, and the recent dead against the old merchant, whose tortoise rno- 

are in the chambers of these many mansions. tion has just brought him to that point. He 

The full of hope, the happy, the miserabH, likes not the sweet encounter; the darkness of 

and the desperate dwell together within the the whole air gathers speedily upon his visage, 

circle of my glance. In some of the houses 20 and there is a pause on both sides. Finally, 

over which my eyes roam so coldly, guilt is he thrusts aside the youth with little courtesy, 

entering into hearts that are still tenanted by seizes an arm of each of the two girls, and 

a debased and trodden virtue, — guilt is on plods onward, like a magician with a prize of 

the very edge of commission, and the im- captive fairies. All this is easy to be under- 
pending deed might be averted; guilt is done, 25 stood. How disconsolate the poor lover 

and the criminal wonders if it be irrevocable. stands ! regardless of the rain that threatens 

There are broad thoughts struggling in my an exceeding damage to his well-fashioned 

mind, and, were I able to give them distinct- habiliments, till he catches a backward glance 

ness, they would make their way in eloquence. of mirth from a bright eye, and turns away 

Lo ! the raindrops are descending. 30 with whatever comfort it conveys. 

The clouds, within a little time, have gath- The old man and his daughters are safely 
ered over all the sky, hanging heavily, as if housed, and now the storm lets loose its fury, 

about to drop in one unbroken mass upon the In every dwelling I perceive the faces of the 

earth. At intervals, the lightning flashes chambermaids as they shut down the win- 

from their brooding hearts, quivers, disap- 35 dows, excluding the impetuous shower, and 

pears, and then comes the thunder, traveling shrinking away from the quick, fiery glare, 

slowly after its twin-born flame. A strong The large drops descend with force upon the 

wind has sprung up, howls through the dark- slated roofs, and rise again in smoke. There 

ened streets, and raises the dust in dense bod- is a rush and roar, as of a river through the 

ies, to rebel against the approaching storm. 40 air, and muddy streams bubble majestically 

The disbanded soldiers fly, the funeral has along the pavement, whirl their dusky foam 

already vanished like its dead, and all people into the kennel, and disappear beneath iron 

hurry homeward — all that have a home; grates. Thus did Arethusa sink. I love not 

while a few lounge by the comers, or tmdge my station here aloft, in the midst of the 

on desperately, at their leisure. In a narrow 45 tumult which I am powerless to direct or 

lane, which communicates with the shady quell, with the blue lightning wrinkling on 

street, I discern the rich old merchant, put- my brow, and the thunder muttering its first 

ting himself to the top of his speed, lest the awful syllables in my ear. I will descend, 

rain should convert his hair powder to a Yet let me give another glance to the sea, 

paste. Unhappy gentleman! By the slow 50 where the foam breaks out in long white lines 

vehemence and painful moderation where- upon a broad expanse of blackness, or boils 

with he journeys, it is but too evident that up in far distant points, like snowy mountain- 
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tops in the eddies of a flood; and let me look 
once more at the green plain and little hills of 
the country, over which the giant of the 
storm is striding in robes of mist, and at the 
town, whose obscured and desolate streets 5 
might beseem a city of the dead; and turning 
a single moment to the sky, now gloomy as an 
author’s prospects, I prepare to resume my 
station on lower earth. But stay! A little 
speck of azure has widened in the western 10 
heavens; the sunbeams find a passage, and go 
rejoicing through the tempest; and on yonder 
darkest cloud, bom, like hallowed hopes, of 
the glory of another world and the troubles 
and tears of this, brightens forth the Rainbow ! 15 

Wakefield 

(1835) 

20 

In some old magazine or newspaper, I 
recollect a story, told as truth, of a man — let 
us call him Wakefield — who absented him- 
self for a long time from his wife. The fact 
thus abstractedly stated is not very uncom- 25 
mon, nor — without a proper distinction of 
circumstances — to be condemned either as 
naughty or nonsensical. Howbeit, this, 
though far from the most aggravated, is per- 
haps the strangest instance on record of mari- 30 
tal delinquency; and, moreover, as remark- 
able a freak as may be found in the whole list 
of human oddities. The wedded couple lived 
in London. The man, under pretence of go- 
ing a journey, took lodgings in the next street 35 
to his own house, and there, unheard of by 
his wife or friends, and without the shadow of 
a reason for such self-banishment, dwelt up- 
wards of twenty years. During that period, 
he beheld his home every day, and frequently 40 
the forlorn Mrs. Wakefield. And after so 
great a gap in his matrimonial felicity — 
when his death was reckoned certain, his 
estate settled, his name dismissed from mem- 
ory, and his wife, long, long ago, resigned to 45 
her autumnal widowhood — he entered the 
door one evening, quietly, as from a day’s 
absence, and became a loving spouse till 
death. 

This outline is all that I remember. But 50 
the incident, though of the purest originality, 
unexampled, and probably never to be re- 


peated, is one, I think, which appeals to the 
generous sympathies of mankind. We know, 
each for himself, that none of us would perpe- 
trate such a folly, yet feel as if some other 
might. To my own contemplations, at least, 
it has often recurred, always exciting wonder, 
but with a sense that the story must be true 
and a conception of its hero’s character. 
Whenever any subject so forcibly affects the 
mind, time is well spent in thinking of it. If 
the reader choose, let him do his own medita- 
tion; or if he prefer to ramble with me 
through the twenty years of Wakefield’s va- 
gary, I bid him welcome; trusting that there 
will be a pervading spirit and a moral, even 
should we fail to find them, done up neatly, 
and condensed into the final sentence. 
Thought has always its efficacy, and every 
striking incident its moral. 

What sort of a man was Wakefield? We 
are free to shape out our own idea, and call it 
by his name. He was now in the meridian of 
life; his matrimonial affections, never violent, 
were sobered into a calm, habitual sentiment; 
of all husbands, he was likely to be the most 
constant, because a certain sluggishness 
would keep his heart at rest, wherever it 
might be placed. He was intellectual, but 
not actively so; his mind occupied itself in 
long and lazy musings, that tended to no pur- 
pose, or had not vigour to attain it; his 
thoughts were seldom so energetic as to seize 
hold of words. Imagination, in the proper 
meaning of the term, made no part of Wake- 
field’s gifts. With a cold but not depraved 
nor wandering heart, and a mind never fever- 
ish with riotous thoughts, nor perplexed with 
originality, who could have anticipated that 
our friend would entitle himself to a foremost 
place among the doers of eccentric deeds? 
Had his acquaintances been asked, who was 
the man in London, the surest to perform 
nothing to-day which should be remembered 
on the morrow, they would have thought of 
Wakefield. Only the wife of his bosom might 
have hesitated. She, without having ana- 
lysed his character, was partly aware of a 
quiet selfishness, that had rusted into his in- 
active mind, — of a peculiar sort of vanity, 
the most uneasy attribute about him, — of a 
disposition to craft, which had seldom pro- 
duced more positive efiects than the keeping 
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of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing, — 
and, lastly, of what she called a little strange- 
ness, sometimes, in the good man. This latter 
quality is indefinable, and perhaps non- 
existent. 

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding 
adieu to his wife. It is the dusk of an October 
evening. His equipment is a drab great-coat, 
a hat covered with an oil-cloth, top-boots, an 
umbrella in one hand and a small portman- 
teau in the other. He has informed Mrs. 
Wakefield that he is to take the night coach 
into the country. She would fain inquire the 
length of his journey, its object, and the prob- 
able time of his return; but, indulgent to his 15 
harmless love of mystery, interrogates him 
only by a look. He tells her not to expect 
him positively by the return coach, not to be 
alarmed should he tarry three or four days; 
but, at all events, to look for him at supper on 20 
Friday evening. Wakefield himself, be it 
considered, has no suspicion of what is before 
him. He holds out his hand; she gives her 
own, and meets his parting kiss, in the matter- 
of-course way of a ten years’ matrimony; and 25 
forth goes the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, 
almost resolved to perplex his good lady by a 
whole week’s absence. After the door has 
closed behind him, she perceives it thrust 
partly open, and a vision of her husband’s 30 
face, through the aperture, smiling on her, 
and gone in a moment. For the time, this 
little incident is dismissed without a thought. 
But, long afterwards, when she has been 
more years a widow than a wife, that smile 35 
recurs, and flickers across all her reminis- 
cences of Wakefield’s visage. In her many 
musings, she surrounds the original smile 
with a multitude of fantasies, which make it 
strange and awful; as, for instance, if she 40 
imagines him in a coffin, that parting look is 
frozen on his pale features; or, if she dreams 
of him in heaven, still his blessed spirit wears 
a quiet and crafty smile. Yet, for its sake, 
when all others have given him up for dead, 45 
she sometimes doubts whether she is a widow. 

But our business is with the husband. We 
must hurry after him, along the street, ere he 
lose his individuality, and melt into the great 
mass of London life. It would be vain search- 50 
ing for him there. Let us follow close at his 
heels, therefore, until, after several superflu- 


ous turns and doublings, we find him com- 
fortably established by the fireside of a small 
apartment, previously bespoken. He is in 
the next street to his own, and at his journey’s 
5 end. He can scarcely trust his good fortune 
in having got thither unperceived, — recol- 
lecting that, at one time, he was delayed by 
the throng, in the very focus of a lighted lan- 
tern; and, again, there were footsteps, that 
10 seemed to tread behind his own, distinct from 
the multitudinous tramp around him; and, 
anon, he heard a voice shouting afar, and 
fancied that it called his name. Doubtless, a 
dozen busy bodies had been watching him, 
and told his wife the whole affair. Poor 
Wakefield! Little knowest thou thine own 
insignificance in this great world I No mortal 
eye but mine has traced thee. Go quietly to 
thy bed, foolish man; and, on the morrow, if 
thou wilt be wise, get thee home to good Mrs. 
Wakefield, and tell her the truth. Remove 
not thyself, even for a little week, from thy 
place in her chaste bosom. Were she, for a 
single moment, to deem thee dead, or lost, or 
lastingly divided from her, thou wouldst be 
woefully conscious of a change in thy true 
wife, forever after. It is perilous to make a 
chasm in human affections; not that they 
gape so long and wide, but so quickly close 
again ! 

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever 
it may be termed, Wakefield lies down be- 
times, and starting from his first nap, spreads 
forth his arms into the wide and solitary 
waste of the unaccustomed bed. “No,” — 
thinks he, gathering the bedclothes about 
him, — “I will not sleep alone another night.” 

In the morning, he rises earlier than usual, 
and sets himself to consider what he really 
means to do. Such are his loose and ramb- 
ling modes of thought that he has taken this 
very singular step, wiih the consciousness of a 
purpose, indeed, but without being able to 
define it sufficiently for his own contempla- 
tion. The vagueness of the project, and the 
convulsive effort with which he plunges into 
the execution of it, are equally characteristic 
of a feeble-minded man. Wakefield sifts his 
ideas, however, as minutely as he may, and 
finds himself curious to know the progress of 
matters at home, — how his exemplary wife 
will endure her widowhood of a week; and. 
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briefly, how the little sphere of creatures and 
circumstances, in which he was a central ob- 
ject, will be affected by his removal. A mor- 
bid vanity, therefore, lies nearest the bottom 
of the affair. But, how is he to attain his 
ends? Not, certainly, by keeping close in this 
comfortable lodging, where, though he slept 
and awoke in the next street to his home, he is 
as effectually abroad, as if the stage-coach had 
been whirling him away all night. Yet, 
should he reappear, the whole project is 
knocked on the head. His poor brains being 
hopelessly puzzled with this dilemma, he at 
length ventures out, partly resolving to cross 
the head of the street, and send one hasty 
glance towards his forsaken domicile. Habit 

— for he is a man of habits — takes him by 
the hand, and guides him, wholly unaware 
to his own door, where, just at the critical 
moment, he is aroused by the scraping of his 
foot upon the step. Wakefield! whither are 
you going? 

At that instant, his fate was turning on the 
pivot. Little dreaming of the doom to which 
his first backward step devotes him, he hur- 
ries away, breathless with agitation hitherto 
unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head, at the 
distant corner. Can it be that nobody caught 
sight of him? Will not the whole household 

— the decent Mrs. Wakefield, the smart 
maid-servant, and the dirty little footboy — 
raise a hue and cry, through London streets, 
in pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? 
Wonderful escape! He gathers courage to 
pause and look homeward, but is perplexed 
with a sense of change about the familiar edi- 
fice, such as affects us all, when, after a sepa- 
ration of months or years, we again see some 
hill or lake, or work of art, with which we 
were friends of old. In ordinary cases, this 
indescribable impression is caused by the 
comparison and contrast between our imper- 
fect reminiscences and the reality. In Wake- 
field, the magic of a single night has wrought 
a similar transformation, because, in that 
brief period, a great moral change has been 
effected. But this is a secret from him- 
self. Before leaving the spot, he catches a far 
and momentary glimpse of his wife, passing 
athwart the front window, with her face turned 
towards the head of the street. The crafty 
nincompoop takes to his heels, scared with 


the idea, that, among a thousand such atoms 
of mortality, her eye must have detected him. 
Right glad is his heart, though his brain be 
somewhat dizzy, when he finds himself by the 
5 coalfire of his lodgings. 

So much for the commencement of this 
long whim-wham. After the initial concep- 
tion, and the stirring up of the man’s sluggish 
temperament to put it in practice, the whole 
lo matter evolves itself in a natural train. We 
may suppose him, as the result of deep de- 
liberation, buying a new wig, of reddish hair, 
and selecting sundry garments, in a fashion 
unlike his customary suit of brown, from a 
15 Jew’s old-clothes bag. It is accomplished. 
Wakefield is another man. The new system 
being now established, a retrograde move- 
ment to the old would be almost as difficult as 
the step that placed him in his unparalleled 
20 position. Furthermore, he is rendered obsti- 
nate by a sulkiness, occasionally incident to 
his temper, and brought on, at present, by 
the inadequate sensation which he conceives 
to have been produced in the bosom of Mrs. 
25 Wakefield. He will not go back until she be 
frightened half to death. Well; twice or 
thrice has she passed before his sight, each 
time with a heavier step, a paler cheek, and 
more anxious brow; and in the third week of 
30 his non-appearance, he detects a portent of 
evil entering the house, in the guise of an 
apothecary. Next day, the knocker is muf- 
fled. Towards nightfall comes the chariot of 
a physician, and deposits its big-wigged and 
35 solemn burden at Wakefield’s door, whence, 
after a quarter of an hour’s visit, he emerges, 
perchance the herald of a funeral. Dear 
woman! Will she die? By this time, Wake- 
field is excited to something like energy of 
40 feeling, but still lingers away from his wife’s 
bedside, pleading with his conscience, that 
she must not be disturbed at such a juncture. 
If aught else restrains him, he does not know 
it. In the course of a few weeks, she gradu- 
45 ally recovers; the crisis is over; her heart is 
sad, perhaps, but quiet; and, let him return 
soon or late, it will never be feverish for him 
again. Such ideas glimmer through the mist 
of Wakefield’s mind, and render him indis- 
50 tinctly conscious that an almost impassable 
gulf divides his hired apartment from his 
former home. “It is but in the next street!” 
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he sometimes says. Fool! it is in another 
world. Hitherto, he has put off his return 
from one particular day to another; hencefor- 
ward, he leaves the precise time undeter- 
mined. Not to-morrow, — probably next 
week, — pretty soon. Poor man 1 The dead 
have nearly as much chance of revisiting their 
earthly homes, as the self-banished Wakefield. 

Would that I had a folio to write, instead 
of an article of a dozen pages 1 Then might I 
exemplify how an influence, beyond our con- 
trol, lays its strong hand on every deed which 
we do, and weaves its consequences into an 
iron tissue of necessity. Wakefield is spell- 
bound. We must leave him, for ten years or 
so, to haunt around his house, without once 
crossing the threshold, and to be faithful to 
his wife, with all the affection of which his 
heart is capable, while he is slowly fading out 
of hers. Long since, it must be remarked, he 
has lost the perception of singularity in his 
conduct. 

Now for a scene! Amid the throng of a 
London street, we distinguish a man, now 
waxing elderly, with few characteristics to 
attract careless observers, yet bearing, in his 
whole aspect, the handwriting of no common 
fate, for such as have the skill to read it. He 
is meagre; his low and narrow forehead is 
deeply wrinkled; his eyes, small and lustre-; 
less, sometimes wander apprehensively about 
him, but oftener seem to look inward. He 
bends his head, and moves with an indescrib- 
able obliquity of gait, as if unwilling to dis- 
play his full front to the world. Watch him, 
long enough to see what we have described, 
and you will allow, that circumstances — 
which often produce remarkable men from 
nature’s ordinary handiwork — have pro- 
duced one such here. Next, leaving him to 
sidle along the footwalk, cast your eyes in the 
opposite direction, where a portly female, 
considerably in the wane of life, with a prayer- 
book in her hand, is proceeding to yonder 
church. She has the placid mien of settled 
widowhood. Her regrets have either died 
away, or have become so essential to her 
heart, that they would be poorly exchanged 
for joy. Just as the lean man and well-condi- 
tioned woman are passing, a slight obstruc- 
tion occurs, and brings these two figures di- 
rectly in contact. Their hands touch; the 


pressure of the crowd forces her bosom against 
his shoulder; they stand, face to face, staring 
into each other’s eyes. After a ten years’ 
separation, thus Wakefield meets his wife! 

; The throng eddies away, and carries them 
asunder. The sober widow, resuming her 
former pace, proceeds to church, but pauses 
in tfie portal, and throws a perplexed glance 
along the street. She passes in, however, 

0 opening her prayer-book as she goes. And the 
man ! with so wild a face, that busy and selfish 
London stands to gaze after him, he hurries 
to his lodgings, bolts the door, and throws 
himself upon the bed. The latent feelings of 

5 years break out; his feeble mind acquires a 
brief energy from their strength; all the miser- 
able strangeness of his life is revealed to him 
at a glance; and he cries out, passionately, 
“Wakefield! Wakefield! You are mad!” 

0 Perha}js he was so. The singularity of his 
situation must have so moulded him to him- 
self, that, considered in regard to his fellow- 
creatures and the business of life, he could not 
be said to possess his right mind. He had 

5 contrived, or rather he had happened, to dis- 
sever himself from the world, — to vanish, — 
to give up his place and privileges with living 
men, without being admitted among the 
dead. The life of a hermit is nowise parallel 

1 to his. He was in the bustle of the city, as of 
old; but the crowd swept by, and saw him 
not; he was, we may figuratively say, always 
beside his wife, and at his hearth, yet must 
never feel the warmth of the one, nor the 

5 affection of the other. It was Wakefield’s 
unprecedented fate, to retain his original 
share of human sympathies, and to be still 
involved in human interests, while he had 
lost his reciprocal influence on them. It 

3 would be a most curious speculation, to trace 
out the effect of such circumstances on his 
heart and intellect, separately, and in unison. 
Yet, changed as he was, he would seldom be 
conscious of it, but deem himself the same 

5 man as ever; glimpses of the truth, indeed, 
would come, but only for the moment; and 
still he would keep saying, “I shall soon go 
back!” nor reflect that he had been saying so 
for twenty years. 

) I conceive, also, that these twenty year?- 
would appear, in the retrospect, scarcely 
longer than the week to which Wakefield had 
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at first limited his absence. He would look on 
the affair as no more than an interlude in the 
main business of his life. When, after a little 
while more, he should deem it time to re-enter 
his parlour, his wife would clap her hands for 5 
joy, on beholding the middle-aged Mr. Wake- 
field. Alas, what a mistake! Would Time 
but await the close of our favourite follies, we 
should be young men, all of us, and till 
Doomsday. 10 

One evening, in the twentieth year since he 
vanished, Wakefield is taking his customary 
walk towards the dwelling which he still calls 
his own. It is a gusty night of autumn, with 
frequent showers, that patter down upon the 15 
pavement, and are gone, before a man can 
put up his umbrella. Pausing near the house, 
Wakefield discerns, through the parlour win- 
dows of the second floor, the red glow, and 
the glimmer and fitful flash of a comfortable 20 
fire. On the ceiling appears a grotesque 
shadow of good Mrs. Wakefield. The cap; 
the nose and chin, and the broad waist form 
an admirable caricature, which dances, 
moreover, with the up-flickering and down- 25 
sinking blaze, almost too merrily for the shade 
of an elderly widow. At this instant, a shower 
chances to fall, and is driven, by the unman- 
nerly gust, full into Wakefield’s face and 
bosom. He is quite penetrated with its au- 30 
tumnal chill. Shall he stand, wet and shiver- 
ing here, when his own hearth has a good fire 
to warm him, and his own wife will run to 
fetch the gray coat and small clothes, which 
doubtless she has kept carefully in the closet 35 
of their bedchamber? No! Wakefield is no 
such fool. He ascends the steps, — heavily! 

— for twenty years have stiffened his legs, 
since he came down, — but he knows it not. 
Stay, Wakefield! Would you go to the sole 40 
home that is left you? Then step into your 
grave ! The door opens. As he passes in, we 
have a parting glimpse of his visage, and 
recognize the crafty smile, which was the pre- 
cursor of the little joke that he has ever since 45 
been playing off at his wife’s expense. How 
unmercifully has he quizzed the poor woman ! 
Well, a good night’s rest to Wakefield ! 

This happy event — supposing it to be 
such — could only have occurred at an un- 50 
premeditated moment. We will not follow 
our friend across the threshold. He has left 


us much food for thought, a portion of which 
shall lend its wisdom to a moral, and be 
shaped into a figure. Amid the seeming con- 
fusion of our mysterious world, individuals 
are so nicely adjusted to a system, and sys- 
tems to one another, and to a whole, that, by 
stepping aside for a moment, a man exposes 
himself to a fearful risk of losing his place for 
ever. Like Wakefield, he may become, as it 
were, the Outcast of the Universe. 

The Ambitious Guest 

( 1835 ) 

“No American story has surpassed the tremen- 
dous irony of the situation in ‘The Ambitious 
Guest,’ with its nameless hero telling in a moun- 
tain inn his dream of earthly immortality, while 
his doom already trembles above him in the im- 
pending avalanche. The futility of the human 
will, the Nirvanic indifference of Nature to man — 
into what dark realms of speculation did Haw- 
thorne ask his readers to follow him, even in the 
very heyday of transcendental optimism!” (W. F. 
Taylor, History oj American Letters.) 

One September night a family had gath- 
ered round their hearth and piled it high 
with the drift-wood of mountain streams, the 
dry cones of the pine, and the splintered ruins 
of great trees that had come crashing down 
the precipice. Up the chimney roared the 
fire, and brightened the room with its broad 
blaze. The faces of the father and mother 
had a sober gladness; the children laughed; 
the eldest daughter was the image of Happi- 
ness at seventeen; and the aged grandmother, 
who sat knitting in the warmest place, was 
the image of Happiness grown old. They had 
found the “herb, heart’s-ease,” in the bleak- 
est spot of all New England. This family 
were situated in the Notch of the White Hills, 
where the wind was sharp throughout the 
year, and pitilessly cold in the winter — giv^ 
ing their cottage all its fresh inclemency, be- 
fore it descended on the valley of the Saco. 
They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous 
one; for a mountain towered above their 
heads, so steep, that the stones would often 
rumble down its sides, and startle them at 
midnight. 

The daughter had just uttered some simple 
jest, that filled them all with mirth, when the 
wind came through the Notch, and seemed to 



NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 


607 


pause before their cottage — rattling the 
door, with a sound of wailing and lamenta- 
tlon’ before it passed into the vaWey. hot a 
moment it saddened them, though there was 
nothing unusual in the tones. But the family 
were glad again, when they perceived that 
the latch was lifted by some traveller, whose 
footsteps had been unheard amid the dreary 
blast which heralded his approach, and 
w^ailed as he was entering, and went moaning 
away from the door. 

Though they dwelt in such a solitude, these 
people held daily converse with the world. 
The romantic pass of the Notch is a great 


“especially when there is such a pleasant 
circle round it. I am quite benumbed j for 

the ISiotch is iust hhe the pipe ol a great pair 

of bellows; it has blown a terrible blast in my 
face, all the way from Bartlett.” 

“Then you are going towards Vermont?” 
said the master of the house, as he helped to 
take a light knapsack off the young man s 
shoulder. 

“Yes; to Burlington, and far enough be- 
yond,” replied he. “1 meant to have been at 
Ethan Crawford’s to-night; but a pedestrian 
lingers along such a road as this. It is no 
matter; for, when 1 saw this good fire, and all 

. - , , -r _ ^ 1 


The romantic pass ot the iNotcn is a great , lui, x 

artery through which the life-blood of in- 15 your cheerful faces, 1 felt as if you had kind e 

. ,• 11-- it for mc. and were waiting my 


ternal commerce is continually throbbing, 
between Maine on one side, and the Green 
Mountains and the shores of the St. Lawrence 
on the other. The stage-coach always drew 


it on pur]>ose for me, and were waiting my 
arrival. So 1 shall sit down among you, and 
maKe myself at home.” 

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn 


up before the door of the cottage. 


farer, with no companion but his staff, paused 
here to exchange a word, that the sense of 
loneliness might not utterly overcome him, 
ere he could pass through the cleft of the 


vays uicw xitixxxv o- ^ 

The way- 20 his chair to the fire, when something like a 


heavy footstep was heard without, rushing 
down the steep side of the mountain, as with 
long and rapid strides, and taking such a leap, 
in passing the cottage, as to strike the opposite 


ere he could pass tnrougn tne cicn yx txx. xxx their breath be. 

mountain, or reach the first hoi.e ui the „ P-yP- gues 


valley. And here the teamster, on his way to 
Portland market, would put up for the nighc 
and, if a bachelor, might sit an hour beyond 
the usual bed-time, and steal a kiss from the 


cause they knew the sound, and their guest 
held his by instinct. 

“The old mountain has thrown a stone 
at us, for fear we should forget him, said 
.p *‘He some- 


thc usual bed-time, ana sieai a ix'-'xxx — , — -- . u • if 

LLntain maid at’ parting- It was - of 30 ^ 


mounLaiii xxxaxta 0,1. 

those primitive taverns where the traveller 
pays only for food and lodging, but meets 
with a homely kindness, beyond all price. 
When the footsteps were heard, therefore, 


times nods his head, and threatens to come 
down; but we are old neighbours, and agree 
together pretty well, upon the whole. Be- 
sides, we have a sure place of refuge hard by, 


Wbfxn the footstcDS Were nearu, . 

between the outer^ door and the inner one, 35 if he should be coming in good earnest. 
Detween uic uulcx vxv^v^x the stranger to 


ueiwecii Lixe uun^x — — - 

the whole family rose up, grandmother, chil- 
dren, and all, as if about to welcome some 
one who belonged to them, and whose fate 
was linked with theirs. 

The door was opened by a young man. 
His face at first wore the melancholy expres- 
sion, almost despondency, of one who travels 
a wild and bleak road at nightfall and alone, 
but soon brightened up when he saw the 


Let us now suppose the stranger to have 
finished his supper of bear’s meat; and, by his 
natural felicity of manner, to have placed 
himself on a footing of kindness with the 
whole family, so that they talked as freely to- 
gether as if he belonged to their mountain 
brood. He was of a proud, yet gentle spirit — 
haughty and reserved among the rich and 
great; but ever ready to stoop his head to the 




jvxiikxiy V./* - — 1 r 

heart spring forward to meet them all, from 
the old woman, who wiped a chair with her 
apron, to the little child that held out its 

arm. to him. One glance and smUe plyed ^eVed; when they little 

dtestrygeron afootmg o mnocentfamdtar- 50 " 

■.=; .hJ,. ..d d„*.d .held 


son at the poor man’s fireside. In the house- 
hold of the Notch he found warmth and sim- 
plicity of feeling, the pervading intelligence of 
New England, and a poetry of native growth, 
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romantic and dangerous abode. He had 
travelled far and alone; his whole life, indeed, 
had been a solitary path; for, with the lofty 
caution of his nature, he had kept himself 
apart from those who might otherwise have 
been his companions. The family, too, 
though so kind and hospitable, had that con- 
sciousness of unity among themselves, and 
separation from the world at large, which, in 
every domestic circle, should still keep a holy 
place where no stranger may intrude. But, 
this evening, a prophetic sympathy impelled 
the refined and educated youth to pour out 
his heart before the simple mountaineers, and 
constrained them to answer him with the 
same free confidence. And thus it should 
have been. Is not the kindred of a common 
fate a closer tie than that of birth? 

The secret of the young man’s character 
was a high and abstracted ambition. He 
could have borne to live an undistinguished 
life, but not to be forgotten in the grave. 
Yearning desire had been transformed to 
hope; and hope, long cherished, had become 
like certainty, that, obscurely as he journeyed 
now, a glory was to beam on all his pathway 
— though not, perhaps, while he was tread- 
ing it. But, when posterity should gaze back 
into the gloom of what was now the present, 
they would trace the brightness of his foot- 
steps, brightening as meaner glories faded, 
and confess that a gifted one had passed from 
his cradle to his tomb, with none to recognize 
him. 

‘‘As yet,” cried the stranger, his cheek 
glowing and his eye flashing with enthusiasm, 
“as yet, I have done nothing. Were I to van- 
ish from the earth to-morrow, none would 
know so much of me as you; that a nameless 
youth came up, at nightfall, from the valley 
of the Saco, and opened his heart to you in 
the evening, and passed through the Notch, 
by sunrise, and was seen no more. Not a soul 
would ask — ‘Who was he? — Whither did 
the wanderer go?’ But I cannot die till 
I have achieved my destiny. Then let 
Death come! I shall have built my monu- 
ment!” 

There was a continual flow of natural emo- 
tion, gushing forth amid abstracted reverie, 
which enabled the family to understand this 
young man’s sentiments, though so foreign 


from their own. With quick sensibility of the 
ludicrous, he blushed at the ardour into which 
he had been betrayed. 

“You laugh at me,” said he, taking the 
5 eldest daughter’s hand, and laughing him- 
self. “You think my ambition as nonsensical 
as if I were to freeze myself to death on the 
top of Mount Washington, only that people 
might spy at me from the country round 
lo about. And truly, that would be a noble 
pedestal for a man’s statue!” 

“It is better to sit here by this fire,” an- 
swered the girl, blushing, “and be comforta- 
ble and contented, though nobody thinks 
15 about us.” 

“I suppose,” said her father, aftei a fit of 
musing, “there is something natural in what 
the young man says; and if my mind had been 
turned that way, I might have felt just the 
20 same. It is strange, wife, how this talk has 
set my head running on things that are pretty 
certain never to come to pass.” 

“Perhaps they may,” observed the wife. 
“Is the man thinking what he will do when 
25 he is a widower?” 

“No, no!” cried he, repelling the idea with 
reproachful kindness. “When I think of your 
death, Esther, I think of mine too. But I was 
wishing we had a good farm, in Bartlett, or 
30 Bethlehem, or Littleton, or some other town- 
ship round the White Mountains; but not 
where they could tumble on our heads. I 
should want to stand well with my neigh- 
bours, and be called ’Squire, and sent to 
35 General Court for a term or two; for a plain, 
honest man may do as much good there as a 
lawyer. And when I should be grown quite 
an old man, and you an old woman, so as not 
to be long apart, I might die happy enough in 
40 my bed, and leave you all crying around me. 
A slate gravestone would suit me as well as a 
marble one — with just my name and age, 
and a verse of a hymn, and something to let 
people know that I lived an honest man and 
45 died a Christian.” 

“There now!” exclaimed the stranger; “it 
is our nature to desire a monument, be it 
slate, or marble, or a pillar of granite, or a 
glorious memory in the universal heart of 
50 man.” 

“We’re in a strange way to-night,” said the 
wife, with tears in her eyes. “They say it’s a 
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sign of something when folks minds go 
a-wandering so. Hark to the children !” 

They listened accordingly. The younger 
children had been put to bed in another 
room, but with an open door between, so 
that they could be heard talking busily among 
themselves. One and all seemed to have 
caught the infection from the fireside circle, 
and were outvying each other in wild wishes 
and childish projects of what they would do, 
\vhen they came to be men and women. At 
length a little boy, instead of addressing his 
brothers and sisters, called out to his mother. 

“I’ll tell you what I wish, mother,” cried 
he. “I want you and father and grandma’ m, 
and all of us, and the stranger too, to start 
right away, and go and take a drink out of 
the basin of the Flume!” 

Nobody could help laughing at the child’s 
notion of leaving a warm bed, and dragging 
them from a cheerful fire, to visit the basin of 
the Flume — a brook, which tumbles over 
the precipice, deep within the Notch. The 
boy had hardly spoken, when a waggon rat- 
tled along the road, and stopped a moment 
before the door. It appeared to contain two 
or three men, who were cheering their hearts 
with the rough chorus of a song, which re- 
sounded in broken notes, between the cliffs, 
while the singers hesitated whether to continue 
their journey, or put up here for the night. 

“Father,” said the girl, “they are calling 
you by name.” 

But the good man doubted whether they 
had really called him, and was unwilling to 
show himself too solicitous of gain, by inviting 
people to patronise his house. He therefore 
did not hurry to the door; and the lash being 
soon applied, the travellers plunged into the 
Notch, still singing and laughing, though 
their music and mirth came back drearily 
from the heart of the mountain. 

“There, mother!” cried the boy, again. 
“They’d have given us a ride to the Flume.” 

Again they laughed at the child’s perti- 
nacious fancy for a night ramble. But it hap- 
pened that a light cloud passed over the 
daughter’s spirit; she looked gravely into the 
fire, and drew a breath that was almost a 
sigh. It forced its way, in spite of a little 
struggle to repress it. Then starting and 
blushing, she looked quickly round the circle. 


as if they had caught a glimpse into her 
bosom. The stranger asked what she had 
been thinking of. 

“Nothing,” answered she, with a downcast 
smile. “Only I felt lonesome just then.” 

“Oh, I have always had a gift of feeling 
w^hat is in other people's hearts,” said he, half 
seriously. “Shall I tell the secrets of yours? 
For I know' what to think wdien a young girl 
shivers by a warm hearth, and complains of 
lonesomeness at her mother's side. Shall I 
put these feelings into words?” 

“They w^ould not be a girl’s feelings any 
longer, if they could be put into w'oids,” re- 
plied the mountain nymph, laughing, but 
avoiding his eye. 

All this was said apart. Perhaps a germ of 
love was springing in their hearts, so pure 
that it might blossom in paradise, since it 
could not be matured on earth; for women 
worship such gentle dignity as his; and the 
proud, contemplative, yet kindly soul is 
oftenest captivated by simplicity like hers. 
But, while they spoke softly, and he was 
watching the happy sadness, the lightsome 
shadows, the shy yearnings of a maiden’s 
nature, the wand, through the Notch, took a 
deeper and drearier sound. It seemed, as the 
fanciful stranger said, like the choral strain of 
the spirits of the blast, who, in old Indian 
times, had their dwelling among these moun- 
tains, and made their heights and recesses a 
sacred region. There was a wail along the 
road, as if a funeral were passing. To chase 
away the gloom, the family threw pine- 
branches on their fire, till the dry leaves 
crackled, and the flame arose, discovering 
once again a scene of peace and humble hap- 
piness. The light hovered about them fondly, 
and caressed them all. There were the little 
faces of the children peeping from their bed 
apart, and here the father’s frame of strength, 
the mother’s subdued and careful mien, the 
highbrowed youth, the budding girl, and the 
good old grandam, still knitting in the warm- 
est place. The aged woman looked up froi.i 
her task, and, with fingers ever busy, was the 
next to speak. 

“Old folks have their notions,” said she, 
“as well as young ones. You’ve been wishing 
and planning, and letting your heads run on 
one thing and another, till you’ve set my 
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mind a-wandering too. Now what should an 
old woman wish for when she can go but a 
step or two before she comes to her grave? 
Children, it will haunt me night and day till 
I tell you.” 

“What is it, mother?” cried the husband 
and wife at once. 

Then the old woman, with an air of mys- 
tery, which drew the circle closer round the 
fire, informed them that she had provided 
her grave-clothes some years before — a nice 
linen shroud, a cap with a muslin ruff, and 
everything of a finer sort than she had worn 
since her wedding-day. But this evening an 
old superstition had strangely recurred to her. 15 
It used to be said, in her younger days, that 
if anything were amiss with a corpse, if only 
the ruff were not smooth, or the cap did not 
set right, the corpse, in the coffin and beneath 
the clods, would strive to put up its cold hands 20 
and arrange it. The bare thought made her 
nervous. 

“Don’t talk so, grandmother!” said the girl, 
shuddering. 

“Now,” continued the old woman, with 25 
singular earnestness, yet smiling strangely at 
her own folly, “I want one of you, my chil- 
dren — when your mother is dressed, and in 
the coffin — I want one of you to hold a 
looking-glass over my face. Who knows but 30 
I may take a glimpse at myself, and see 
whether all’s right?” 

“Old and young, we dream of graves and 
monuments,” murmured the stranger youth. 

“I wonder how mariners feel when the ship is 35 
sinking, and they, unknown and undistin- 
guished, are to be buried together in the 
ocean — that wide and nameless sepulchre!” 

For a moment the old woman’s ghastly 
conception so engrossed the minds of her 40 
hearers, that a sound, abroad in the night, 
rising like the roar of a blast, had grown 
broad, deep, and terrible before the fated 
group were conscious of it. The house, and 
all within it, trembled; the foundations of the 45 
earth seemed to be shaken, as if this awful 
sound were the peal of the last trump. Young 
and old exchanged one wild glance, and re- 
mained an instant, pale, affrighted, without 
utterance, or power to move. Then the same 50 
shriek burst simultaneously from all their lips. 

“The Slide! the Slide!” 


The simplest words must intimate, but not 
portray, the unutterable horror of the catas- 
trophe. The victims rushed from their cot- 
tage and sought refuge in what they deemed a 
5 safer spot — where, in contemplation of such 
an emergency, a sort of barrier had been 
reared. Alas! they had quitted their secur- 
ity, and fled right into the pathway of de- 
struction. Down came the whole side of the 
10 mountain in a cataract of ruin. Just before 
it reached the house the stream broke into 
two branches, shivering not a window there, 
but overwhelming the whole vicinity, blocked 
up the road, and annihilated everything in 
its dreadful course. Long ere the thunder of 
that great Slide had ceased to roar among the 
mountains, the mortal agony had been en- 
dured, and the victims were at peace. Their 
bodies were never found. 

The next morning the light smoke was seen 
stealing from the cottage chimney up the 
mountain-side. Within, the fire was yet 
smouldering on the hearth, and the chairs in 
a circle round it, as if the inhabitants had but 
gone forth to view the devastation of the 
Slide, and would shortly return to thank 
Heaven for their miraculous escape. All had 
left separate tokens, by which those who had 
known the family were made to shed a tear 
for each. Who has not heard their name? 
The story had been told far and wide, and 
will for ever be a legend of these mountains. 
Poets have sung their fate. 

There were circumstances which led some 
to suppose that a stranger had been received 
into the cottage on this awful night, and had 
shared the catastrophe of all its inmates. 
Others denied that there were sufficient 
grounds for such a conjecture. Woe for the 
high-souled youth, with his dream of Earthly 
Immortality! His name and person utterly 
unknown; his history, his way of life, his plans 
— a mystery never to be solved; his death and 
his existence equally a doubt! Whose was 
the agony of that death-moment? 

Young Goodman Brown 
( 1835 ) 

On the materials for this tale, and on its signifi" 
cance, there is a judicious note by Austin Warren 
in his selections from Hawthorne in the A fVS, pp. 
361 - 62 . 
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Young Goodman Brown came forth at sun- 
set into the street at Salem village; but put 
his head back, after crossing the threshold, to 
exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. 
And Faith, as the wife was aptly named, 5 
thrust her own pretty head into the street, 
letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of 
her cap while she called to Goodman 
Brown. 

“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and 10 
rather sadly, when her lips were close to his 
ear, “prithee put off your journey until sun- 
rise and sleep in your own bed to-night. A 
lone woman is troubled with such dreams and 
such thoughts that she’s afeard of herself 15 
sometimes. Pray tarry with me this night, 
dear husband, of all nights in the year.” 

“My love and my Faith,” replied young 
Goodman Brown, “of all nights in the year, 
this one night must I tarry away from thee. 20 
My journey, as thou callest it, forth and back 
again, must needs be done ’twixt now and 
sunrise. What, my sweet wife, dost thou 
doubt me already, and we but three months 
married?” 25 

“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with 
the pink ribbons; “and may you find all well 
when you come back.” 

“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say 
thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to bed at 30 
dusk, and no harm will come to thee.” 

So they parted; and the young man pur- 
sued his way until, being about to turn the 
corner by the meeting-house, he looked back 
and saw the head of Faith still peeping after 35 
him with a melancholy air, in spite of her 
pink ribbons. 

“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his 
heart smote him, “What a wretch am I to 
leave her on such an errand 1 She talks of 40 
dreams, too. Methought as she spoke there 
was trouble in her face, as if a dream had 
warned her what work is to be done to-night. 

But no, no; ’twould kill her to think it. Well, 
she’s a blessed angel on earth; and after this 45 
one night Fll cling to her skirts and follow her 
to heaven.” 

With this excellent resolve for the future, 
Goodman Brown felt himself justified in mak- 
ing more haste on his present evil purpose. 50 
He had taken a dreary road, darkened by all 
the gloomiest trees of the forest, which barely 


stood aside to let the narrow path creep 
through, and closed immediately behind. It 
waf, all as lonely as could be; and there is this 
peculiarity in such a solitude, that the travel- 
ler knows not who may be concealed by the 
innumerable trunks and the thick boughs 
overhead; so that with lonely footsteps he 
may yet be passing through an unseen multi- 
tude. 

“There may be a devilish Indian behind 
every tree,” said Goodman Brown to himself; 
and he glanced fearfully behind him as he 
added, “What if the devil himself should be 
at my very elbow!” 

His head being turn^^d back, he passed a 
crook of the road, and, looking forward again, 
beheld the figure of a man, in grave and de- 
cent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. 
He arose at Goodman Brown’s approach and 
walked onward side by side with him. 

“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. 
“The clock of the Old South was striking as I 
came through Bostcjn, and that is full fifteen 
minutes agone.” 

“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the 
young man, with a tremor in his voice, caused 
by the sudden appearance of his companion, 
though not wholly unexpected. 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and 
deepest in that part of it where these two 
were journeying. As nearly as could be dis- 
cerned, the second traveller was about fifty 
years old, apparently in the same rank of life 
as Goodman Brown, and bearing a consider- 
able resemblance to him, though perhaps 
more in expression than features. Still they 
might have been taken for father and son. 
And yet, though the elder person was as 
simply clad as the younger, and as simple in 
manner too, he had an indescribable air of 
one who knew the world, and who would not 
have felt abashed at the governor’s dinner 
table or in King William’s court, were it pos- 
sible that his affairs should call him thither. 
But the only thing about him that could be 
fixed upon as remarkable was his staff, wh'ch 
bore the likeness of a great black snake, so 
curiously wrought that it might almost be 
seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living 
serpent. This, of course, must have been an 
ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain 
light. 
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“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fel- 
low-traveller, “this is a dull pace for the be- 
ginning of a journey. Take my staff, if you 
are so soon weary.” 

“Friend,” said the other, exchanging his 
slow pace for a full stop, “having kept cove- 
nant by meeting thee here, it is my purpose 
now to return whence I came. I have scru- 
ples touching the matter thou wot’st of.” 

“Sayest thou so?” replied he of the serpent, 
smiling apart. “Let us walk on, neverthe- 
less, reasoning as we go; and if I convince 
thee not thou shalt turn back. We are but a 
little way in the forest yet.” 

“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the good- 
man, unconsciously resuming his walk. “My 
father never went into the woods on such an 
errand, nor his father before him. We have 
been a race of honest men and good Chris- 
tians since the days of the martyrs; and shall I 
be the first of the name of Brown that ever 
took this path and kept” — 

“Such company, thou wouldst say,” ob- 
served the elder person, interpreting his 
pause. “Well said, Goodman Brown 1 I have 
been as well acquainted with your family as 
with ever a one among the Puritans; and 
that’s no trifle to say. I helped your grand- 
father, the constable, when he lashed the 
Quaker woman so smartly through the streets 
of Salem; and it was I that brought your 
father a pitch-pine knot, kindled at my own 
hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in 
King Philip’s war. They were my good 
friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have 
we had along this path, and returned merrily 
after midnight. I would fain be friends with 
you for their sake.” 

“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman 
Brown, “I marvel they never spoke of these 
matters; or, verily, I marvel not, seeing that 
the least rumor of the sort would have driven 
them from New England. We are a people 
of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide 
no such wickedness.” 

“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller 
with the twisted staff, “I have a very general 
acquaintance here in New England. The 
deacons of many a church have drunk the 
communion wine with me; the selectmen of 
divers towns make me their chairman; and a 
majority of the Great and General Court are 


firm supporters of my interest. The governor 
and I, too — But these are state secrets.” 

“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, 
with a stare of amazement at his undisturbed 
companion. “Howbeit, I have nothing to 
do with the governor and council; they have 
their own ways, and are no rule for a simple 
husbandman like me. But, were I to go on 
with thee, how should I meet the eye of that 
good old man, our minister, at Salem village? 
Oh, his voice would make me tremble both 
Sabbath day and lecture day.” 

Thus far the elder traveller had listened 
with due gravity; but now burst into a fit of 
irrepressible mirth, shaking himself so vio- 
lently that his snake-like staff actually seemed 
to wriggle in sympathy. 

“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; 
then composing himself, “Well, go on, Good- 
man Brown, go on; but, prithee, don’t kill 
me with laughing.” 

“Well, then, to end the matter at once,” 
said Goodman Brown, considerably nettled, 
“there is my wife. Faith. It would break her 
dear little heart; and I’d rather break my 
own.” 

“Nay, if that be the case,” answered the 
other, “e’en go thy ways, Goodman Brown. 
I would not for twenty old women like the 
one hobbling before us that Faith should come 
to any harm.” 

As he spoke he pointed his staff at a female 
figure on the path, in whom Goodman Brown 
recognized a very pious and exemplary dame, 
who had taught him his catechism in youth, 
and was still his moral and spiritual adviser, 
jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. 

“A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse 
should be so far in the wilderness at nightfall,” 
said he. “But with your leave, friend, I shall 
take a cut through the woods until we have 
left this Christian woman behind. Being a 
stranger to you, she might ask whom I was 
consorting with and whither I was going.” 

“Be it so,” said his fellow-traveller. “Be- 
take you to the woods, and let me keep the 
path.” 

Accordingly the young man turned aside, 
but took care to watch his companion, who 
advanced softly along the road until he had 
come within a stafTs length of the old dame. 
She, meanwhile, was making the best of her 
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way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, his auditor than to be suggested by himself, 

and mumbling some indistinct words — a As they went, he plucked a branch of maple 

prayer, doubtless as she went. The travel- to serve for a walking stick, and began to 

ler put forth his staff and touched her with- strip it of the twigs and little boughs, which 

ered neck with what seemed the serpent’s tail. 5 were wet with evening dew. The moment 
^'The devil!” screamed the pious old lady. his fingers touched them they became 

^^Then Goody Cloyse knows her old strangely withered and dried up as with a 

friend?” observed the traveller, confronting week’s sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded, 

her and leaning on his writhing stick. at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a 

“Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship in- 10 gloomy hollow of the road, Goodman Brown 
deed?” cried the good dame. “Yea, truly is sat himself down on the stump of a tree and 

it, and in the very image of my old gossip, refused to go any farther. 

Goodman Brown, the grandfather of the silly “Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind 
fellow that now is. But — would your wor- is made up. Not another step will 1 budge on 

ship believe it? — my broomstick hath 15 this errand. What if a wretched old woman 

strangely disappeared, stolen, as I suspect, by do choose to go to the devil when I thought 

that unhanged witch, Goody Cory, and that, she was going to heaven: is that any reason 

too, when I was all anointed with the juice of why I should quit my dear Faith and go after 

smallage, and cinquefoil, and wolfs bane — ” her?” 

“Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a 20 “You will think better of this by and by,” 
new-born babe,” said the shape of old Good- said his acquaintance, composedly. “Sit 

man Brown. here and rest yourself a while; and when you 

“Ah, your worship know'S the recipe,” feel like moving again, there is my staff to 

cried the old lady, cackling aloud. “So, as I help you along.” 

was saying, being all ready for the meeting, 25 Without more words, he threw his com- 
and no horse to ride on, I made up my mind panion the maple stick, and was as speedily 

to foot it; for they tell me there is a nice young out of sight as if he had vanished into the 

man to be taken into communion to-night. gloom. The young man sat a few moments 

But now your good w’orship wall lend me your by the roadside, applauding himself greatly, 

arm, and we shall be there in a twinkling.” 30 and thinking with how clear a conscience he 
“That can hardly be,” answered her should meet the minister in his morning walk, 

friend. “I may not spare you my arm, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon 

Goody Cloyse; but here is my staff, if you Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his 

will.” that very night, which was to have been 

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, 35 spent so wickedly, but so purely and sweetly 
where, perhaps, it assumed life, being one of now, in the arms of Faith! Amidst these 

the rods which its owner had formerly lent to pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, 

the Egyptian magi. Of this fact, however, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses 

Goodman Brown could not take cognizance. along the road, and deemed it advisable to 

He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and, 40 conceal himself within the verge of the forest, 
looking down again, beheld neither Goody conscious of the guilty purpose that had 

Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but his fellow- brought him thither, though now so happily 

traveller alone, who waited for him as calmly turned from it. 

as if nothing had happened. On came the hoof tramps and the voices of 

“That old woman taught me my cate- 45 the riders, two grave old voices, conversing 
chism,” said the young man; and there was a soberly as they drew near. These mingled 
world of meaning in this simple comment. sounds appeared to pass along the road, 

They continued to walk onward, while the within a few yards of the young man’s hiding- 

elder traveller exhorted his companion to place; but, owing doubtless to the depth of 
make good speed and persevere in the path, 50 the gloom at that particular spot, neither 
discoursing so aptly that his arguments the travellers nor their steeds were visible, 

seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of Though their figures brushed the small 
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boughs by the wayside, it could not be seen 
that they intercepted, even for a moment, 
the faint gleam from the strip of bright sky 
athwart which they must have passed. Gk)od- 
man Brown alternately crouched and stood 5 
on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and 
thrusting forth his head as far as he durst 
without discerning so much as a shadow. It 
vexed him the more, because he could have 
sworn, were such a thing possible, that he 10 
recognized the voices of the minister and 
Deacon Gookin, jogging along quietly, as 
they were wont to do, when bound to some 
ordination or ecclesiastical council. While 
yet within hearing, one of the riders stopped 15 
to pluck a switch. 

“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice 
like the deacon’s, “I had rather miss an 
ordination dinner than to-night’s meeting. 
They tell me that some of our community are 20 
to be here from Falmouth and beyond, and 
others from Connecticut and Rhode Island, 
besides several of the Indian powwows, who, 
after their fashion know almost as much 
deviltry as the best of us. Moreover, there 25 
is a goodly young woman to be taken into 
communion.” 

“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied 
the solemn old tones of the minister. “Spur 
up, or we shall be late. Nothing can be done, 30 
you know, until I get on the ground.” 

The hoofs clattered again; and the voices, 
talking so strangely in the empty air, passed 
on through the forest, where no church had 
ever been gathered or solitary Christian 35 
prayed. Whither, then, could these holy men 
be journeying so deep into the heathen wil- 
derness? Young Goodman Brown caught 
hold of a tree for support, being ready to sink 
down on the ground, faint and overburdened 40 
with the heavy sickness of his heart. He 
looked up to the sky, doubting whether there 
really was a heaven above him. Yet there 
was the blue arch, and the stars brightening 
in it. 45 

“With heaven above and Faith below, I 
will yet stand firm against the devil!” cried 
Groodman Brown. 

While he still gazed upward into the deep 
arch of the firmament and had lifted his 50 
hands to pray, a cloud, though no wind was 
stirring, hurried across the zenith and hid the 


brightening stars. The blue sky was still 
visible, except directly overhead, where this 
black mass of cloud was sweeping swiftly 
northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the 
depths of the cloud, came a confused and 
doubtful sound of voices. Once the listener 
fancied that he could distinguish the accents 
of townspeople of his own, men and women, 
both pious and ungodly, many of whom he 
had met at the communion table, and had 
seen others rioting at the tavern. The next 
moment, so indistinct were the sounds, he 
doubted whether he had heard aught but the 
murmur of the old forest, whispering without 
a wind. Then came a stronger swell of those 
familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine at 
Salem village, but never until now from a 
cloud of night. There was one voice, of a 
young woman, uttering lamentations, yet 
with an uncertain sorrow, and entreating for 
some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve 
her to obtain; and all the unseen multitude, 
both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage 
her onward. 

“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a 
voice of agony and desperation; and the 
echoes of the forest mocked him, crying, 
“Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered wretches 
were seeking her all through the wilderness. 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet 
piercing the night, when the unhappy hus- 
band held his breath for a response. There 
was a scream, drowned immediately in a 
louder murmur of voices, fading into far-off 
laughter, as the dark cloud swept away, leav- 
ing the clear and silent sky above Goodman 
Brown. But something fluttered lightly down 
through the air and caught on the branch of 
a tree. The young man seized it, and beheld 
a pink ribbon. 

“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one 
stupefied moment. “There is no good on 
earth; and sin is but a name. Come, devil; 
for to thee is this world given.” 

And, maddened with despair, so that he 
laughed loud and long, did Goodman Brown 
grasp his staff and set forth again, at such a 
rate that he seemed to fly along the forest 
path rather than to walk or run. The road 
grew wilder and drearier and more faintly 
traced, and vanished at length, leaving him 
in the heart of the dark wilderness, still rush- 
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ing onward with the instinct that guides 
mortal man to evil. The whole forest was 
peopled with frightful sounds — the creaking 
of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, and 
the yell of Indians; while sometimes the wind 5 
tolled like a distant church bell, and some- 
times gave a broad roar around the traveller, 
as if all Nature were laughing him to scorn. 
But he was himself the chief horror of the 
scene, and shrank not from its other horrors. 10 

“Ha! hal hal” roared Goodman Brown 
when the wind laughed at him. “Let us hear 
which will laugh loudest. Think not to 
frighten me with your deviltry. Come witch, 
come wizard, come Indian powwow, come 15 
devil himself, and here comes Goodman 
Brown. You may as well fear him as he fear 
you.” 

In truth, all through the haunted forest 
there could be nothing more frightful than 20 
the figure of Goodman Brown. On he flew 
among the black pines, brandishing his staff 
with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an 
inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now 
shouting forth such laughter as set all the 25 
echoes of the forest laughing like demons 
around him. The fiend in his own shape is 
less hideous than when he rages in the breast 
of man. Thus sped the demoniac on his 
course, until, quivering among the trees, he 30 
saw a red light before him, as when the felled 
trunks and branches of a clearing have been 
set on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze 
against the sky, at the hour of midnight. 

He paused, in a lull of the tempest that had 35 
driven him onward, and heard the swell of 
what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly from a 
distance with the weight of many voices. He 
knew the tune; it was a familiar one in the 
choir of the village meeting-house. The 40 
verse died heavily away, and was lengthened 
by a chorus, not of human voices, but of all 
the sounds of the benighted wilderness peal- 
ing in awful harmony together. Goodman 
Brown cried out, and his cry was lost to his 45 
own ear by its unison with the cry of the desert. 

In the interval of silence he stole forward 
until the light glared full upon his eyes. At 
one extremity of an open space, hemmed in 
by the dark wall of the forest, arose a rock, 50 
bearing some rude, natural resemblance 
either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded 


by four blazing pines, their tops aflame, their 
stems untouched, like candles at an evening 
meedng. The mass of foliage that had over- 
grown the summit of the rock was all on fire, 
blazing high into the night and fitfully illumi- 
nating the whole field. Each pendent twig 
and leafy festoon was in a blaze. As the red 
light arose and fell, a numerous congregation 
alternately shone forth, then disappeared in 
shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of the 
darkness, peopling the heart of the solitary 
woods at once. 

“A grave and dark-clad company,” quoth 
Goodman Brown. 

In truth they were such. Among them, 
quivering to and fro between gloom and 
splendor, appeared faces that would be seen 
next day at the council board of the province, 
and others which. Sabbath after Sabbath, 
looked devoutly heavenward, and benig- 
nantly over the crowded pews, from the holi- 
est pulpits in the land. Some affirm that the 
lady of the governor was there. At least there 
were high dames well known to her, and 
wives of honored husbands, and widows, a 
great multitude, and ancient maidens, all of 
excellent repute, and fair young girls, who 
trembled lest their mothers should espy them. 
Either the sudden gleams of light flashing 
over the obscure field bedazzled Goodman 
Brown, or he recognized a score of the church 
members of Salem village famous for their 
especial sanctity. Good old Deacon Gookin 
had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that 
venerable saint, his revered pastor. But, 
irreverently consorting with these grave, 
reputable, and pious people, these elders of 
the church, these chaste dames and dewy 
virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and 
women of spotted fame, wretches given over 
to all mean and filthy vice, and suspected 
even of horrid crimes. It was strange to see 
that the good shrank not from the wicked, 
nor were the sinners abashed by the saints. 
Scattered also among their palefaced enemies 
were the Indian priests, or powwows, wno 
had often scared their native forest with more 
hideous incantations than any known to Eng- 
lish witchcraft. 

“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman 
Brown; and, as hope came into his heart, he 
trembled. 
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along the street. Children, with bright faces, 
tripped merrily beside their parents, or mim- 
icked a graver gait, in the conscious dignity of 
their Sunday clothes. Spruce bachelors 
looked sidelong at the pretty maidens, and 5 
fancied that the Sabbath sunshine made them 
prettier than on week days. When the throng 
had mostly streamed into the porch, the sex- 
ton began to toll the bell, keeping his eye on 
the Reverend Mr. Hooper’s door. The first 10 
glimpse of the clergyman’s figure was the sig- 
nal for the bell to cease its summons. 

“But what has good Parson Hooper got 
upon his face?” cried the sexton in astonish- 
ment. 15 

All within hearing immediately turned 
about, and beheld the semblance of Mr. 
Hooper, pacing slowly his meditative way 
towards the meeting-house. With one ac- 
cord they started, expressing more wonder 20 
than if some strange minister were coming to 
dust the cushions of Mr. Hooper’s pulpit. 

“Are you sure it is our parson?” inquired 
Goodman Gray of the sexton. 

“Of a certainty it is good Mr. Hooper,” 25 
replied the sexton. “He was to have ex- 
changed pulpits with Parson Shute, of West- 
bury; but Parson Shute sent to excuse himself 
yesterday, being to preach a funeral sermon.” 

The cause of so much amazement may ap- 30 
pear sufficiently slight. Mr. Hooper, a gen- 
tlemanly person, of about thirty, though still 
a bachelor, was dressed with due clerical 
neatness, as if a careful wife had starched his 
band, and brushed the weekly dust from his 35 
Sunday’s garb. There was but one thing 
remarkable in his appearance. Swathed 
about his forehead, and hanging down over 
his face, so low as to be shaken by his breath, 
Mr. Hooper had on a black veil. On a 40 
nearer view it seemed to consist of two folds 
of crape, which entirely concealed his fea- 
tures, except the mouth and chin, but prob- 
ably did not intercept his sight, further than 
to give a darkened aspect to all living and 45 
inanimate things. With this gloomy shade 
before him, good Mr. Hooper walked on- 
ward, at a slow and quiet pace, stooping 
somewhat, and looking on the ground, as is 
customary with abstracted men, yet nodding 50 
kindly to those of his parishioners who still 
waited on the meeting-house steps. But so 


wonder-struck were they that his greeting 
hardly met with a return. 

“I can’t really feel as if good Mr. Hooper’s 
face was behind that piece of crape,” said the 
sexton. 

“I don’t like it,” muttered an old woman, 
as she hobbled into the meeting-house. “He 
has changed himself into something awful, 
only by hiding his face.” 

“Our parson has gone mad!” cried Good- 
man Gray, following him across the threshold. 

A rumor of some unaccountable phenome- 
non had preceded Mr. Hooper into the 
meeting-house, and set all the congregation 
astir. Few could refrain from twisting their 
heads towards the door; many stood upright, 
and turned directly about; while several little 
boys clambered upon the seats, and came 
down again with a terrible racket. There 
was a general bustle, a rustling of the women’s 
gowns and shuffling of the men’s feet, greatly 
at variance with that hushed repose which 
should attend the entrance of the minister. 
But Mr. Hooper appeared not to notice the 
perturbation of his people. He entered with 
an almost noiseless step, bent his head mildly 
to the pews on each side, and bowed as he 
passed his oldest parishioner, a white-haired 
great-grandsire, who occupied an arm-chair 
in the centre of the aisle. It was strange to 
observe how slowly this venerable man be- 
came conscious of something singular in the 
appearance of his pastor. He seemed not 
fully to partake of the prevailing wonder, till 
Mr. Hooper had ascended the stairs, and 
showed himself in the pulpit, face to face 
with his congregation, except for the black 
veil. That mysterious emblem was never 
once withdrawn. It shook with his measured 
breath, as he gave out the psalm; it threw its 
obscurity between him and the holy page, as 
he read the Scriptures; and while he prayed, 
the veil lay heavily on his uplifted counte- 
nance. Did he seek to hide it from the dread 
Being whom he was addressing? 

Such was the effect of this simple piece of 
crape, that more than one woman of delicate 
nerves was forced to leave the meeting-house. 
Yet perhaps the pale-faced congregation was 
almost as fearful a sight to the minister, as his 
black veil to them. 

Mr. Hooper had the reputation of a good 
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preacher, but not an energetic one: he strove 
to win his people heavenward by mild, per- 
suasive influences, rather than to drive them 
thither by the thunders of the Word. The 
sermon which he now delivered was marked j 
by the same characteristics of style and man- 
ner as the general series of his pulpit oratory. 
But there was something, either in the senti- 
ment of the discourse itself, or in the imagina- 
tion of the auditors, which made it greatly the i 
most powerful effort that they had ever heard 
from their pastor’s lips. It was tinged, rather 
more darkly than usual, with the gentle 
gloom of Mr. Hooper’s temperament. The 
subject had reference to secret sin, and those i 
sad mysteries which we hide from our nearest 
and dearest, and would fain conceal from our 
own consciousness, even forgetting that the 
Omniscient can detect them. A subtle power 
was breathed into his words. Each member 
of the congregation, the most innocent girl, 
and the man of hardened breast, felt as if the 
preacher had crept upon them, behind his 
awful veil, and discovered their hoarded 
iniquity of deed or thought. Many spread 
their clasped hands on their bosoms. There 
was nothing terrible in what Mr. Hooper 
said, at least, no violence; and yet, with every 
tremor of his melancholy voice, the hearers 
quaked. An unsought pathos came hand in 
hand with awe. So sensible were the audi- 
ence of some unwonted attribute in their min- 
ister, that they longed for a breath of wind to 
blow aside the veil, almost believing that a 
stranger’s visage would be discovered, though 
the form, gesture, and voice were those of 
Mr. Hooper. 

At the close of the services, the people hur- 
ried out with indecorous confusion, eager to 
communicate their pent-up amazement, and 
conscious of lighter spirits the moment they 
lost sight of the black veil. Some gathered in 
little circles, huddled closely together, with 
their mouths all whispering in the centre; 
some went homeward alone, wrapt in silent 
meditation; some talked loudly, and pro- 
faned the Sabbath day with ostentatious 
laughter. A few shook their sagacious heads, 
intimating that they could penetrate the 
mystery; while one or two affirmed that there 
was no mystery at all, but only that Mr. 
Hooper’s eyes were so weakened by the mid- 
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night lamp, as to require a shade. After a 
brief interval, forth came good Mr. Hooper 
also, in the rear of his flock. Turning his 
veiled face from one group to another, he 
; paid due reverence to the hoary heads, sa- 
luted the middle aged with kind dignity as 
their friend and spiritual guide, greeted the 
young with mingled authority and love, and 
laid his hands on the little children’s heads to 
D bless them. Such was always his custom on 
the Sabbath day. Strange and bewildered 
looks repaid him for his courtesy. None, as 
on former occasions, aspired to the honor of 
walking by their pastor’s side. Old Squire 
; Saunders, doubtless by an accidental lapse of 
memory, neglected to invite Mr. Hooper to 
his table, where the good clergyman had been 
wont to bless the food, almost every Sunday 
since his settlement. He returned, therefore, 

) to the parsonage, and, at the moment of clos- 
ing the door, was observed to look back upon 
the people, all of whom had their eyes fixed 
upon the minister. A sad smile gleamed 
faintly from beneath the black veil, and flick- 
; ered about his mouth, glimmering as he dis- 
appeared. 

“How strange,” said a lady, “that a simple 
black veil, such as any woman might wear on 
her bonnet, should become such a terrible 
> thing on Mr. Hooper’s face!” 

“Something must surely be amiss with Mr. 
Hooper’s intellects,” observed her husband, 
the physician of the village. “But the strang- 
est part of the affair is the effect of this va- 
gary, even on a sober-minded man like myself. 
The black veil, though it covers only our 
pastor’s face, throws its influence over his 
whole person, and makes him ghostlike from 
head to foot. Do you not feel it so?” 

“Truly do I,” replied the lady; “and I 
would not be alone with him for the world. 

I wonder he is not afraid to be alone with 
himself!” 

“Men sometimes are so,” said her husband. 

The afternoon service was attended with 
similar circumstances. At its conclusion, the 
bell tolled for the funeral of a young lady. 
The relatives and friends were assembled in 
the house, and the more distant acquaint- 
ances stood about the door, speaking of the 
good qualities of the deceased, when their 
talk was interrupted by the appearance of 



620 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


Mr. Hooper, still covered with his black veil. 

It was now an appropriate emblem. The 
clergyman stepped into the room where the 
corpse was laid, and bent over the coffin, to 
take a last farewell of his deceased parish- ; 
ioner. As he stooped, the veil hung straight 
down from his forehead, so that, if her eyelids 
had not been closed forever, the dead maiden 
might have seen his face. Could Mr. Hooper 
be fearful of her glance, that he so hastily i 
caught back the black veil? A person who 
watched the interview between the dead and 
living, scrupled not to affirm, that, at the 
instant when the clergyman’s features were 
disclosed, the corpse had slightly shuddered, i 
rustling the shroud and muslin cap, though 
the countenance retained the composure of 
death. A superstitious old woman was the 
only witness of this prodigy. From the coffin 
Mr. Hooper passed into the chamber of the 2' 
mourners, and thence to the head of the stair- 
case, to make the funeral prayer. It was a 
tender and heart-dissolving prayer, full of 
sorrow, yet so imbued with celestial hopes, 
that the music of a heavenly harp, swept by 2 
the fingers of the dead, seemed faintly to be 
heard among the saddest accents of the minis- 
ter. The people trembled, though they but 
darkly understood him when he prayed that 
they, and himself, and all of mortal race, 
might be ready, as he trusted this young 
maiden had been, for the dreadful hour that 
should snatch the veil from their faces. The 
bearers went heavily forth, and the mourners 
followed, saddening all the street, with the 
dead before them, and Mr. Hooper in his 
black veil behind. 

“Why do you look back?” said one in the 
procession to his partner. 

“I had a fancy,” replied she, “that the 
minister and the maiden’s spirit were walking 
hand in hand.” 

“And so had I, at the same moment,” said 
the other. 

That night, the handsomest couple in Mil- 
ford village were to be joined in wedlock. 
Though reckoned a melancholy man, Mr. 
Hooper had a placid cheerfulness for such 
occasions, which often excited a sympathetic 
smile where livelier merriment would have 
been thrown away. There was no quality of 
his disposition which made him more beloved 


than this. The company at the wedding 
awaited his arrival with impatience, trusting 
that the strange awe, which had gathered 
over him throughout the day, would now be 
dispelled. But such was not the result. When 
Mr. Hooper came, the first thing that their 
eyes rested on was the same horrible black 
veil, which had added deeper gloom to the 
funeral, and could portend nothing but evil 
to the wedding. Such was its immediate 
effect on the guests that a cloud seemed to 
have rolled duskily from beneath the black 
crape, and dimmed the light of the candles. 
The bridal pair stood up before the minister. 
But the bride’s cold fingers quivered in the 
tremulous hand of the bridegroom, and her 
deathlike paleness caused a whisper that the 
maiden who had been buried a few hours 
before was come from her grave to be mar- 
ried. If ever another wedding were so dis- 
mal, it was that famous one where they tolled 
the wedding knell. After performing the 
ceremony, Mr. Hooper raised a glass of wine 
to his lips, wishing happiness to the new- 
5 married couple in a strain of mild pleasantry 
that ought to have brightened the features of 
the guests, like a cheerful gleam from the 
hearth. At that instant, catching a glimpse 
of his figure in the looking-glass, the black 
veil involved his own spirit in the horror with 
which it overwhelmed all others. His frame 
shuddered, his lips grew white, he spilt the 
untasted wine upon the carpet, and rushed 
forth into the darkness. For the Earth, too, 
had on her Black Veil. 

The next day, the whole village of Milford 
talked of little else than Parson Hooper’s 
black veil. That, and the mystery concealed 
behind it, supplied a topic for discussion be- 
tween acquaintances meeting in the street, 
and good women gossiping at their open win- 
dows. It was the first item of news that the 
tavernkeeper told to his guests. The children 
babbled of it on their way to school. One 
imitative little imp covered his face with an 
old black handkerchief, thereby so affrighting 
his playmates that the panic seized himself, 
and he well-nigh lost his wits by his own 
waggery. 

It was remarkable that of all the busy- 
bodies and impertinent people in the parish, 
not one ventured to put the plain question to 
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y[x. Hooper, 'wteefore 1[ie did this thing. 
Hitherto, whenever there appeared the slight- 
est call for such interference, he had never 
lacked advisers, nor shown himself averse to 
be guided by their judgment. If he erred at 
all, it was by so painful a degree of self- 
distrust, that even the mildest censure would 
lead him to consider an indifferent action as a 
crime. Yet, though so well acquainted with 
this amiable weakness, no individual among 
his parishioners chose to make the black veil 
a subject of friendly remonstrance. There 
was a feeling of dread, neither plainly con- 
fessed nor carefully concealed, which caused 
each to shift the responsibility upon another, 
till at length it was found expedient to send a 
deputation of the church, in order to deal 
with Mr. Hooper about the mystery, before 
it should grow into a scandal. Never did an 
embassy so ill discharge its duties. The min- 
ister received them with friendly courtesy, but 
became silent, after they were seated, leaving 
to his visitors the whole burden of introducing 
their important business. The topic, it might 
be supposed, was obvious enough. There 
was the black veil swathed round Mr. Hoop- 
er’s forehead, and concealing eveiy^ feature 
above his placid mouth, on which, at times, 
they could perceive the glimmering of a mel- 
ancholy smile. But that piece of crape, to 
their imagination, seemed to hang down be- 
fore his heart, the symbol of a fearful secret 
between him and them. Were the veil but 
cast aside, they might speak freely of it, but 
not till then. Thus they sat a considerable 
time, speechless, confused, and shrinking un- 
easily from Mr. Hooper’s eye, which they felt 
to be fixed upon them with an invisible 
glance. Finally, the deputies returned 
abashed to their constituents, pronouncing 
the matter too weighty to be handled, except 
by a council of the churches, if, indeed, it 
might not require a general synod. 

But there was one person in the village un- 
appalled by the awe with which the black 
veil had impressed all beside herself. When 
the deputies returned without an explana- 
tion, or even venturing to demand one, she, 
with the calm energy of her character, de- 
termined to chase away the strange cloud 
that appeared to be settling round Mr. 
Hooper, every moment more darkly than 
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before. As \us pWghted wife, it should be bet 
privilege to know what the black veil con- 
cealed. At the minister’s first visit, therefore, 
she entered upon the subject with a direct 
5 simplicity, which made the task easier both 
for him and her. After he had seated himself, 
she fixed her eyes steadfastly upon the veil, 
but could discern nothing of the dreadful 
gloom that had so overawed the multitude: it 
lo was but a double fold of crape, hanging down 
from his forehead to his mouth, and slightly 
stirring with his breath. 

‘‘No,” said she aloud, and smiling, “there 
is nothing terrible in this piece of crape, e.x- 
15 cept that it hides a face which I am always 
glad to look upon. Come, good sir, let the 
sun shine from behind the cloud. First lay 
aside your black veil: then tell me why you 
put it on.” 

20 Mr. Hooper’s smile glimmered faintly. 

“There is an hour to come,” said he, 
“when all of us shall cast aside our veils. 
Take it not amiss, beloved friend, if I wear 
this piece of crape till then.” 

25 “Your words are a mystery, too,” returned 
the young lady. “Take away the veil from 
them, at least.” 

“Elizabeth, I will,” said he, “so far as my 
vow may suffer me. Know, then, this veil is 
30 a type and a symbol, and I am bound to wear 
it ever, both in light and darkness, in solitude 
and before the gaze of multitudes, and as 
with strangers, so with my familiar friends. 
No mortal eye will see it withdrawn. This 
35 dismal shade must separate me from the 
world: even you, Elizabeth, can never come 
behind it!” 

“What grievous affliction hath befallen 
you,” she earnestly inquired, “that you 
40 should thus darken your eyes forever?” 

“If it be a sign of mourning,” replied Mr. 
Hooper, “I, perhaps, like most other mortals, 
have sorrows dark enough to be typified by a 
black veil.” 

45 “But what if the world will not believe that 
it is the type of an innocent sorrow?” urgc.d 
Elizabeth. “Beloved and respected as you 
are, there may be whispers that you hide 
your face under the consciousness of secret 
so sin. For the sake of your holy office, do away 
this scandal!” 

The color rose into her cheeks as she inti- 
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mated the nature of the rumors that were 
already abroad in the village. But Mr. 
Hooper’s mildness did not forsake him. He 
even smiled again — that same sad smile, 
which always appeared like a faint glimmer- 5 
ing of light, proceeding from the obscurity 
beneath the veil. 

“If I hide my face for sorrow, there is cause 
enough,” he merely replied; “and if I cover 
it for secret sin, what mortal might not do the 10 
same?” 

And with this gentle, but unconquerable 
obstinacy did he resist all her entreaties. At 
length Elizabeth sat silent. For a few mo- 
ments she appeared lost in thought, consider- 15 
ing, probably, what new methods might be 
tried to withdraw her lover from so dark a 
fantasy, which, if it had no other meaning, 
was perhaps a symptom of mental disease. 
Though of a firmer character than his own, 20 
the tears rolled down her cheeks. But, in an 
instant, as it were, a new feeling took the 
place of sorrow: her eyes were fixed insensibly 
on the black veil, when, like a sudden twi- 
light in the air, its terrors fell around her. 25 
She arose, and stood trembling before him. 

“And do you feel it then, at last?” said he 
mournfully. 

She made no reply, but covered her eyes 
with her hand, and turned to leave the room. 30 
He rushed forward and caught her arm. 

“Have patience with me, Elizabeth!” 
cried he, passionately. “Do not desert me, 
though this veil must be between us here on 
earth. Be mine, and hereafter there shall be 35 
no veil over my face, no darkness between our 
souls I It is but a mortal veil — it is not for 
eternity ! 0 1 you know not how lonely I am, 
and how frightened, to be alone behind my 
black veil. Do not leave me in this miserable 40 
obscurity forever!” 

“Lift the veil but once, and look me in the 
face,” said she. 

“Never! It cannot be!” replied Mr. 
Hooper. 45 

“Then farewell !” said Elizabeth. 

She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and 
ilowly departed, pausing at the door, to give 
one long shuddering gaze, that seemed al- 
most to penetrate the mystery of the black 50 
veil. But, even amid his grief, Mr. Hooper 
smiled to think that only a material emblem 


had separated him from happiness, though 
the horrors, which it shadowed forth, must be 
drawn darkly between the fondest of lovers. 

From that time no attempts were made to 
remove Mr. Hooper’s black veil, or, by a 
direct appeal, to discover the secret which it 
was supposed to hide. By persons who 
claimed a superiority to popular prejudice, it 
was reckoned merely an eccentric whim, such 
as often mingles with the sober actions of men 
otherwise rational, and tinges them all with 
its own semblance of insanity. But with the 
multitude, good Mr. Hooper was irreparably 
a bugbear. He could not walk the street 
with any peace of mind, so conscious was he 
that the gentle and timid would turn aside to 
avoid him, and that others would make it a 
point of hardihood to throw themselves in his 
way. The impertinence of the latter class 
compelled him to give up his customary walk 
at sunset to the burial ground; for when he 
leaned pensively over the gate, there would 
always be faces behind the gravestones, peep- 
ing at his black veil. A fable went the rounds 
that the stare of the dead people drove him 
thence. It grieved him, to the very depth of 
his kind heart, to observe how the children 
fled from his approach, breaking up their 
merriest sports, while his melancholy figure 
was yet afar off. Their instinctive dread 
caused him to feel more strongly than aught 
else, that a preternatural horror was inter- 
woven with the threads of the black crape. 
In truth, his own antipathy to the veil was 
known to be so great, that he never willingly 
passed before a mirror, nor stooped to drink 
at a still fountain, lest, in its peaceful bosom, 
he should be affrighted by himself. This was 
what gave plausibility to the whispers, that 
Mr. Hooper’s conscience tortured him for 
some great crime too horrible to be entirely 
concealed, or otherwise than so obscurely 
intimated. Thus, from beneath the black 
veil, there rolled a cloud into the sunshine, an 
ambiguity of sin or sorrow, which enveloped 
the poor minister, so that love or sympathy 
could never reach him. It was said that 
ghost and fiend consorted with him there. 
With self-shudderings and outward terrors, 
he walked continually in its shadow, groping 
darkly within his own soul, or gazing through 
a medium that saddened the whole world. 
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Even the lawless wind, it was believed, re- 
spected his dreadful secret, and never blew 
aside the veil. But still good Mr. Hooper 
sadly smiled at the pale visages of the worldly 
throng as he passed by. 5 

Among all its bad influences, the black veil 
nad the one desirable effect, of making its 
wearer a very efficient clergyman. By the 
aid of his mysterious emblem — for there was 
no other apparent cause — he became a man lo 
of awful power over souls that were in agony 
for sin. His converts always regarded him 
with a dread peculiar to themselves, affirm- 
ing, though but figuratively, that, before he 
brought them to celestial light, they had been 15 
with him behind the black veil. Its gloom, 
indeed, enabled him to sympathize with all 
dark affections. Dying sinners cried aloud 
for Mr. Hooper, and would not yield their 
breath till he appeared; though ever, as he 20 
stooped to whisper consolation, they shud- 
dered at the veiled face so near their own. 
Such were the terrors of the black veil, even 
when Death had bared his visage ! Strangers 
came long distances to attend service at his 25 
church, with the mere idle purpose of gazing 
at his figure, because it was forbidden them to 
behold his face. But many were made to 
quake ere they departed ! Once, during 
Governor Belcher’s administration, Mr. 30 
Hooper was appointed to preach the election 
sermon. Covered with his black veil, he 
stood before the chief magistrate, the council, 
and the representatives, and wrought so deep 
an impression, that the legislative measures of 35 
that year were characterized by all the gloom 
and piety of our earliest ancestral sway. 

In this manner Mr. Hooper spent a long 
life, irreproachable in outward act, yet 
shrouded in dismal suspicions; kind and lov- 40 
ing, though unloved, and dimly feared; a man 
apart from men, shunned in their health and 
joy, but ever summoned to their aid in mortal 
anguish. As years wore on, shedding their 
snows above his sable veil, he acquired a 45 
name throughout the New England churches, 
and they called him Father Hooper. Nearly 
all his parishioners, who were of mature age 
when he was settled, had been borne away by 
many a funeral: he had one congregation in 50 
the church, and a more crowded one in the 
churchyard; and having wrought so late into 


the evening, and done his work so well, it was 
now good Father Hooper’s turn to rest. 

Several persons were visible by the shaded 
candle-light, in the death chamber of the old 
clergyman. Natural connections he had 
none. But there was the decorously grave, 
though unmoved physician, seeking only to 
mitigate the last pangs of the patient whom 
he could not save. There were the deacons, 
and other eminently pious members of his 
church. There, also, was the Reverend Mr. 
Clark, of Westbury, a young and zealous 
divine, who had ridden in haste to pray by the 
bedside of the expiring minister. There was 
the nurse, no hired handmaiden of death, but 
one whose calm affection had endured thus 
long in secrecy, in solitude, amid the chill of 
age, and would not perish, even at the dying 
hour. Who, but Elizabeth! And there lay 
the hoary head of good Father Hooper upon 
the death pillow, with the black veil still 
swathed about his brow, and reaching down 
over his face, so that each more difficult gasp 
of his faint breath caused it to stir. All 
through life that piece of crape had hung be- 
tween him and the world: it had separated 
him from cheerful brotherhood and woman’s 
love, and kept him in that saddest of all pris- 
ons, his own heart; and still it lay upon his 
face, as if to deepen the gloom of his darksome 
chamber, and shade him from the sunshine of 
eternity. 

For some time previous, his mind had been 
confused, wavering doubtfully between the 
past and the present, and hovering forward, 
as it were, at intervals, into the indistinctness 
of the world to come. There had been fever- 
ish turns, which tossed him from side to side, 
and wore away what little strength he had. 
But in his most convulsive struggles, and in 
the wildest vagaries of his intellect, when no 
other thought retained its sober influence, he 
still showed an awful solicitude lest the black 
veil should slip aside. Even if his bewildered 
soul could have forgotten, there was a faithful 
woman at his pillow, who, with averted eyes, 
would have covered that aged face, which she 
had last beheld in the comeliness of manhood. 
At length the death-stricken old man lay qui- 
etly in the torpor of mental and bodily ex- 
haustion, with an imperceptible pulse, and 
breath that grew fainter and fainter., except 
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when a long, deep, and irregular inspiration 
seemed to prelude the flight of his spirit. 

The minister of Westbury approached the 
bedside. 

“Venerable Father Hooper,” said he, “the 5 
moment of your release is at hand. Are you 
ready for the lifting of the veil that shuts in 
time from eternity?” 

Father Hooper at first replied merely by a 
feeble motion of his head; then, apprehen- 10 
sive, perhaps, that his meaning might be 
doubtful, he exerted himself to speak. 

“Yea,” said he, in faint accents, “my soul 
hath a patient weariness until that veil be 
lifted.” 15 

“And is it fitting,” resumed the Reverend 
Mr. Clark, “that a man so given to prayer, of 
such a blameless example, holy in deed and 
thought, so far as mortal judgment may pro- 
nounce; is it fitting that a father in the church 20 
should leave a shadow on his memory, that 
may seem to blacken a life so pure? I pray 
you, my venerable brother, let not this thing 
be! Suffer us to be gladdened by your tri- 
umphant aspect as you go to your reward. 25 
Before the veil of eternity be lifted, let me cast 
aside this black veil from your face 1” 

And thus speaking, the Reverend Mr. 
Clark bent forward to reveal the mystery of 
so many years. But, exerting a sudden en- 30 
ergy, that made all the beholders stand 
aghast. Father Hooper snatched both his 
hands from beneath the bedclothes, and 
pressed them strongly on the black veil, reso- 
lute to struggle, if the minister of Westbury 35 
would contend with a dying man. 

“Never!” cried the veiled clergyman. “On 
earth, never!” 

“Dark old man!” exclaimed the affrighted 
minister, “with what horrible crime upon 40 
your soul are you now passing to the judg- 
ment?” 

Father Hooper’s breath heaved; it rattled 
in his throat; but, with a mighty effort, grasp- 
ing forward with his hands, he caught hold of 45 
life, and held it back till he should speak. He 
even raised himself in bed; and there he sat, 
shivering with the arms of death around him, 
while the black veil hung down, awful, at 
that last moment, in the gathered terrors of a 50 
lifetime. And yet the faint, sad smile, so 
often there, now seemed to glimmer from its 


obscurity, and linger on Father Hooper’s lips. 

“Why do you tremble at me alone?” cried 
he, turning his veiled face round the circle of 
pale spectators. “Tremble also at each 
other! Have men avoided me, and women 
show'n no pity, and children screamed and 
fled, only for my black veil? What, but the 
mystery which it obscurely typifies, has made 
this piece of crape so awful? When the friend 
shows his inmost heart to his friend; the lover 
to his best beloved; when man does not vainly 
shrink from the eye of his Creator, loath- 
somely treasuring up the secret of his sin; 
then deem me a monster, for the symbol be- 
neath which I have lived, and die! I look 
around me, and, lo! on every visage a Black 
Veil!” 

While his auditors shrank from one an- 
other, in mutual affright. Father Hooper fell 
back upon his pillow, a veiled corpse, with a 
faint smile lingering on the lips. Still veiled, 
they laid him in his coffin, and a veiled corpse 
they bore him to the grave. The grass of 
many years has sprung up and withered on 
that grave, the burial stone is moss-grown, 
and good Mr. Hooper’s face is dust; but 
awful is still the thought that it mouldered 
beneath the Black Veil! 

The Maypole of Merry Mount ^ 
(1835) 

Bright were the days at Merry Mount, 
when the Maypole was the banner staff of 
that gay colony ! They who reared it, should 
their banner be triumphant, were to pour 
sunshine over New England’s rugged hills, 
and scatter flower seeds throughout the soil. 
Jollity and gloom were contending for an 
empire. Midsummer eve had come, bringing 

' There is an admirable foundation for a philo- 
sophic romance in the curious history of the early set- 
tlement of Mount Wollaston, or Merry Mount. In 
the slight sketch here attempted, the facts, recorded 
on the grave pages of our New England annalists, 
have wrought themselves, almost spontaneously, into 
a sort of allegory. The masques, mummeries, and 
festive customs, described in the text, are in accord- 
ance with the manners of the age. Authority on these 
points may be found in Strutt’s Book of English 
Sports and Pastimes, [Aui/ior’s nole.] 

With Hawthorne’s account compare the accounts 
by Bradford amd Morton given on pages 17-19 and 
20-23 of the present volume. 
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deep verdure to the forest, and roses in her here again almost as wondrous, stood a real 

lap, of a more vivid hue than the tender buds bear of the dark forest, lending each of his 

of Spring. But May, or her mirthful spirit, fore paws to the grasp of a human hand, and 

dwelt all the year round at Meriy^ Mount, as ready for the dance as any in that circle, 

sporting with the Summer months, and revel- 5 His inferior nature rose half way, to meet his 
ling with Autumn, and basking in the glow of companions as they stooped. Other faces 

Winter s fireside. Through a world of toil wore the similitude of man or woman, but 

and care she flitted with a dreamlike smile, distorted or extravagant, with red noses 

and came hither to find a home among the pendulous before their mouths, which seemed 

lightsome hearts of Merry Mount. 10 of awful dcptli, and stretched from ear to ear 

Never had the Maypole been so gayly in an eternal fit of laughter. Here might be 
decked as at sunset on midsummer eve. This seen the Salvage Man, well known in her- 

venerated emblem was a pine-tree, which had aldry, hairy as a baboon, and girdled with 

preserved the slender grace of youth, while it green leaves. By his side, a noble figure, but 
equalled the loftiest height of the old wood 15 still a counterfeit, appeared an Indian hunter, 
monarchs. From its top streamed a silken with feathery crest and wampum belt. Many 
banner, colored like the rainbow. Down of this strange company wore foolscaps, and 

nearly to the ground the pole was dressed had little bells appended to their garments, 

with birchen boughs, and others of the liveli- tinkling with a silvery sound, responsive to the 
est green, and some with silvery leaves, fast- 20 inaudible music of their gleesome spirits, 
ened by ribbons that fluttered in fantastic Some youths and maidens were of soberer 
knots of twenty different colors, but no sad garb, yet well maintained their places in the 
ones. Garden flowers, and blossoms of the irregular throng by the expression of wild 
wilderness, laughed gladly forth amid the revelry upon their features. Such were the 
verdure, so fresh and dewy that they must 25 colonists of Merry Mount, as they stood in the 
have grown by magic on that happy pine- broad smile of sunset round their venerated 

tree. Where this green and flowery splendor Maypole. 

terminated, the shaft of the Maypole was Had a wanderer, bewildered in the melan- 
stained with the seven brilliant hues of the choly forest, heard their mirth, and stolen a 
banner at its top. On the lowest green bough 30 half-affrighted glance, he might have fancied 
hung an abundant wreath of roses, some that them the crew of Comus, some already trans- 
had been gathered in the sunniest spots of the formed to brutes, some midway between man 
forest, and others, of still richer blush, which and beast, and the others rioting in the flow 
the colonists had reared from English seed. of tipsy jollity that foreran the change. But 
O, people of the Golden Age, the chief of your 35 a band of Puritans, who watched the scene, 
husbandry was to raise flowers ! invisible themselves, compared the masques 

But what was the wild throng that stood to those devils and ruined souls with whom 
hand in hand about the Maypole? It could their superstition peopled the black wilderness, 
not be that the fauns and nymphs, when Within the ring of monsters appeared the 
driven from their classic groves and homes of 40 two airiest forms that had ever trodden on 
ancient fable, had sought refuge, as all the any more solid footing than a purple and 
persecuted did, in the fresh woods of the West. golden cloud. One was a youth in glistening 
These were Gothic monsters, though perhaps apparel, with a scarf of the rainbow pattern 
of Grecian ancestry. On the shoulders of a crosswise on his breast. His right hand held 
comely youth uprose the head and branching 45 a gilded staff, the ensign of high dignity 
antlers of a stag; a second, human in all other among the revellers, and his left grasped txie 
points, had the grim visage of a wolf; a third, slender fingers of a fair maiden, not less gayly 
still with the trunk and limbs of a mortal man, decorated than himself. Bright roses glowed 
showed the beard and horns of a venerable in contrast with the dark and glossy curls of 
he-goat. There was the likeness of a bear 50 each, and were scattered round their feet, or 
erect, brute in all but his hind legs, which had sprung up spontaneously there. Behind 
were adorned with pink silk stockings. And this lightsome couple, so close to the Maypole 
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that its boughs shaded his jovial face, stood 
the figure of an English priest, canonically- 
dressed, yet decked with flowers, in heathen 
fashion, and wearing a chaplet of the native 
vine leaves. By the riot of his rolling eye, and 
the pagan decorations of his holy garb, he 
seemed the wildest monster there, and the 
very Comus of the crew. 

“Votaries of the Maypole,” cried the 
flower-decked priest, “merrily, all day long, 
have the woods echoed to your mirth. But be 
this your merriest hour, my hearts 1 Lo, here 
stand the Lord and Lady of the May, whom 
I, a clerk of Oxford, and high priest of Merry 
Mount, am presently to join in holy matri- 
mony. Up with your nimble spirits, ye 
morris-dancers, green men, and glee maidens, 
bears and wolves, and horned gentlemen! 
Come; a chorus now, rich with the old mirth 
of Merry England, and the wilder glee of this 
fresh forest; and then a dance, to show the 
youthful pair what life is made of, and how 
airily they should go through it ! All ye that 
love the Maypole, lend your voices to the 
nuptial song of the Lord and Lady of the 
May!” 

This wedlock was more serious than most 
affairs of Merry Mount, where jest and delu- 
sion, trick and fantasy, kept up a continual 
carnival. The Lord and Lady of the May, 
though their titles must be laid down at sun- 
set, were really and truly to be partners for 
the dance of life, beginning the measure that 
same bright eve. The wreath of roses, that 
hung i'rom the lowest green bough of the 
Maypole, had been twined for them, and 
would be thrown over both their heads, in 
symbol of their flowery union. When the 
priest had spoken, therefore, a riotous uproar 
burst from the rout of monstrous figures. 

“Begin you the stave, reverend Sir,” cried 
they all; “and never did the woods ring to 
such a merry peal as we of the Maypole shall 
send up!” 

Immediately a prelude of pipe, cithern, and 
viol, touched with practised minstrelsy, began 
to play from a neighboring thicket, in such a 
mirthful cadence that the boughs of the May- 
pole quivered to the sound. But the May 
Lord, he of the gilded staff, chancing to look 
into his Lady’s eyes, was wonder struck at the 
almost pensive glance that met his own. 


“Edith, sweet Lady of the May,” whispered 
he reproachfully, “is yon wreath of roses a 
garland to hang above our graves, that you 
look so sad? O, Edith, this is our golden 
time! Tarnish it not by any pensive shadow 
of the mind; for it may be that nothing of 
futurity will be brighter than the mere re- 
membrance of what is now passing.” 

“That was the very thought that saddened 
me! How came it in your mind too?” said 
Edith, in a still lower tone than he, for it was 
high treason to be sad at Merry Mount. 
“Therefore do I sigh amid this festive music. 
And besides, dear Edgar, I struggle as with a 
dream, and fancy that these shapes of our 
jovial friends are visionary, and their mirth 
unreal, and that we are no true Lord and 
Lady of the May. What is the mystery in 
my heart?” 

Just then, as if a spell had loosened them 
down came a little shower of withering rose 
leaves from the Maypole. Alas, for the 
young lovers! No sooner had their hearts 
glowed with real passion than they were sen- 
sible of something vague and unsubstantial in 
their former pleasures, and felt a dreary pre- 
sentiment of inevitable change. From the 
moment that they truly loved, they had sub- 
jected themselves to earth’s doom of care and 
sorrow, and troubled joy, and had no more a 
home at Merry Mount. That was Edith’s 
mystery. Now leave we the priest to marry 
them, and the masquers to sport round the 
Maypole, till the last sunbeam be withdrawn 
from its summit, and the shadows of the forest 
mingle gloomily in the dance. Meanwhile, 
we may discover who these gay people were. 

Two hundred years ago, and more, the old 
world and its inhabitants became mutually 
weary of each other. Men voyaged by thou- 
sands to the West: some to barter glass beads, 
and such like jewels, for the furs of the Indian 
hunter; some to conquer virgin empires; and 
one stem band to pray. But none of these 
motives had much weight with the colonists 
of Merry Mount. Their leaders were men 
who had sported so long with life, that when 
Thought and Wisdom came, even these un- 
welcome guests were led astray by the crowd 
of vanities which they should have put to 
flight. Erring Thought and perverted Wis- 
dom were made to put on masques, and play 
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the fool. The men of whom we speak, after 
losing the heart’s fresh gayety, imagined a 
wild philosophy of pleasure, and came hither 
to act out their latest day-dream. They gath- 
ered followers from all that giddy tribe whose s 
whole life is like the festal days of soberer men. 

In their train were minstrels, not unknown in 
London wandering players, whose 

theatres had been the halls of noblemen; 
mummers, rope-dancers, and mountebanks, ] 
who would long be missed at wakes, church 
ales, and fairs; in a word, mirth makers of 
every sort, such as abounded in that age, but 
now began to be discountenanced by the 
rapid growth of Puritanism. Light had their i 
footsteps been on land, and as lightly they 
came across the sea. Many had been mad- 
dened by their previous troubles into a gay 
despair; others were as madly gay in the flush 
of youth, like the May Lord and his Lady; 2 
but whatever might be the quality of their 
mirth, old and young were gay at Merry 
Mount. The young deemed themselves 
happy. The elder spirits, if they knew that 
mirth was but the counterfeit of happiness, 2 
yet followed the false shadow wilfully, be- 
cause at least her garments glittered bright- 
est. Sworn triflers of a lifetime, they would 
not venture among the sober truths of life not 
even to be truly blest. 3 

All the hereditary pastimes of Old England 
were transplanted hither. The King of 
Christmas was duly crowned, and the Lord of 
Misrule bore potent sway. On the Eve of 
St. John, they felled whole acres of the forest 3 
to make bonfires, and danced by the blaze all 
night, crowned with garlands, and throwing 
flowers into the flame. At harvest time, 
though their crop was of the smallest, they 
made an image with the sheaves of Indian 4 
corn, and wreathed it with autumnal gar- 
lands, and bore it home triumphantly. But 
what chiefly characterized the colonists of 
Merry Mount was their veneration for the 
Maypole. It has made their true history a 4 
poet’s tale. Spring decked the hallowed em- 
blem with young blossoms and fresh green 
boughs; Summer brought roses of the deepest 
blush, and the perfected foliage of the forest; 
Autumn enriched it with that red and yellow 5< 
gorgeousness which converts each wildwood 
leaf into a painted flower; and Winter sil- 
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vered it with sleet, and hung it round with 
icicles, till it flashed in the cold sunshine, 
itself a frozen sunbeam. Thus each alternate 
season did homage to the Maypole, and paid 
it a tribute of its own richest splendor. Its 
votaries danced round it, once, at least, in 
every month; sometimes they called it their 
rebgioiv, or ibeVr altar; but always, It was tbe 
banner staff of Merry Mount. 

Unfortunately, there were men in the new 
world of a sterner faith than these Maypole 
worshippers. Not far from Merry Mount 
was a settlement of Puritans, most dismal 
WTetches, who said their prayers before day- 
5 light, and then wrought in the forest or the 
cornfield till evening made it prayer time 
again. Their weapons were always at hand 
to shoot down the straggling savage. When 
they met in conclave, it was never to keep up 
the old English mirth, but to hear sermons 
three hours long, or to proclaim bounties on 
the heads of w^olves and the scalps of Indians. 
Their festivals were fast days, and their chief 
pastime the singing of psalms. Woe to the 
youth or maiden who did but dream of a 
dance! The selectman nodded to the con- 
stable; and there sat the light-heeled repro- 
bate in the stocks; or if he danced, it was 
round the whipping-post, which might be 
termed the Puritan Maypole. 

A party of these grim Puritans, toiling 
through the difficult woods, each with a 
horseload of iron armor tc:) burden his foot- 
steps, would sometimes draw near the sunny 
precincts of Merry Mount. There were the 
silken colonists, sporting round their May- 
pole: perhaps teaching a bear to dance, or 
striving to communicate their mirth to the 
grave Indian; or masquerading in the skins 
of deer and wolves, which they had hunted 
for that especial purpose. Often, the whole 
colony were playing at blindman’s buff, mag- 
istrates and all, with their eyes bandaged, ex- 
cept a single scapegoat, whom the blinded 
5 sinners pursued by the tinkling of the bells at 
his garments. Once, it is said, they were seen 
following a flower-decked corpse, with merri- 
ment and festive music, to his grave. But did 
the dead man laugh? In their quietest times, 
they sang ballads and told tales, for the edifi- 
cation of their pious visitors; or perplexed 
them with juggling tricks; or grinned at them 
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through horse collars; and when sport itself 
grew wearisome, they made game of their 
own stupidity, and began a yawning match. 
At the very least of these enormities, the men 
of iron shook their heads and frowned so 
darkly that the revellers looked up, imagining 
that a momentary cloud had overcast the 
sunshine, which was to be perpetual there. 
On the other hand, the Puritans affirmed 
that, when a psalm was pealing from their i 
place of worship, the echo which the forest 
sent them back seemed often like the chorus 
of a jolly catch, closing with a roar of laugh- 
ter. Who but the fiend, and his bond slaves, 
the crew of Merry Mount, had thus disturbed i 
them? In due time, a feud arose, stem and 
bitter on one side, and as serious on the other 
as anything could be among such light spirits 
as had sworn allegiance to the Maypole. The 
future complexion of New England was in- 
volved in this important quarrel. Should the 
grizzly saints establish their jurisdiction over 
the gay sinners, then would their spirits 
darken all the clime and make it a land of 
clouded visages, of hard toil, of sermon and 
psalm forever. But should the banner staff of 
Merry Mount be fortunate, sunshine would 
break upon the hills, and flowers would 
beautify the forest, and late posterity do 
homage to the Maypole. 

After these authentic passages from history, 
we return to the nuptials of the Lord and 
Lady of the May. Alas ! we have delayed too 
long, and must darken our tale too suddenly. 
As we glance again at the Maypole, a solitary 
sunbeam is fading from the summit, and 
leaves only a faint, golden tinge blended 
with the hues of the rainbow banner. Even 
that dim light is now withdrawn, relinquish- 
ing the whole domain of Merry Mount to the 
evening gloom, which has rushed so instan- 
taneously from the black surrounding woods. 
But some of these black shadows have rushed 
forth in human shape. 

Yes, with the setting sun, the last day of 
mirth had passed from Merry Mount. The 
ring of gay masquers was disordered and 
broken; the stag lowered his antlers in dis- 


ies. Their darksome figures were intermixed 
with the wild shapes of their foes, and made 
the scene a picture of the moment, when 
waking thoughts start up amid the scattered 
5 fantasies of a dream. The leader of the hos- 
tile party stood in the centre of the circle, 
while the route of monsters cowered around 
him, like evil spirits in the presence of a dread 
magician. No fantastic foolery could look 
o him in the lace. So stem was the energy of 
his aspect, that the whole man, visage, frame 
and soul, seemed wrought of iron, gifted with 
life and thought, yet all of one substance with 
his headpiece and breastplate. It was the 
5 Puritan of Puritans; it was Endicott himself! 

“Stand off, priest of Baal!” said he, with a 
grim frown, and laying no reverent hand 
upon the surplice. “I know thee. Black- 
stone! ^ Thou art the man who couldst not 
0 abide the mle even of thine own corrupted 
church, and hast come hither to preach in- 
iquity, and to give example of it in thy life. 
But now shall it be seen that the Lord hath 
sanctified this wilderness for his peculiar 
5 people. Woe unto them that would defile it! 
And first, for this flower-decked abomination, 
the altar of thy worship!” 

And with his keen sword Endicott assaulted 
the hallowed Maypole. Nor long did it re- 
0 sist his arm. It groaned with a dismal sound; 
it showered leaves and rosebuds upon the 
remorseless enthusiast; and finally, with all 
its green boughs and ribbons and flowers, 
symbolic of departed pleasures, down fell the 
5 banner staff of Merry Mount. As it sank, 
tradition says, the evening sky grew darker, 
and the woods threw forth a more sombre 
shadow. 

“There,” cried Endicott, looking trium- 
0 phantly on his work, “there lies the only 
Maypole in New England! The thought is 
strong within me that, by its fall, is shadowed 
forth the fate of light and idle mirth makers, 
amongst us and our posterity. Amen, saith 
5 John Endicott.” 

“Amen!” echoed his followers. 

But the votaries of the Maypole gave one 
groan for their idol. At the sound, the Puri- 


may; the wolf grew weaker than a lamb; the 
bells of the morris-dancers tinkled with tremu- 
lous affright. The Puritans had played a 
characteristic part in the Maypole mummer- 


' Did Governor Endicott speak less positively, we 
50 should suspect a mistake here. Thej Rev. Mr. Black- 
stone, though an eccentric, is not known to have been 
an immoral man. We rather doubt his identity with 
the priest of Merry Mount. [Author’s not^.] 
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tan leader glanced at the crew of Comus, each support, and of pure affection, seeking aid 

a hgure oi broad TCViTXb, yet, at tVns moment, and giving it, tViat stiowed t\iein to tie man 

strangely expressive of sorrow and dismay. and wife, with the sanction of a priest upon 

“Valiant captain,” quoth Peter Palfrey, their love. The youth, in the peril of the 

the Ancient of the band, “what order shall be s moment, had dropped his gilded staff, and 
taken with the prisoners?” thrown his arm about the Lady of the May, 

“I thought not to repent me of cutting who leaned against his breast, too lightly to 

down a Maypole,” replied Endicott, “yet burden him, but with weight enough to ex- 
now I could find in my heart to plant it again, press that their destinies were linked together, 

and give each of these bestial pagans one lo for good or evil. They looked first at each 
other dance round their idol. It would have other, and then into the grim captain’s face, 

served rarely for a whipping-post!” There they stood, in the first hour of wedlock, 

“But there are pine-trees enow,” suggested while the idle pleasures, of which their com- 

the lieutenant. panions were the emblems, had given place 

“True, good Ancient,” said the leader. i<; to the sternest cares of life, personified by the 

“Wherefore, bind the heathen crew, and be- dark Puritans. But never had their youthful 
stow on them a small matter of stripes apiece, beauty seemed so pure and high as when its 
as earnest of our future justice. Set some of glow was chastened by adversity, 
the rogues in the stocks to rest themselves, so “Youth,” said Endicott, “ye stand in an 
soon as Providence shall bring us to one of 20 evil case, thou and thy maiden wife. Make 
our own well-ordered settlements, where such ready presently, lor I am minded that ye 
accommodations may be found. Further shall both have a token to remember your 
penalties, such as branding and cropping of wedding day!” 

ears, shall be thought of hereafter.” “Stern man,” cried the May Lord, “how 

“How many stripes for the priest?” in- 25 can I move thee? Were the means at hand, 
quired Ancient Palfrey. I would resist to the death. Being powerless, 

“None as yet,” answered Endicott, bend- I entreat! Do with me as thou wilt, but let 
ing his iron frown upon the culprit. “It Edith go untouched !” 

must be for the Great and General Court to “Not so,” replied the immitigable zealot, 
determine, whether stripes and long imprison- 30 “We are not wont to show an idle courtesy to 
ment, and other grievous penalty, may atone that sex, which requireth the stricter disci- 
for his transgressions. Let him look to him- pline. What sayest thou, maid? Shall thy 
self! For such as violate our civil order, it silken bridegroom suffer thy share of the 
may be permitted us to show mercy. But penalty, besides his own?” 
woe to the wretch that troubleth our re- 35 “Be it death,’ said Edith, and lay it all 
ligionl” on me!” 

“And this dancing bear,” resumed the Truly, as Endicott had said, the poor lovers 

officer. “Must he share the stripes of his stood in a woful case. Their foes were triumph- 
fellows?” friends captive and abased, their 

“Shoot him through the head!” said the 40 home desolate, the benighted wilderness 
energetic Puritan. “I suspect witchcraft in around them, and a rigorous destiny, in the 
the beast.” shape of the Puritan leader, their only guide. 

“Here be a couple of shining ones,” con- Yet the deepening twilight could not alto- 
tinued Peter Palfrey, pointing his weapon at gether conceal that the iron man was soft- 
the Lord and Lady of the May. “They seem 45 ened; he smiled at the fair spectacle of early 
to be of high station among these misdoers. love; he almost sighed for the inevitable blight 
Methinks their dignity will not be fitted with of early hopes. 

less than a double share of stripes.” “The troubles of life have come hastily on 

Endicott rested on his sword, and closely this young couple,” observed Endicott. “We 
surveyed the dress and aspect of the hapless 50 will see how they comport themselves under 
pair. There they stood, pale, downcast, and their present trials ere we burden them with 
apprehensive. Yet there was an air of mutual greater. If, among the spoil, there be any 
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garments of a more decent fashion, let them 
be put upon this May Lord and his Lady, 
instead of their glistening vanities. Look to 
it, some of you.” 

“And shall not the youth’s hair be cut?” s 
asked Peter Palfrey, looking with abhorrence 
at the lovelock and long glossy curls of the 
young man. 

“Crop it forthwith, and that in the true 
pumpkinshell fashion,” answered the captain. lo 
“Then bring them along with us, but more 
gently than their fellows. There be qualities 
in the youth, which may make him valiant to 
fight, and sober to toil, and pious to pray; and 
in the maiden, that may fit her to become a 15 
mother in our Israel, bringing up babes in 
better nurture than her own hath been. Nor 
think ye, young ones, that they are the happi- 
est, even in our lifetime of a moment, who mis- 
spend it in dancing round a Maypole!” 20 

And Endicott, the severest Pkiritan of all 
who laid the rock foundation of New Eng- 
land, lifted the wreath of roses from the ruin 
of the Maypole, and threw it, with his own 
gauntleted hand, over the heads of the Lord 25 
and Lady of the May. It was a deed of 
prophecy. As the moral gloom of the world 
overpowers all systematic gayety, even so was 
their home of wild mirth made desolate amid 
the sad forest. They returned to it no more. 30 
But as their flowery garland was wreathed of 
the brightest roses that had grown there, so, 
in the tie that united them, were intertwined 
all the purest and best of their early joys. 
They went heavenward, supporting each 35 
other along the difficult path which it was 
their lot to tread, and never wasted one re- 
gretful thought on the vanities of Merry 
Mount. 

40 

Endicott and the Red Cross 
( 1837 ) 

At noon of an autumnal day, more than 45 
two centuries ago, the English colors were 
displayed by the standard-bearer of the 
Salem trainband, which had mustered for 
martial exercise under the orders of John 
Endicott. It was a period when the religious 50 
exiles were accustomed often to buckle on 
their armor, and practise the handling of 


their weapons of war. Since the first settle- 
ment of New England, its prospects had 
never been so dismal. The dissensions be- 
tween Charles the First and his subjects were 
then, and for several years afterwards, con- 
fined to the floor of Parliament. The meas- 
ures of the King and ministry were rendered 
more tyrannically violent by an opposition, 
which had not yet acquired sufficient con- 
fidence in its own strength to resist royal in- 
justice with the sword. The bigoted and 
haughty primate. Laud, Archbishop of Can- 
terbury, controlled the religious affairs of the 
realm, and was consequently in^^ested with 
powers which might have wrought the utter 
ruin of the two Puritan colonies, Plymouth 
and Massachusetts. There is evidence on 
record that our forefathers perceived their 
danger, but were resolved that their infant 
country should not fall without a struggle, 
even beneath the giant strength of the King’s 
right arm. 

Such was the aspect of the times when the 
folds of the English banner, with the Red 
Cross in its field, were flung out over a com- 
pany of Puritans. Their leader, the famous 
Endicott, was a man of stem and resolute 
countenance, the effect of which was height- 
ened by a grizzled beard that swept the upper 
portion of his breastplate. This piece of 
armor was so highly polished that the whole 
surrounding scene had its image in the glitter- 
ing steel. The central object in the mirrored 
picture was an edifice of humble architecture 
with neither steeple nor bell to proclaim it — 
what nevertheless it was — the house of 
prayer. A token of the perils of the wilder- 
ness was seen in the grim head of a wolf, 
which had just been slain within the pre- 
cincts of the town, and according to the regu- 
lar mode of claiming the bounty, was nailed 
on the porch of the meeting-house. The 
blood was still plashing on the doorstep. 
There happened to be visible, at the same 
noontide hour, so many other characteristics 
of the times and manners of the Puritans, that 
we must endeavor to represent them in a 
sketch, though far less vividly than they were 
reflected in the polished breastplate of John 
Endicott. 

In close vicinity to the sacred edifice ap- 
peared that important engine of Puritanic 
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authority, the whipping-post — with the Soil 
around it well trodden by the feet of evil 
doers, who had there been disciplined. At 
one corner of the meeting-house was the pill- 
ory, and at the other the stocks; and, by a 5 
sin^lar g,ood fortune for our sketch, the hea.d 
of an Episcopalian and suspected Catholic 
was grotesquely incased in the former ma- 
chine; while a fellow-criminal, who had 
boisterously quaffed a health to the king, was k 
confined by the legs in the latter. Side by 
side, on the meeting-house steps, stood a male 
and a female figure. The man was a tall, 
lean, haggard personification of fanaticism, 
bearing on his breast this iabei, — A anton i 
Gospeller, — which betokened that he had 
dared to give interpretations of Holy Writ 
unsanctioned by the infallible judgment of 
the civil and religious rulers. His aspect 
showed no lack of zeal to maintain his hetero- 
doxies, even at the stake. The woman wore a 
cleft stick on her tongue, in appropriate retri- 
bution for having wagged that unruly mem- 
ber against the elders of the church; and her 
countenance and gestures gave much cause to ; 
apprehend that, the moment the stick should 
be removed, a repetition of the offence would 
demand new ingenuity in chastising it. 

The above-mentioned individuals had been 
sentenced to undergo their various modes of ;; 
ignominy, for the space of one hour at noon- 
day. But among the crowd were several 
whose punishment would be life-long; some, 
whose ears had been cropped, like those of 
puppy dogs; others, whose cheeks had been 3 
branded with the initials of their misde- 
meanors; one, with his nostrils slit and seared; 
and another, with a halter about his neck, 
which he was forbidden ever to take off, or to 
conceal beneath his garments. Methinks he 4 
must have been grievously tempted to affix 
the other end of the rope to some convenient 
beam or bough. There was likewise a young 
woman, with no mean share of beauty, whose 
doom it was to wear the letter A on the breast 4 
of her gown, in the eyes of all the world and 
her own children. And even her own chil- 
dren knew what that initial signified. Sport- 
ing with her infamy, the lost and desperate 
creature had embroidered the fatal token in 5< 
scarlet cloth, with gold thread and the nicest 
art of needlework: so that the capital A might 


have been thought to incajj 

anything rather than Adulteress. 

Let not the reader argue, from any of these 
evidences of iniquity, that the times of the 
Puritans were more vicious than our own, 

'Nk’CV, ■JS'Kt Vttv ^his 

sketch, we discern no badge of infamy on man 
or woman. It was the policy of our ancestors 
to search out even the most secret sins, and 
expose them to shame, without fear or favor, 
in the broadest light of the noonday sun. 
Were such the custom now, perchance we 
might find materials for a no less piquant 
sketch than the above. 

; Except ibe maVeiaciors whom we have de- 
scribed, and the diseased or infirm persons, 
the whole male population of the town, be- 
tween sixteen years and sixty, were seen in 
the ranks of the trainband. A few stately 
o savages, in all the pomp and dignity of the 
primeval Indian, stood gazing at the spec- 
tacle. Their flint-headed arrows were but 
childish weapons compared with the match- 
locks of the Puritans, and would have rattled 
5 harmlessly against the steel caps and ham- 
mered iron breastplates which inclosed each 
soldier in an individual fortress. The valiant 
John Endicott glanced with an eye of pride 
at his sturdy followers, and prepared to renew 
) the martial toils of the day. 

“Come, my stout hearts!” quoth he, draw- 
ing his sword. “Let us show these poor 
heathen that we can handle our weapons like 
men of might. Well for them, if they put us 
; not to prove it in earnest!” 

The iron-breasted company straightened 
their line, and each man drew the heavy butt 
of his matchlock close to his left foot, thus 
awaiting the orders of the captain. But, as 
' Endicott glanced right and left along the 
front, he discovered a personage at some little 
distance with whom it behooved him to hold 
a parley. It was an elderly gentleman, wear- 
ing a black cloak and band, and a high- 
crowned hat, beneath which was a velve' 
skull-cap, the whole being the garb of a Puri- 
tan minister. This reverend person bore a 
staff which seemed to have been recently cut 
in the forest, and his shoes were bemired as if 
he had been travelling on foot through the 
swamps of the wilderness. His aspect was 
perfectly that of a pilgrim, heightened also by 
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an apostolic dignity. Just as Endicott per- 
ceived him he laid aside his staff, and stooped 
to drink at a bubbling fountain which gushed 
into the sunshine about a score of yards from 
the corner of the meeting-house. But, ere the 5 
good man drank, he turned his face heaven- 
ward in thankfulness, and then, holding back 
his gray beard with one hand, he scooped up 
his simple draught in the hollow of the other. 

“What, ho! good Mr. Williams,” shouted 10 
Endicott. “You are welcome back again to 
our town of peace. How does our worthy 
Governor Winthrop? And what news from 
Boston?” 

“The Governor hath his health, worshipful 15 
Sir,” answered Roger Williams, now resum- 
ing his staff, and drawing near. “And for the 
news, here is a letter, which, knowing I was 
to travel hitherward to-day, his Excellency 
committed to my charge. Belike it contains 20 
tidings of much import; for a ship arrived 
yesterday from England.” 

Mr. Williams, the minister of Salem and of 
course known to all the spectators, had now 
reached the spot where Endicott was standing 25 
under the banner of his company, and put 
the Governor’s epistle into his hand. The 
broad seal was impressed with Winthrop’s 
coat of arms. Endicott hastily unclosed the 
letter and began to read, while, as his eye 30 
passed down the page, a wrathful change 
came over his manly countenance. The 
blood glowed through it, till it seemed to be 
kindling with an internal heat; nor was it un- 
natural to suppose that his breastplate would 35 
likewise become red-hot with the angry fire 
of the bosom which it covered. Arriving at 
the conclusion, he shook the letter fiercely in 
his hand, so that it rustled as loud as the flag 
above his head. 40 

“Black tidings these, Mr. Williams,” said 
he; “blacker never came to New England. 
Doubtless you know their purport?” 

“Yea, truly,” replied Roger Williams; “for 
the Governor consulted, respecting this mat- 45 
ter, with my brethren in the ministry at Bos- 
ton; and my opinion was likewise asked. 
And his Excellency entreats you by me, that 
the news be not suddenly noised abroad, lest 
the people be stirred up unto some outbreak, 50 
and thereby give the King and the Arch- 
bishop a handle against us.” 


“The Governor is a wise man — a wise 
man, and a meek and moderate,” said Endi- 
cott, setting his teeth grimly. “Nevertheless, 
I must do according to my own best judg- 
ment. There is neither man, woman, nor 
child in New England, but has a concern as 
dear as life in these tidings; and if John Endi- 
cott’s voice be loud enough, man, woman, 
and child shall hear them. Soldiers, wheel 
into a hollow square! Ho, good people! 
Here arc news for one and all of you.” 

The soldiers closed in around their captain; 
and he and Roger Williams stood together 
under the banner of the Red Cross; while the 
women and the aged men pressed forward, 
and the mothers held up their children to look 
Endicott in the face. A few taps of the drum 
gave signal for silence and attention. 

“Fellow-soldiers, — fellow-exiles,” began 
Endicott, speaking under strong excitement, 
yet powerfully restraining it, “wherefore did 
ye leave your native country? Wherefore, I 
say, have we left the green and fertile fields, 
the cottages, or, perchance, the old gray 
halls, where we were bom and bred, the 
churchyards where our forefathers lie buried? 
Wherefore have we come hither to set up our 
own tombstones in a wilderness? A howling 
wilderness it is ! The wolf and the bear meet 
us within halloo of our dwellings. The sav- 
age lieth in wait for us in the dismal shadow 
of the woods. The stubborn roots of the trees 
break our ploughshares, when we would till 
the earth. Our children cry for bread, and 
we must dig in the sands of the sea-shore to 
satisfy them. Wherefore, I say again, have 
we sought this country of a rugged soil and 
wintry sky? Was it not for the enjoyment of 
our civil rights? Was it not for liberty to wor- 
ship God according to our conscience?” 

“Call you this liberty of conscience?” in- 
terrupted a voice on the steps of the meeting- 
house. 

It was the Wanton Gospeller. A sad and 
quiet smile flitted across the mild visage of 
Roger Williams. But Endicott, in the excite- 
ment of the moment, shook his sword wrath- 
fully at the culprit — an ominous gesture 
from a man like him. 

“What hast thou to do with conscience, 
thou knave?” cried he. “I said liberty to 
worship God, not license to profane and ridi- 
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cule him. Break not in upon my speech, or I 
will lay thee neck and heels till this time to- 
morrow! Hearken to me, friends, nor heed 
that accursed rhapsodist. As I was saying, 
we have sacrificed all things, and have come 5 
to a land whereof the old world hath scarcely 
heard, that we might make a new world unto 
ourselves, and painfully seek a path from 
hence to heaven. But what think ye now? 
This son of a Scotch tyrant — this grandson 10 
of a Papistical and adulterous Scotch woman, 
whose death proved that a golden crown doth 
not always save an anointed head from the 
block — ” 

“Nay, brother, nay,” interposed Mr. Wil- 15 
Hams; “thy words are not meet for a secret 
chamber, far less for a public street.” 

“Hold thy peace, Roger Williams!” an- 
swered Endicott, imperiously. “My spirit is 
wiser than thine for the business now in hand. 20 
I tell ye, fellow-exiles, that Charles of Eng- 
land, and Laud, our bitterest persecutor, 
arch-priest of Canterbury, are resolute to 
pursue us even hither. They are taking 
counsel, saith this letter, to send over a gov- 25 
ernor-general, in whose breast shall be de- 
posited all the law and equity of the land. 
They are minded, also, to establish the idola- 
trous forms of English Episcopacy; so that, 
when Laud shall kiss the Pope’s toe, as cardi- 30 
nal of Rome, he may deliver New England, 
bound hand and foot, into the power of his 
master!” 

A deep groan from the auditors, — a sound 
of wrath, as well as fear and sorrow, — re- 35 
sponded to this intelligence. 

“Look ye to it, brethren,” resumed Endi- 
cott, with increasing energy. “If this king 
and this arch-prelate have their will, we shall 
briefly behold a cross on the spire of this tab- 40 
ernacle which we have builded, and a high 
altar within its walls, with wax tapers burning 
round it at noonday. We shall hear the 
sacring beU, and the voices of the Romish 
priests saying the mass. But think ye, Chris- 45 
tian men, that these abominations may be 
suffered without a sword drawn? without a 
shot fired? without blood spilt, yea, on the 
very stairs of the pulpit? No, — be ye strong 
of hand and stout of heart ! Here we stand 50 
on our own soil, which we have bought with 
our goods, which we have won with our 


swords, which we have cleared with our axes, 
which we have tilled with the sweat of our 
brows, which we have sanctified with our 
prayers to the God that brought us hither! 
Who shall enslave us here? What have we to 
do with this mitred prelate, — with this 
crowned king? What have we to do with 
England?” 

Endicott gazed round at the excited coun- 
tenances of the people, now full of his own 
spirit, and then turned suddenly to the stand- 
ard-bearer, who stood close behind him. 

“Officer, lower your banner!” said he. 

The officer obeyed; and, brandishing his 
sword, Endicott thrust it through the cloth, 
and, with his left hand, rent the Red Cross 
completely out of the banner. He then 
waved the tattered ensign above his head. 

“Sacrilegious wretch!” cried the high- 
churchman in the pillory, unable longer to 
restrain himself, “thou hast rejected the sym- 
bol of our holy religion!” 

“Treason, treason!” roared the royalist in 
the stocks. “He hath defaced the King’s 
banner!” 

“Before God and man, I will avouch the 
deed,” answered Endicott. “Beat a flourish, 
drummer ! — shout, soldiers and people ! — 
in honor of the ensign of New England. Nei- 
ther Pope nor Tyrant hath part in it now!” 

With a cry of triumph, the people gave 
their sanction to one of the boldest exploits 
which our history records. And forever 
honored be the name of Endicott! We look 
back through the mist of ages, and recognize 
in the rending of the Red Cross from New 
England’s banner the first omen of that de- 
liverance which our fathers consummated 
after the bones of the stern Puritan had lain 
more than a century in the dust. 

David Swan 

A FANTASY 

( 1837 ) 

We can be but partially acquainted even 
with the events which actually influence our 
course through life, and our final destiny. 
There are innumerable other events — if such 
they may be called — which come close upon 
us, yet pass away without actual results, or 
even betraying their near approach, by the 
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reflection of any light or shadow across our 
minds. Could we know all the vicissitudes of 
our fortunes, life would be too full of hope and 
fear, exultation or disappointment, to afford 
us a single hour of true serenity. This idea 
may be illustrated by a page from the secret 
history of David Swan. 

We have nothing to do with David until 
we find him, at the age of twenty, on the high 
road from his native place to the city of Bos* 
ton, where his uncle, a small dealer in the 
grocery line, was to take him behind the 
counter. Be it enough to say that he was a 
native of New Hampshire, born of respectable 
parents, and had received an ordinary school 
education, with a classic finish by a year at 
Gilmanton Academy. After journeying on 
foot from sunrise till nearly noon of a sum- 
mer’s day, his weariness and the increasing 
heat determined him to sit down in the first 
convenient shade, and await the coming up of 
the stagecoach. As if planted on purpose for 
him, there soon appeared a little tuft of ma- 
ples, with a delightful recess in the midst, and 
such a fresh, bubbling spring that it seemed 
never to have sparkled for any wayfarer but 
David Swan. Virgin or not, he kissed it with 
his thirsty lips, and then flung himself along 
the brink, pillowing his head upon some shirts 
and a pair of pantaloons, tied up in a striped 
cotton handkerchief. The sunbeams could 
not reach him; the dust did not yet arise from 
the road after the heavy rain of yesterday; 
and his grassy lair suited the young man bet- 
ter than a bed of down. The spring mur- 
mured drowsily beside him; the branches 
waved dreamily across the blue sky overhead; 
and a deep sleep, perchance hiding dreams 
within its depths, fell upon David Swan. But 
we are to relate events which he did not 
dream of. 

While he lay sound asleep in the shade, 
other people were wide awake, and passed to 
and fro, afoot, or horseback, and in all sorts 
of vehicles, along the sunny road by his bed- 
chamber. Some looked neither to the right 
hand nor the left, and knew not that he was 
there; some merely glanced that way, without 
admitting the slumberer among their busy 
thoughts; some laughed to see how soundly he 
slept; and several, whose hearts were brim- 
ming full of scorn, ejected their venomous 


superfluity on David Swan. A middle-aged 
widow, when nobody else was near, thrust her 
head a little way into the recess, and vowed 
that the young fellow looked charming in his 
sleep. A temperance lecturer saw him, and 
wrought poor David into the texture of his 
evening’s discourse, as an awful instance of 
dead drunkenness by the roadside. But cen- 
sure, praise, merriment, scorn, and indiffer- 
ence were all one, or rather all nothing, to 
David Swan. 

He had slept only a few moments when a 
brown carriage, drawn by a handsome pair of 
horses, bowled easily along, and was brought 
to a standstill nearly in front of David’s rest- 
ing place. A linchpin had fallen out, and per- 
mitted one of the wheels to slide off. The 
damage was slight, and occasioned merely a 
momentary alarm to an elderly merchant and 
his wife, who were returning to Boston in the 
carriage. While the coachman and a servant 
were replacing the wheel, the lady and gen- 
tleman sheltered themselves beneath the 
maple-trees, and there espied the bubbling 
fountain, and David Swan asleep beside it. 
Impressed with the awe which the humblest 
sleeper usually sheds around him, the mer- 
chant trod as lightly as the gout would allow; 
and his spouse took heed not to rustle her silk 
gown, lest David should start up all of a sud- 
den. 

“How soundly he sleeps!” whispered the 
old gentleman. “From what a depth he 
draws that easy breath! Such sleep as that, 
brought on without an opiate, would be 
worth more to me than half my income; for it 
would suppose health and an untroubled 
mind.” 

“And youth, besides,” said the lady. 
“Healthy and quiet age does not sleep thus. 
Our slumber is no more like his than our 
wakefulness.” 

The longer they looked, the more did this 
elderly couple feel interested in the unknown 
youth, to whom the wayside and the maple 
shade were as a secret chamber, with the rich 
gloom of damask curtains brooding over him. 
Perceiving that a stray sunbeam glimmered 
down upon his face, the lady contrived to 
twist a branch aside, so as to intercept it. 
And having done this little act of kindness, 
she began to feel like a mother to him. 
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^‘Providence seems to have laid him here,*’ 
whispered she to her husband, “and to have 
brought us hither to find him, after our dis- 
appointment in our cousin’s son. Methinks 
I can see a likeness to our departed Henry. 
Shall we waken him?” 

“To what purpose?” said the merchant, 
hesitating. “We know nothing of the youth’s 
character.” 

“That open countenance!” replied his wife 
in the same hushed voice, yet earnestly. “This 
innocent sleep!” 

While these whispers were passing, the 
sleeper’s heart did not throb, nor his breath 
become agitated, nor his features betray the 
least token of interest. Yet Fortune was bend- 
ing over him, just ready to let fall a burden of 
gold. The old merchant had lost his only 
son, and had no heir to his wealth except a 
distant relative, with whose conduct he was 
dissatisfied. In such cases people sometimes 
do stranger things than to act the magician, 
and awaken a young man to splendor who 
fell asleep in poverty. 

“Shall we not waken him?” repeated the 
lady persuasively. 

“The coach is ready, sir,” said the servant, 
behind. 

The old couple started, reddened, and hur- 
ried away, mutually wondering that they 
should ever have dreamed of doing anything 
so very ridiculous. The merchant threw him- 
self back in the carriage, and occupied his 
mind with the plan of a magnificent asylum 
for unfortunate men of business. Meanwhile, 
David Swan enjoyed his nap. 

The carriage could not have gone above a 
mile or two, when a pretty young girl came 
along with a tripping pace, which showed 
precisely how her little heart was dancing in 
her bosom. Perhaps it was this merry kind of 
motion that caused — is there any harm in 
saying it? — her garter to slip its knot. Con- 
scious that the silken girth — if silk it were — 
was relaxing its hold, she turned aside into 
the shelter of the maple-trees, and there 
found a young man asleep by the spring! 
Blushing as red as any rose that she should 
have intruded into a gentleman’s bedcham- 
ber, and for such a purpose, too, she was 
about to make her escape on tiptoe. But 
there was peril near the sleeper. A monste^' 


of a bee had been wandering overhead — 
buzz, buzz, buzz — now among the leaves, 
now flashing through the strips of sunshine, 
and now lost in the dark shade, till finally he 
S appeared to be settling on the eyelid of David 
Swan. The sting of a bee is sometimes deadly. 
As freehearted as she was innocent, the girl 
attacked the intruder with her handkerchief, 
brushed him soundly, and drove him from 
lo beneath the maple shade. How' sweet a pic- 
ture! This good deed accomplished, with 
quickened breath, and a deeper blush, she 
stole a glance at the youthful stranger for 
whom she had been battling with a dragon in 
15 the air. 

“He is handsome!” thought she, and 
blushed redder yet. 

How could it be that no dream of bliss 
grew so strong within him, that, shattered by 
20 its very strength, it should part asunder, and 
allow him to f)erceive the girl among its 
phantoms? Why, at least, did no smile of 
welcome brighten iij^on his face? She was 
come, the maid whose soul, according to the 
35 old and beautiful idea, had been severed from 
his own, and whom, in all his vague but pas- 
sionate desires, he yearned to meet. Her, 
only, could he love with a perfect love; him, 
only, could she receive into the depths of her 
30 heart; and now her image was faintly blushing 
in the fountain by his side; should it pass 
away, its happy luster would never gleam 
upon his life again. 

“How sound he sleeps!” murmured the 
35 girl. 

She departed, but did not trip along the 
road so lightly as when she came. 

Now, this girl’s father was a thriving coun- 
try merchant in the neighborhood, and hap- 
4Q pened, at that identical time, to be looking 
out for just such a young man as David Swan. 
Had David formed a wayside acquaintance 
with the daughter, he would have become the 
father’s clerk, and all else in natural succes- 
45 sion. So here, again, had good fortune — 
the best of fortunes — stolen so near that her 
garments brushed against him; and he knew 
nothing of the matter. 

The girl was hardly out of sight v/hen two 
50 men turned aside beneath the maple shade. 
Both had dark faces, set off by cloth caps, 
which were drawn down aslant over their 
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brows. Their dresses were shabby, yet had a 
certain smartness. These were a couple of 
rascals who got their living by whatever the 
devil sent them, and now, in the interim of 
other business, had staked the joint profits of 5 
their next piece of villany on a game of cards, 
which was to have been decided here under 
the trees. But, finding David asleep by the 
spring, one of the rogues whispered to his 
fellow, — 10 

“Hist! — Do you see that bundle under his 
head?” 

The other villain nodded, winked, and 
leered. 

“ril bet you a horn of brandy,” said the 15 
first, “that the chap has either a pocketbook, 
or a snug little hoard of small change, stowed 
away amongst his shirts. And if not there, 
we shall find it in his pantaloons pocket.” 

“But how if he wakes?” said the other. 20 

His companion thrust aside his waistcoat, 
pointed to the handle of a dirk, and nodded. 

“So be it!” muttered the second villain. 

They approached the unconscious David, 
and, while one pointed the dagger towards 25 
his 1 cart, the other began to search the bun- 
dle beneath his head. Their two faces, grim, 
wrinkled, and ghastly with guilt and fear, 
bent over their victim, looking horrible 
enough to be mistaken for fiends, should he 30 
suddenly awake. Nay, had the villains 
glanced aside into the spring, even they 
would hardly have known themselves as re- 
flected there. But David Swan had never 
worn a more tranquil aspect, even when 35 
asleep on his mother’s breast. 

“I must take away the bundle,” whispered 
one. 

“If he stirs, I’ll strike,” muttered the other. 

But, at this moment, a dog, scenting along 40 
the ground, came in beneath the maple-trees, 
and gazed alternately at each of these wicked 
men, then at the quiet sleeper. He then 
lapped out of the fountain. 

“Pshaw!” said one villain. “We can do 45 
nothing now. The dog’s master must be 
close behind.” 

“Let’s take a drink and be off,” said the 
other. 

The man with the dagger thrust back the 50 
weapon into his bosom, and drew forth a 
pocket pistol, but not of that kind which kills 


by a single discharge. It was a flask of liquor, 
with a block-tin tumbler screwed upon the 
mouth. Each drank a comfortable dram, and 
left the spot, with so many jests, and such 
laughter at their unaccomplished wickedness, 
that they might be said to have gone on their 
way rejoicing. In a few hours they had for- 
gotten the whole affair, nor once imagined 
that the recording angel had written down the 
crime of murder against their souls, in letters 
as durable as eternity. As for David Swan, 
he still slept quietly, neither conscious of the 
shadow of death when it hung over him, nor 
of the glow of renewed life when that shadow 
was withdrawn. 

He slept, but no longer so quietly as at first. 
An hour’s repose had snatched from his 
elastic frame the weariness with which many 
hours of toil had burdened it. Now, he stirred 
— now, moved his lips, without a sound — 
now, talked, in an inward tone, to the noon- 
day specters of his dream. But a noise of 
wheels came rattling louder and louder along 
the road, until it dashed through the dispers- 
ing mist of David’s slumber — and there was 
the stagecoach. He started up with all his 
ideas about him. 

“Halloo, driver! — take a passenger?” 
shouted he. 

“Room on top!” answered the driver. 

Up mounted David, and bowled away 
merrily towards Boston, without so much as a 
parting glance at that fountain of dreamlike 
vicissitude. He knew not that a phantom of 
Wealth had thrown a golden hue upon its 
waters — nor that one of Love had sighed 
softly to their murmur — nor that one of 
Death had threatened to crimson them with 
his blood — all, in the brief hour since he lay 
down to sleep. Sleeping or waking, we hear 
not the airy footsteps of the strange things 
that almost happen. Does it not argue a 
superintending Providence that, while view- 
less and unexpected events thrust themselves 
continually athwart our path, there should 
still be regularity enough in mortal life to 
render foresight even partially available? 

Rappaccini’s Daughter 

(1844) 

The theme of the story is the lust of knowledge, 
a source of evil which much occupied Hawthorne’s 
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mind. A main source of the story itself is suggested 
by his quotation, in his notebooks for 1839 , from 
Sir Thomas Browne’s Vulgar Errors: “A story there 
passeth of an Indian King that sent unto Alexander 
a fair woman, fed with aconite and other poisons, 
with this intent complexionally to destroy him!*’ 

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, 
came, very long ago, from the more southern 
region of Italy, to pursue his studies at the 
University of Padua. Giovanni, who had 
but a scanty supply of gold ducats in his 
pocket, took lodgings in a high and gloomy 
chamber of an old edifice which looked not 
unworthy to have been the palace of a Pad- 
uan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over 
its entrance the armorial bearings of a family 
long since extinct. The young stranger, who 
was not unstudied in the great poem of his 
country, recollected that one of the ancestors 
of this family, and perhaps an occupant of 
this very mansion, had been pictured by 
Dante as a partaker of the immortal agonies 
of his Inferno. These reminiscences and as- 
sociations, together with the tendency to 
heartbreak natural to a young man for the 
first time out of his nati^’e sphere, caused 
Giovanni to sigh heavily as he looked around 
the desolate and ill-furnished apartment. 

“Holy Virgin, signor!” cried old Dame 
Lisabetta, who, won by the youth’s remark- 
able beauty of person, was kindly endeavor- 
ing to give the chamber a habitable air, 
“what a sigh was that to come out of a young 
man’s heart! Do you find this old mansion 
gloomy? For the love of Heaven, then, put 
your head out of the window, and you will see 
as bright sunshine as you have left in Naples.” 

Guasconti mechanically did as the old 
woman advised, but could not quite agree 
with her that the Paduan sunshine was as 
cheerful as that of southern Italy. Such as 
it was, however, it fell upon a garden beneath 
the window and expended its fostering influ- 
ences on a variety of plants, which seemed to 
have been cultiv^ated with exceeding care. 

“Does this garden belong to the house?” 
asked Giovanni. 

“Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were 
fruitful of better pot herbs than any that 
grow there now,” answered old Lisabetta. 
“No; that garden is cultivated by the own 
hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccini, the 


famous doctor, who, I warrant him, has been 
heard of as far as Naples. It is said that he 
distils these plants into medicines that arc as 
potent as a charm. Oftentimes you may sec 
5 the signor doctor at work, and perchance the 
signora, his daughter, too, gathering the 
strange flowers that grow in the garden.” 

The old woman had now done what she 
could for the aspect of the chamber; and, 
lo commending the young man to the protection 
of the saints, took her departure. 

Giovanni still found no better occupation 
than to look down into the garden beneath 
his window. From its appearance, he judged 
15 it to be one of those botanic gardens which 
were of earlier date in Padua than elsewhere 
in Italy or in the world. Or, not improbably, 
it might once have been the pleasure-place of 
an opulent family; for there was the ruin of a 
20 marble fountain in the centre sculptured with 
rare art, but so wofully shattered that it was 
impossible to trace the original design from 
the chaos of remaining fragments. The wa- 
ter, however, continued to gush and sparkle 
25 into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. A 
little gurgling sound ascended to the young 
man’s v/indow, and made him feel as if the 
fountain were an immortal spirit that sung its 
song unceasingly and without heeding the 
30 vicissitudes around it, while one century em- 
bodied it in marble and another scattered the 
perishable garniture on the soil. All about 
the pool into which the water subsided grew 
various plants, that seemed to require a plen- 
35 tiful supply of moisture for the nourishment 
of gigantic leaves, and, in some instances, 
flowers gorgeously magnificent. There was 
one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase 
in the midst of the pool, that bore a profusion 
40 of purple blossoms, each of which had the 
lustre and richness of a gem; and the whole 
together made a show so resplendent that it 
seemed enough to illuminate the garden, even 
had there been no sunshine. Every portion 
of the soil was peopled with plants and her^ s, 
which, if less beautiful, still bore tokens of 
assiduous care, as if all had their individual 
virtues, known to the scientific mind that 
fostered them. Some were placed in urns, 
rich with old carving, and others in common 
garden pots; some crept serpent-like along 
the ground or climbed on high, using what- 
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ever means of ascent was offered them. One hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were 

plant had wreathed itself round a statue of these his only armor. When, in his walk 

VertumnuS) which was thus quite veiled and through the garden, he came to the magnifi- 

shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so cent plant that hung its purple gems beside 

happily arranged that it might have served a 5 the marble fountain, he placed a kind of 
sculptor for a study. mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if all this 

While Giovanni stood at the window he beauty did but conceal a deadlier malice; 

heard a rustling behind a screen of leaves, but, jading his task still too dangerous, he 

and became aware that a person was at work drew back, removed the mask, and called 

in the garden. His figure soon emerged into 10 loudly, but in the infirm voice of a person 
view, and showed itself to be that of no com- affected with inward disease, 

mon laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, “Beatrice! Beatrice!” 

and sickly-looking man, dressed in a scholar’s “Here am I, my father. What would 

garb of black. He was beyond the middle you?” cried a rich and youthful voice from 
term of life, with gray hair, a thin, gray 15 the window of the opposite house — a voice 
beard, and a face singularly marked with as rich as a tropical sunset, and which made 

intellect and cultivation, but which could Giovanni, though he knew not why, think of 

never, even in his more youthful days, have deep hues of purple or crimson and of per- 
expressed much warmth of heart. fumes heavily delectable. “Are you in the 

Nothing could exceed the intentness with 20 garden?” 
which this scientific gardener examined every “Yes, Beatrice,” answered the gardener, 
shrub which grew in his path: it seemed as if “and I need your help.” 
he was looking into their inmost nature, mak- Soon there emerged from under a sculp- 
ing observations in regard to their creative tured portal the figure of a young girl, arrayed 

essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in 25 with as much richness of taste as the most 
this shape and another in that, and wherefore splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the day, 

such and such flowers differed among them- and with a bloom so deep and vivid that one 

selves in hue and perfume. Nevertheless, in shade more would have been too much. She 
spite of this deep intelligence on his part, looked redundant with life, health, and 
there was no approach to intimacy between 30 energy; all of which attributes were bound 
himself and these vegetable existences. On down and compressed, as it were, and girdled 
the contrary, he avoided their actual touch or tensely, in their luxuriance, by her virgin 
the direct inhaling of their odors with a cau- zone. Yet Giovanni’s fancy must have grown 
tion that impressed Giovanni most disagree- morbid while he looked down into the gar- 
ably; for the man’s demeanor was that of one 35 den; for the impression which the fair stranger 
walking among malignant influences, such made upon him was as if here were another 
as savage beasts, or deadily snakes, or evil flower, the human sister of those vegetable 

spirits, which, should he allow them one ones, as beautiful as they, more beautiful than 

moment of license, would wreak upon him the riches of them, but still to be touched only 
some terrible fatality. It was strangely 40 with a glove, nor to be approached without a 
frightful to the young man’s imagination to mask. As Beatrice came down the garden 

see this air of insecurity in a person cultivat- path, it was observable that she handled and 

ing a garden, that most simple and innocent inhaled the odor of several of the plants which 

of human toils, and which had been alike the her father had most sedulously avoided, 
joy and labor of the unfallen parents of the 45 “Here, Beatrice,” said the latter, “see how 
race. Was this garden, then, the Eden of the many needful offices require to be done to our 
present world? And this man, with such per- chief treasure. Yet, shattered as I am, my 
ception of harm in what his own hands caused life might pay the penalty of approaching it 

to grow, — was he the Adam? so closely as circumstances demand. Hence- 

The distrustful gardener, while plucking 50 forth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to 
away the dead leaves or pruning the too lux- your sole charge.” 

uriant growth of the shrubs, defended his “And gladly will I undertake it,” cried 
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again the rich tones of the young lady, as she 
bent towards the magnificent plant and 
opened her arms as if to embrace it. “Yes, 
my sister, my splendor, it shall be Beatrice’s 
task to nurse and serve thee; and thou shalt 
reward her with thy kisses and perfumed 
breath, which to her is as the breath of life.” 

Then, with all the tenderness in her manner 
that was so strikingly expressed in her words, 
she busied herself with such attentions as the 
plant seemed to require; and Giovanni, at his 
lofty window, rubbed his eyes and almost 
doubted whether it were a girl tending her 
favorite flower, or one sister performing the 
duties of affection to another. The scene 
soon terminated. Whether Dr. Rappaccini 
had finished his labors in the garden, or that 
his watchful eye had caught the stranger’s 
face, he now took his daughter’s arm and re- 
tired. Night was already closing in; oppres- 
sive exhalations seemed to proceed from the 
plants and steal upward past the open win- 
dow; and Giovanni, closing the lattice, went 
to his couch and dreamed of a rich flower and 
beautiful girl. Flower and maiden were 
different, and yet the same, and fraught with 
some strange peril in either shape. 

But there is an influence in the light of 
morning that tends to rectify whatever errors 
of fancy, or even of judgment, we may have 
incurred during the sun’s decline, or among 
the shadows of the night, or in the less whole- 
some glow of moonshine. Giovanni’s first 
movement, on starting from sleep, was to 
throw open the window and gaze down into 
the garden which his dreams had made so 
fertile of mysteries. He was surprised and a 
little ashamed to find how real and matter-of- 
fact an affair it proved to be, in the first rays 
of the sun which gilded the dew-drops that 
hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giv- 
ing a brighter beauty to each rare flower, 
brought everything within the limits of ordi- 
nary experience. The young man rejoiced 
that, in the heart of the barren city, he had . 
the privilege of overlooking this spot of lovely 
and luxuriant vegetation. It would serve, he 
said to himself, as a symbolic language to 
keep him in communion with Nature. Nei- 
ther the sickly and thoughtwom Dr. Giacomo 
Rappaccini, it is tnie, nor his brilliant daugh- 
ter, were now visible; so that Giovanni could 


not determine how much of the singularity 
which he attributed to both was due to their 
own qualities and how much to his wonder- 
working fancy; but he was inclined to take a 
5 most rational view of the whole matter. 

In the course of the day he paid his respects 
to Signor Pietro Baglioni, professor of medi- 
cine in the university, a physician of eminent 
repute, to whom Giov^anni had brought a 
letter of introduction. The professor was an 
elderly personage, apparently of genial na- 
ture, and habits that might almost be called 
jovial. He kept the young man to dinner, 
and made himself very agreeable by the free- 
dom and liveliness of his conversation, espe- 
cially when warmed by a flask or two of Tus- 
can wine. Giovanni, conceiving that men of 
science, inhabitants of the same city, must 
needs be on familiar terms with one another, 
took an opportunity to mention the name of 
Dr. Rappaccini. But the professor did not 
respond with so much cordiality as he had 
anticipated. 

“Ill would it become a teacher of the di- 
vine art of medicine,” said Professor Pietro 
Baglioni, in answer to a question of Giovanni, 
“to withhold due and well-considered praise 
of a physician so eminently skilled as Rap- 
paccini; but, on the other hand, I should 
answer it but scantily to my conscience were 
I to permit a worthy youth like yourself. 
Signor Giovanni, the son of an ancient friend, 
to imbibe erroneous ideas respecting a man 
who might hereafter chance to hold your life 
and death in his hands. The truth is, our 
worshipful Dr. Rappaccini has as much sci- 
ence as any member of the faculty — with 
perhaps one single exception — in Padua, or 
all Italy; but there are certain grave objec- 
tions to his professional character.” 

“And what are they?” asked the young 
man. 

“Has my friend Giovanni any disease of 
body or heart, that he is so inquisitive about 
physicians?” said the professor, with a smile. 
“But as for Rappaccini, it is said of him — 
and I, who know the man well, can answer 
for its truth — that he cares infinitely more 
for science than for mankind. His patients 
are interesting to him only as subjects for 
some new experiment. He would sacrifice 
human life, his own among the rest, or what- 
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ever else was dearest to him, for the sake of 
adding so much as a grain of mustard seed to 
the great heap of his accumulated knowl- 
edge.” 

“Methinks he is an awful man indeed,” s 
remarked Guasconti, mentally recalling the 
cold and purely intellectual aspect of Rap- 
paccini. “And yet, worshipful professor, is it 
not a noble spirit? Are there many men 
capable of so spiritual a love of science?” lo 

“God forbid,” answered the professor, 
somewhat testily; “at least, unless they take 
sounder views of the healing art than those 
adopted by Rappaccini. It is his theory that 
all medicinal virtues are comprised within 15 
those substances which we term vegetable 
poisons. These he cultivates with his own 
hands, and is said even to have produced new 
varieties of poison, more horribly deleterious 
than Nature, without the assistance of this 20 
learned person, would ever have plagued the 
world withal. That the signor doctor does 
less mischief than might be expected with 
such dangerous substances is undeniable. 
Now and then, it must be owned, he has 25 
effected, or seemed to effect, a marvellous 
cure; but, to tell you my private mind. Signor 
Giovanni, he should receive little credit for 
such instances of success, — they being proba- 
bly the work of chance, — but should be held 30 
strictly accountable for his failures, which 
may justly be considered his own work.” 

The youth might have taken Baglioni’s 
opinions with many grains of allowance had 
he known that there was a professional war- 35 
fare of long continuance between him and 
Dr. Rappaccini, in which the latter was gen- 
erally thought to have gained the advantage. 

If the reader be inclined to judge for himself, 
we refer him to certain black-letter tracts on 40 
both sides, preserved in the medical depart- 
ment of the University of Padua. 

“I know not, most learned professor,” 
returned Giovanni, after musing on what had 
been said of Rappaccini’s exclusive zeal for 45 
science, — “I know not how dearly this 
physician may love his art; but surely there 
is one object more dear to him. He has a 
daughter.” 

“Aha!” cried the professor, with a laugh. 50 
“So now our friend Giovanni’s secret is out. 
Vou have heard of this daughter, whom all 


the young men in Padua are wild about, 
though not half a dozen have ever had the 
good hap to see her face. I know little of 
the Signora Beatrice save that Rappaccini is 
said to have instructed her deeply in his 
science, and that, young and beautiful as 
fame reports her, she is already qualified to 
fill a professor’s chair. Perchance her father 
destines her for mine! Other absurd ru- 
mors there be, not worth talking about or 
listening to. So now. Signor Giovanni, 
drink off your glass of lachryma.” 

Guasconti returned to his lodgings some- 
what heated with the wine he had quaffed, 
and which caused his brain to swim with 
strange fantasies in reference to Dr. Rappac- 
cini and the beautiful Beatrice. On his W'ay, 
happening to pass by a florist’s he bought a 
fresh bouquet of flowers. 

Ascending to his chamber, he seated him- 
self near the window, but within the shadow 
thrown by the depth of the wall, so that he 
could look down into the garden with little 
risk of being discovered. All beneath his 
eye was a solitude. The strange plants were 
basking in the sunshine, and now and then 
nodding gently to one another, as if in ac- 
knowledgment of sympathy and kindred. 
In the midst, by the shattered fountain, grew 
the magnificent shrub, with its purple gems 
clustering all over it; they glowed in the air, 
and gleamed back again out of the depths of 
the pool, which thus seemed to overflow with 
colored radiance from the rich reflection that 
was steeped in it. At first, as we have said, 
the garden was a solitude. Soon, however, 
— as Giovanni had half hoped, half feared, 
would be the case, — a figure appeared be- 
neath the antique sculptured portal, and 
came down between the rows of plants, in- 
haling their various perfumes as if she were 
one of those beings of old classic fable that 
lived upon sweet odors. On again beholding 
Beatrice, the young man was even startled to 
perceive how much her beauty exceeded his 
recollection of it; so brilliant, so vivid, was 
its character, that she glowed amid the sun- 
light, and, as Giovanni whispered to himself, 
positively illuminated the more shadowy 
intervals of the garden path. Her face being 
now more revealed than on the former oc- 
casion, he was struck by its expression of 
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simplicity and sweetness, — qualities that he to himself. “What is this being? Bcauti- 

had not entered into his idea of her charac- ful shall I cEill her, or inexpressibly terrible?” 

ter, and which made him ask anew what Beatrice now strayed carelessly through 
manner of mortal she might be. Nor did the garden, approaching closer beneath 

he fail again to observe, or imagine, an anal- s Giovanni’s window, so that he was com- 

ogy between the beautiful girl and the peiled to thrust his head quite out of its 

gorgeous shrub that hung its gemlike flowers concealment in order to gratify the intense 

over the fountain, — a resemblance which and painful curiosity which she excited. At 

Beatrice seemed to have indulged a fantastic this moment there came a beautiful insect 

humor in heightening, both by the arrange- lo over the garden wall; it had, perhaps, wan- 

ment of her dress and the selection of its hues. dered through the city, and found no flowers 

Approaching the shrub, she threw open her or verdure among those antique haunts of 

arms, as with a passionate ardor, and drew men until the heavy perfumes of Dr. Rap- 

its branches into an intimate embrace — so paccini’s shrubs had lured it from afar, 

intimate that her features were hidden in its 15 Without alighting on the flowers, this winged 

leafy bosom and her glistening ringlets all brightness seemed to be attracted by Bea- 

intermingled with the flowers. trice, and lingered in the air and fluttered 

“Give me thy breath, my sister,” ex- about her head. Now, here it could not be 

claimed Beatrice; “for I am faint with com- but that Giovanni Guasconti’s eyes deceived 

mon air. And give me this flower of thine, 20 him. Be that as it might, he fancied that, 
which I separate with gentlest fingers from while Beatrice was gazing at the insect with 

the stem and place it close beside my heart.” childish delight, it grew faint and fell at her 

With these words the beautiful daughter feet; its bright wings shivered; it was dead 

of Rappaccini plucked one of the richest — from no cause that he could discern, un- 
blossoms of the shrub, and was about to 25 less it were the atmosphere of her breath, 

fasten it in her bosom. But now’, unless Again Beatrice crossed herself and sighed 

Giovanni’s draughts of wine had bewildered heavily as she bent over the dead insect, 
his senses, a singular incident occurred. A An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew 
small orange-colored reptile, of the lizard her eyes to the window. There she beheld 

or chameleon species, chanced to be creeping 30 the beautiful head of the young man — 
along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. rather a Grecian than an Italian head, with 

It appeared to Giovanni, — but, at the dis- fair, regular features, and a glistening of gold 

tance from which he gazed, he could scarcely among his ringlets — gazing down upon her 

have seen anything so minute, — it ap- like a being that hovered in mid air. Scarcely 

peared to him, however, that a drop 01 two 35 knowing what he did, Giovanni threw down 
of moisture from the broken stem of the the bouquet which he had hitherto held in 

flower descended upon the lizard’s head. his hand. 

For an instant the reptile contorted itself “Signora,” said he, “there are pure and 
violently, and then lay motionless in the healthful flowers. Wear them for the sake 

sunshine. Beatrice observed this remarkable 40 of Giovanni Guasconti.” 

phenomenon, and crossed herself, sadly, “Thanks, signor,” replied Beatrice, with 

but without surprise; nor did she therefore her rich voice, that came forth as it were like 

hesitate to arrange the fatal flower in her a gush of music, and with a mirthful expres- 

bosom. There it blushed, and almost glim- sion half childish and half woman-like. “I 

mered with the dazzling effect of a precious 45 accept your gift, and would fain recompense 
stone, adding to her dress and aspect the it with this precious purple flower; but if I 

one appropriate charm which nothing else toss it into the air it will not reach you. So 

in the world could have supplied. But Signor Guasconti must even content himself 

Giovanni, out of the shadow of his window, with my thanks.” 

bent forward and shrank back, and mur- 50 She lifted the bouquet from the ground, 
mured and trembled. and then, as if inwardly ashamed at having 

“Am I awake? Have I my senses?” said stepped aside from her maidenly reserve to 
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respond to a stranger’s greeting, passed 
swiftly homeward through the garden. But 
few as the moments were, it seemed to Gio- 
vanni, when she was on the point of vanish- 
ing beneath the sculptured portal, that his 
beautiful bouquet was already beginning 
to wither in her grasp. It was an idle 
thought; there could be no possibility of 
distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh 
one at so great a distance. 

For many days after this incident the 
young man avoided the window that looked 
into Dr. Rappaccini’s garden, as if some- 
thing ugly and monstrous would have blasted 
his eyesight had he been betrayed into a 
glance. He felt conscious of having put 
himself, to a certain extent, within the in- 
fluence of an unintelligible power by the 
communication which he had opened with 
Beatrice. The wisest course would have 
been, if his heart were in any real danger, to 
quit his lodgings and Padua itself at once; 
the next wiser, to have accustomed himself, 
as far as possible, to the familiar and daylight 
view of Beatrice — thus bringing her rigidly 
and systematically within the limits of ordi- 
nary experience. Least of all, while avoid- 
ing her sight, ought Giovanni to have re- 
mained so near this extraordinary being 
that the proximity and possibility even of 
intercourse should give a kind of substance 
and reality to the wild vagaries which his 
imagination ran riot continually in pro- 
ducing. Guasconti had not a deep heart — 
or, at all events, its depths were not sounded 
now; but he had a quick fancy, and an 
ardent southern temperament, which rose 
every instant to a higher fever pitch. 
Whether or no Beatrice possessed those 
terrible attributes, that fatal breath, the 
affinity with those so beautiful and deadly 
flowers which were indicated by what Gio- 
vanni had witnessed, she had at least instilled 
a fierce and subtle poison into his system. It 
was not love, although her rich beauty was 
a madness to him; nor horror, even while he 
fancied her spirit to be imbued with the same 
baneful essence that seemed to pervade her 
physical frame; but a wild offspring of both 
love and horror that had each parent in it, 
and burned like one and shivered like the 
other. Giovanni knew not what to dread; 


still less did he know what to hope; yet hope 
and dread kept a continual warfare in his 
breast, alternately vanquishing one another 
and starting up afresh to renew the contest. 
Blessed are all simple emotions, be they dark 
or bright! It is the lurid intermixture of the 
two that produces the illuminating blaze of 
the infernal regions. 

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the 
fever of his spirit by a rapid walk through the 
streets of Padua or beyond its gates: his 
footsteps kept time with the throbbings of his 
brain, so that the walk was apt to accelerate 
itself to a race. One day he found himself 
arrested; his arm was seized by a portly per- 
sonage, who had turned back on recognizing 
the young man and expended much breath 
in overtaking him. 

“Signor Giovanni! Stay, my young 
friend!” cried he. “Have you forgotten me? 
That might well be the case if I were as 
much altered as yourself.” 

It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni had 
avoided ever since their first meeting, from a 
doubt that the professor’s sagacity would 
look too deeply into his secrets. Endeavor- 
ing to recover himself, he stared forth wildly 
from his inner world into the outer one and 
spoke like a man in a dream. 

“Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You 
are Professor Pietro Baglioni. Now let me 
pass!” 

“Not yet, not yet. Signor Giovanni Guas- 
conti,” said the professor, smiling, but at the 
same time scrutinizing the youth with an 
earnest glance. “What! did I grow up side 
by side with your father? and shall his son 
pass me like a stranger in these old streets of 
Padua? Stand still. Signor Giovanni; for 
we must have a word or two before we part.” 

“Speedily, then, most worshipful pro- 
fessor, speedily,” said Giovanni, with fever- 
ish impatience. “Does not your worship 
see that I am in haste?” 

Now, while he was speaking there came a 
man in black along the street, stooping and 
moving feebly like a person in inferior health. 
His face was all overspread with a most 
sickly and sallow hue, but yet so pervaded 
with an expression of piercing and active in- 
tellect that an observer might easily have 
overlooked the merely physical attributes 
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and have seen only this wonderful energy. 
As he passed, this person exchanged a cold 
and distant salutation with Baglioni, but 
fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with an intent- 
ness that seemed to bring out whatever was 
within him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, 
there was a peculiar quietness in the look, as 
if taking merely a speculative, not a human, 
interest in the young man. 

“It is Dr. Rappaccini!” whispered the 
professor when the stranger had passed. 
“Has he ever seen your face before?” 

“Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, 
starting at the name. 

“He has seen you ! he must have seen you !” 
said Baglioni hastily. “For some purpose or 
other, this man of science is making a study of 
you. I know that look of his ! It is the same 
that coldly illuminates his face as he bends 
over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, which, 
in pursuance of some experiment, he has 
killed by the perfume of a flower; a look as 
deep as Nature itself, but without Nature’s 
warmth of love. Signor Giovanni, I will 
stake my life upon it, you are the subject 
of one of Rappaccini’s experiments!” 

“Will you make a fool of me?” cried 
Giovanni passionately. “TTz^z/, signor pro- 
fessor, were an untoward experiment.” 

“Patience! patience!” replied the imper- 
turbable professor. “I tell thee, my poor 
Giovanni, that Rappaccini has a scientific 
interest in thee. Thou hast fallen into fear- 
ful hands ! And the Signora Beatrice, — 
what part does she act in this mystery?” 

But Guasconti, finding Baglioni’s perti- 
nacity intolerable, here broke away, and 
was gone before the professor could again 
seize his arm. He looked after the young 
man intently and shook his head. 

“This must not be,” said Baglioni to him- 
self. “The youth is the son of my old friend, 
and shall not come to any harm from which 
the arcana of medical science can preserve 
him. Besides, it is too insufferable an im- 
pertinence in Rappaccini, thus to snatch the 
lad out of my own hands, as I may say, and 
make use of him for his infernal experiments. 
This daughter of his ! It shall be looked to. 
Perchance, most learned Rappaccini, I may 
foil you where you little dream of it !” 

Meanwhile Giovanni had pursued a cir- 


cuitous route, and at length found himself 
at the door of his lodgings. As he crossed the 
threshold he was met by old Lisabetta, who 
smirked and smiled, and was evidently de- 
sirous to attract his attention; vainly, how- 
ever, as the ebullition of his feelings had 
momentarily subsided into a cold and dull 
vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the 
withered face that was puckering itself into 
a smile, but seemed to behold it not. The 
old dame, therefore, laid her grasp upon his 
cloak. 

“Signor! signor!” whispered she, still with 
a smile over tlie whole breadth of her visage, 
so that it looked not unlike a grotesque carv- 
ing in wood, darkened by centuries. “Lis- 
ten, signor! There is a private entrance 
into the garden!” 

“What do you say?” exclaimed Giovanni, 
turning quickly about, as if an inanimate 
thing should start into feverish life. “A 
private entrance into Dr. Rappaccini’s 
garden?” 

“Hush! hush! not so loud!” whispered 
Lisabetta, putting her hand over his mouth. 
“Yes; into the worshipful doctor’s garden, 
where you may see all his fine shrubbery. 
Many a young man in Padua would give 
gold to be admitted among those flowers.” 

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand. 

“Show me the way,” said he. 

A surmise, probably excited by his con- 
versation with Baglioni, crossed his mind, 
that this interposition of old Lisabetta might 
perchance be connected with the intrigue, 
whatever were its nature, in which the pro- 
fessor seemed to suppose that Dr. Rappac- 
cini was involving him. But such a suspicion, 
though it disturbed Giovanni, was inade- 
quate to restrain him. The instant that he 
was aware of the possibility of approaching 
Beatrice, it seemed an absolute necessity 
of his existence to do so. It mattered not 
whether she were angel or demon; he was ir- 
revocably within her sphere, and must obey 
the law that whirled him onward, in ever- 
lessening circles, towards a result which he 
did not attempt to foreshadow; and yet, 
strange to say, there came across him a sud- 
den doubt whether this intense interest on 
his part were not delusory; whether it were 
really of so deep and positive a nature as to 
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justify him in now thrusting himself into 
an incalculable position; whether it were 
not merely the fantasy of a young man’s 
brain, only slightly or not at all connected 
with his heart. 

He paused, hesitated, turned half about, 
but again went on. His withered guide led 
him along several obscure passages, and 
finally undid a door, through which, as it was 
opened, there came the sight and sound of 
rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine 
slimmering among them. Giovanni stepped 
forth, and forcing himself through the en- 
tanglement of a shrub that wreathed its 
tendrils over the hidden entrance, stood 
beneath his own window in the open area of 
Dr. Rappaccini’s garden. 

How often is it the case that, when impos- 
sibilities have come to pass and dreams have 
condensed their misty substance into tan- 
gible realities, we find ourselves calm, and 
even coldly self-possessed, amid circum- 
stances which it would have been a delirium 
of joy or agony to anticipate! Fate delights 
to thwart us thus. Passion will choose his 
own time to rush upon the scene, and lingers 
sluggishly behind when an appropriate ad- 
justment of events would seem to summon 
his appearance. So was it now with Gio- 
vanni. Day after day his pulses had throbbed 
with feverish blood at the improbable idea 
of an interview with Beatrice, and of stand- 
ing with her, face to face, in this very garden, 
basking in the Oriental sunshine of her 
beauty, and snatching from her full gaze 
the mystery which he deemed the riddle of 
his own existence. But now there was a 
singular and untimely equanimity within 
his breast. He threw a glance around the 
garden to discover if Beatrice or her father 
were present, and, perceiving that he was 
alone, began a critical observation of the 
plants. 

The aspect of one and all of them dissatis- 
fied him; their gorgeousness seemed fierce, 
passionate, and even unnatural. There was 
hardly an individual shrub which a wanderer, 
straying by himself through a forest, would 
not have been startled to find growing wild, 
as if an unearthly face had glared at him out 
of the thicket. Several also would have 
shocked a delicate instinct by an appearance 


of cirtificialness indicating that there had 
been such commixture, and, as it were, 
adultery, of various vegetable species, that 
the production was no longer of God’s mak- 
5 ing, but the monstrous offspring of man’s 
depraved fancy, glowing with only an evil 
mockery of beauty. They were probably 
the result of experiment, which in one or 
two cases had succeeded in mingling plants 
lo individually lovely into a compound possess- 
ing the questionable and ominous character 
that distinguished the whole growth of the 
garden. In fine, Giovanni recognized but 
two or three plants in the collection, and 
15 those of a kind that he well knew to be 
poisonous. While busy with these con- 
templations he heard the rustling of a silken 
garment, and, turning, beheld Beatrice 
emerging from beneath the sculptured portal. 
20 Giovanni had not considered with himself 
what should be his deportment; whether he 
should apologize for his intrusion into the 
garden, or assume that he was there with the 
privity at least, if not by the desire, of Dr. 
25 Rappaccini or his daughter; but Beatrice’s 
manner placed him at his ease, although 
leaving him still in doubt by what agency he 
had gained admittance. She came lightly 
along the path and met him near the broken 
30 fountain. There was surprise in her face, 
but brightened by a simple and kind expres- 
sion of pleasure. 

“You are a connoisseur in flowers, signor,” 
said Beatrice, with a smile, alluding to the 
35 bouquet which he had flung her from the 
window. “It is no marvel, therefore, if the 
sight of my father’s rare collection has 
tempted you to take a nearer view. If he 
were here, he could tell you many strange 
40 and interesting facts as to the nature and 
habits of these shrubs; for he has spent a life- 
time in such studies, and this garden is his 
world.” 

“And yourself, lady,” observed Giovanni, 
45 “if fame says true, — you likewise are deeply 
skilled in the virtues indicated by these rich 
blossoms and these spicy perfumes. Would 
you deign to be my instructress, I should 
prove an apter scholar than if taught by 
50 Signor Rappaccini himself.” 

“Are there such idle rumors?” asked 
Beatrice, with the music of a pleasant laugh. 
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“Do people say that I am skilled in my the civilized world. Evidently her ex- 
father’s science of plants? What a jest is perience of life had been confined within 
there! No; though I hav^e grown up among the limits of that garden. She talked now 
these flowers, I know no more of them than about matters as simple as the daylight or 
their hues and perfume; and sometimes me- 5 summer clouds, and now asked questions in 
thinks I would fain rid myself of even that reference to the city, or Giovanni’s distant 
small knowledge. There are many flowers home, his friends, his mother, and his sis- 
here, and those not the least brilliant, that ters — questions indicating such seclusion, 
shock and offend me when they meet my eye. and such lack of familiarity with modes and 
But pray, signor, do not believe these stories 10 forms, that Giovanni responded as if to an 
about my science. Believe nothing of me infant. Her spirit gushed out before him 
save what you see with your own eyes.” like a fresh rill that was just catching its 

“And must I believe all that I have seen first glimpse of the sunlight and wondering 
with my own eyes?” asked Giovanni, point- at the reflections of earth and sky which 
edly, while the recollection of former scenes 15 w'ere flung into its bosom. There came 
made him shrink. “No, signora; you de- thoughts, too, from a deep source, and 
mand too little of me. Bid me believe noth- fantasies of a gemlike brilliancy, as if dia- 
ing save what comes from your own lips,” inonds and rubies sparkled upward among 

It would appear that Beatrice understood the bubbles of the fountain. Ever and 
him. There came a deep flush to her cheek; 20 anon there gleamed across the young man’s 
but she looked full into Giovanni’s eyes, and mind a sense of wonder that he should be 

responded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion walking side by side with the being who 

with a queenlike haughtiness. had so wrought upon his imagination, whom 

“I do so bid you, signor,” she replied. he had idealized in such hues of terror, in 
“Forget whatever you may have fancied in 25 whom he had positively witnessed such mani- 
regard to me. If true to the outward senses, festations of dreadful attributes, — that he 
still it may be false in its essence; but the should be conversing with Beatrice like a 
words of Beatrice Rappaccini’s lips are true brother, and should find her so human and 
from the depths of the heart outward. so maidenlike. But such reflections were 
Those you may believe.” 30 only momentary; the effect of her character 

A fervor glow'ed in her whole aspect and was too real not to make itself familiar at 
beamed upon Giovanni’s consciousness like once. 

the light of truth itself; but while she spoke In this free intercourse they had strayed 

there was a fragrance in the atmosphere through the garden, and now, after many 

around her, rich and delightful, though eva- 35 turns among its avenues, were come to the 
nescent, yet which the young man, from an shattered fountain, beside which grew the 
indefinable reluctance, scarcely dared to magnificent shrub, with its treasury of glow- 
draw into his lungs. It might be the odor of ing blossoms. A fragrance was diffused from 
the flowers. Could it be Beatrice’s breath it which Giovanni recognized as identical 
which thus embalmed her words with a 40 with that which he had attributed to Bea- 
strange richness, as if by steeping them in her trice’s breath, but incomparably more pow- 
heart? A faintness passed like a shadow over erful As her eyes fell upon it, Giovanni 
Giovanni and flitted away; he seemed to beheld her press her hand to her bosom as 
gaze through the beautiful girl’s eyes into if her heart were throbbing suddenly and 
her transparent soul, and felt no more doubt 45 painfully. 

or fear. “For the first time in my life,” murmu' ed 

The tinge of passion that had colored she, addressing the shrub, “I had forgotten 
Beatrice’s manner vanished; she became gay, thee.” 

and appeared to derive a pure delight from “I remember, signora,” said Giovanni, 
her communion with the youth not unlike 50 “that you once promised to reward me with 
what the maiden of a lonely island might one of these living gems for the bouquet 
have felt conversing with a voyager from which I had the happy boldness to fling to 
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your feet. Permit me now to pluck it as a 
memorial of this interview.” 

He made a step towards the shrub with 
extended hand; but Beatrice darted for- 
ward, uttering a shriek that went through his s 
heart like a dagger. She caught his hand 
and drew it back with the whole force of 
her slender figure. Giovanni felt her touch 
thrilling through his fibres. 

“Touch it not !” exclaimed she, in a voice lo 
of agony. “Not for thy life ! It is fatal!” 

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him 
and vanished beneath the sculptured portal. 

As Giovanni followed her with his eyes, he 
beheld the emaciated figure and pale intelli- 15 
gence of Dr. Rappaccini, who had been 
watching the scene, he knew not how long, 
within the shadow of the entrance. 

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his 
chamber than the image of Beatrice came 20 
back to his passionate musings, invested 
with all the witchery that had been gather- 
ing around it ever since his first glimpse of 
her, and now likewise imbued with a tender 
warmth of girlish womanhood. She was 25 
human; her nature was endowed with all 
gentle and feminine qualities; she was 
worthiest to be worshipped; she was capable, 
surely, on her part, of the height and hero- 
ism of love. Those tokens which he had 30 
hitherto considered as proofs of a frightful 
peculiarity in her physical and moral system 
were now either forgotten, or, by the subtle 
sophistry of passion transmitted into a 
golden crown of enchantment, rendering 35 
Beatrice the more admirable by so much as 
she was the more unique. Whatever had 
looked ugly was now beautiful; or, if in- 
capable of such a change, it stole away and 
hid itself among those shapeless half ideas 40 
which throng the dim region beyond the day- 
light of our perfect consciousness. Thus did 
he spend the night, nor fell asleep until the 
dawn had begun to awake the slumbering 
flowers in Dr. Rappaccini’s garden, whither 45 
Giovanni’s dreams doubtless led him. Up 
rose the sun in his due season, and, flinging 
his beams upon the young man’s eyelids, 
awoke him to a sense of pain. When thor- 
oughly aiDused, he became sensible of a bum- 50 
ing and tingling agony in his hand — in his 
right hand — the very hand which Beatrice 


had grasped in her own when he was on the 
point of plucking one of the gemlike flowers. 
On the back of that hand there was now a 
purple print like that of four small fingers, 
and the likeness of a slender thumb upon his 
wrist. 

Oh, how stubbornly does love, — or even 
that cunning semblance of love which flour- 
ishes in the imagination, but strikes no depth 
of root into the heart, — how stubbornly 
does it hold its faith until the moment comes 
when it is doomed to vanish into thin mist! 
Giovanni wrapped a handkerchief about his 
hand and wondered what evil thing had 
stung him, and soon forgot his pain in a 
reverie of Beatrice. 

After the first interview, a second was in 
the inevitable course of what we call fate. 
A third; a fourth; and a meeting with 
Beatrice in the garden was no longer an inci- 
dent in Giovanni’s daily life, but the whole 
space in which he might be said to live; for 
the anticipation and memory of that ecstatic 
hour made up the remainder. Nor was it 
otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini. 
She watched for the youth’s appearance, and 
flew to his side with confidence as unreserved 
as if they had been playmates from early 
infancy — as if they were such playmates 
still. If, by any unwonted chance, he failed 
to come at the appointed moment, she stood 
beneath the window and sent up the rich 
sweetness of her tones to float around him 
in his chamber and echo and reverberate 
throughout his heart: “Giovanni! Giovanni! 
Why tarriest thou? Come down!” And 
down he hastened into that Eden of poison- 
ous flowers. 

But, with all this intimate familiarity, 
there was still a reserve in Beatrice’s de- 
meanor, so rigidly and invariably sustained 
that the idea of infringing it scarcely oc- 
curred to his imagination. By all appreci- 
able signs, they loved; they had looked love 
with eyes that conveyed the holy secret from 
the depths of one soul into the depths of the 
other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered 
by the way; they had even spoken love in 
those gushes of passion when their spirits 
darted forth in articulated breath like 
tongues of long-hidden flame; and yet there 
had been no seal of lips, no clasp of hands, 
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nor any slightest caress such as love claims 
and hallows. He had never touched one of 
the gleaming ringlets 6f her hair; her gar- 
ment — so marked was the physical barrier 
between them — had never been waved 5 
against him by a breeze. On the few occa- 
sions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to 
overstep the limit, Beatrice grew so sad, so 
stern, and withal wore such a look of desolate 
separation, shuddering at itself, that not a 10 
spoken word was requisite to repel him. At 
such times he was startled at the horrible 
suspicions that rose, monster-like, out of the 
caverns of his heart and stared him in the 
face; his love grew thin and faint as the 15 
morning mist; his doubts alone had sub- 
stance. But, when Beatrice’s face bright- 
ened again after the momentary shadow, she 
was transformed at once from the mysterious, 
questionable being whom he had watched 20 
with so much awe and horror; she was now 
the beautiful and unsophisticated girl whom 
he felt that his spirit knew with a certainty 
beyond all other knowledge. 

A considerable time had now passed since 25 
Giovanni’s last meeting with Baglioni. One 
morning, however, he was disagreeably sur- 
prised by a visit from the professor, whom he 
had scarcely thought of for whole weeks, and 
would willingly have forgotten still longer. 30 
Given up as he had long been to a pervading 
excitement, he could tolerate no companions 
except upon condition of their perfect sym- 
pathy with his present state of feeling. Such 
sympathy was not to be expected from Pro- 35 
fessor Baglioni. 

The visitor chatted carelessly for a few 
moments about the gossip of the city and the 
university, and then took up another topic. 

‘T have been reading an old classic author 40 
lately,” said he, “and met with a story that 
strangely interested me. Possibly you may 
remember it. It is of an Indian prince, who 
sent a beautiful woman as a present to 
Alexander the Great. She was as lovely as 45 
the dawn and gorgeous as the sunset; but 
what especially distinguished her was a 
certain rich perfume in her breath — richer 
than a garden of Persian roses. Alexander, 
as was natural to a youthful conqueror, fell 50 
in love at first sight with this magnificent 
stranger; but a certain sage physician, hap- 
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pcning to be present, discovered a terrible 
secret in regard to her.” 

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, 
turning his eyes downward to avoid those of 
the professor. 

“That this lovely woman,” continued 
Baglioni, with emphasis, “had been nour- 
ished with poisons from her birth upward, 
until her whole nature was so imbued with 
them that she herself had become the dead- 
liest poison in existence. Poison was her 
element of life. With that rich perfume of 
her breath she blasted the very air. Her 
love would have been poison — her embrace 
death. Is not this a marvellous tale?” 

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, 
nervously starting from his chair. “I mar- 
vel how your worship finds time to read such 
nonsense among your graver studies.” 

“By the by,” said the professor, looking 
uneasily about him, “what singular fragrance 
is this in your apartment? Is it the perfume 
of your gloves? It is faint, but delicious; 
and yet, after all, by no means agreeable. 
Were I to breathe it long, methinks it would 
make me ill. It is like the breath of a flower; 
but I see no flowers in the chamber.” 

“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanni, 
who had turned pale as the professor spoke; 
“nor, I think, is there any fragrance except 
in your worship’s imagination. Odors, being 
a sort of element combined of the sensual and 
the spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this 
manner. The recollection of a perfume, the 
bare idea of it, may easily be mistaken for a 
present reality.” 

“Ay; but my sober imagination does not 
often play such tricks,” said Baglioni; “and, 
were I to fancy any kind of odor, it would be 
that of some vile apothecary drug, wherewith 
my fingers are likely enough to be imbued. 
Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have 
heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors 
richer than those of Araby. Doubtless, like- 
wise, the fair and learned Signora Beatrice 
would minister to her patients with draughts 
as sweet as a maiden’s breath; but woe to 
him that sips them !” 

Giovanni’s face evinced many contending 
emotions. The tone in which the professor 
alluded to the pure and lovely daughter of 
Rappaccini was a torture to his soul; and 
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yet the intimation of a view of her character, 
opposite to his own, gave instantaneous dis- 
tinctness to a thousand dim suspicions, which 
now grinned at him like so many demons. 
But he strove hard to quell them and to 
respond to Baglioni with a true lover’s per- 
fect faith. 

“Signor professor,” said he, “you were my 
father’s friend; perchance, too, it is your 
purpose to act a friendly part towards his 
son. I would fain feel nothing towards you 
save respect and deference; but I pray you 
to observe, signor, that there is one subject 
on which we must not speak. You know not 
the Signora Beatrice. You cannot, there- 
fore, estimate the wrong — the blasphemy, 

I may even say — that is offered to her char- 
acter by a light or injurious word.” 

“Giovanni! my poor Giovanni!” answered 
the professor, with a calm expression of pity, 
“I know this wretched girl far better than 
yourself. You shall hear the truth in respect 
to the poisoner Rappaccini and his poisonous 
daughter; yes, poisonous as she is beautiful. 
Listen; for, even should you do violence to 
my gray hairs, it shall not silence me. That 
old fable of the Indian woman has become a 
truth by the deep and deadly science of 
Rappaccini and in the person of the lovely 
Beatrice.” 

Giovanni groaned and hid his face. 

“Her father,” continued Baglioni, “was 
not restrained by natural affection from 
offering up his child in this horrible manner 
as the victim of his insane zeal for science; 
for, let us do him justice, he is as true a man 
of science as ever distilled his own heart in 
an alembic. What, then, will be your fate? 
Beyond a doubt you are selected as the ma- 
terial of sqme new experiment. Perhaps 
the result is to be death; perhaps a fate more 
awful still. Rappaccini, with what he calls 
the interest of science before his eyes, will 
hesitate at nothing.” 

“It is a dream,” muttered Giovanni to , 
himself; “surely it is a dream.” 

“But,” resumed the professor, “be of good 
cheer, son of my friend. It is not yet too 
late for the rescue. Possibly we may even 
succeed in bringing back this miserable child ; 
within the limits of ordinary nature, from 
which her father’s madness has estranged 


her. Behold this little silver vase! It was 
wrought by the hands of the renowned 
Benvenuto Cellini, an*d is well worthy to be a 
love gift to the fairest dame in Italy. But 
5 its contents are invaluable. One little sip of 
this antidote would have rendered the most 
virulent poisons of the Borgias innocuous. 
Doubt not that it will be as efficacious against 
those of Rappaccini. Bestow the vase, and 
[o the precious liquid within it, on your Bea- 
trice, and hopefully await the result.” 

Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought 
silver vial on the table and withdrew, leaving 
what he had said to produce its effect upon 
5 the young man’s mind. 

“We will thwart Rappaccini yet,” thought 
he, chuckling to himself, as he descended the 
stairs; “but, let us confess the truth of him, 
he is a wonderful man — a wonderful man 
0 indeed; a vile empiric, however, in his prac- 
tice, and therefore not to be tolerated by 
those who respect the good old rules of the 
medical profession.” 

Throughout Giovanni’s whole acquaint- 
5 ance with Beatrice, he had occasionally, as 
we have said, been haunted by dark surmises 
as to her character; yet so thoroughly had 
she made herself felt by him as a simple, 
natural, most affectionate, and guileless 
o creature, that the image now held up by 
Professor Baglioni looked as strange and in- 
credible as if it were not in accordance with 
his own original conception. True, there 
were ugly recollections connected with his 
5 first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he could 
not quite forget the bouquet that withered 
in her grasp, and the insect that perished 
amid the sunny air, by no ostensible agency 
save the fragrance of her breath. These 
5 incidents, however, dissolving in the pure 
light of her character, had no longer the 
efficacy of facts, but were acknowledged as 
mistaken fantasies, by whatever testimony 
of the senses they might appear to be sub- 
5 stantiated. There is something truer and 
more real than what we can see with the 
eyes and touch with the finger. On such 
better evidence had Giovanni founded his 
confidence in Beatrice, though rather by the 
) necessary force of her high attributes than by 
any deep and generous faith on his part. 
But now his spirit was incapable of sustaining 
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itself at the height to which the early en- 
thusiam of passion had exalted it; he fell 
down, grovelling among earthly doubts, and 
defiled therewith the pure whiteness of 
Beatrice’s image. Not that he gave her up; he 5 
did but distrust. He resolved to institute 
some decisive test that should satisfy him, 
once for all, whether there were those dread- 
ful peculiarities in her physical nature which 
could not be supposed to exist without some 10 
corresponding monstrosity of soul. His eyes, 
gazing down afar, might have deceived him 
as to the lizard, the insect, and the flowers; 
but if he could witness, at the distance of a 
few paces, the sudden blight of one fresh and 15 
healthful flower in Beatrice’s hand, there 
would be room for no further question. With 
this idea he hastened to the florist’s and pur- 
chased a bouquet that was still gemmed 
with the morning dew-drops. 20 

It was now the customary hour of his daily 
interview with Beatrice. Before descending 
into the garden, Giovanni failed not to look 
at his figure in the mirror, — a vanity to be 
expected in a beautiful young man, yet, as 25 
displaying itself at that troubled and feverish 
moment, the token of a certain shallowness of 
feeling and insincerity of character. He did 
gaze, however, and said to himself that his 
features had never before possessed so rich a 30 
grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his 
cheeks so warm a hue of superabundant life. 

‘‘At least,” thought he, “her poison has 
not yet insinuated itself into my system. I 
am no flower to perish in her grasp.” 35 

With that thou2:ht he turned his eyes on 
the bouquet, which he had nev'er once laid 
aside from his hand. A thrill of indefinable 
horror shot through his frame on perceiving 
that those dewy flowers were already begin- 40 
ning to droop; they wore the aspect of things 
that had been fresh and lovely yesterday. 
Giovanni grew white as marble, and stood 
motionless before the mirror, staring at his 
own reflection there as at the likeness of 45 
something frightful. He remembered Bag- 
lioni’s remark about the fragrance that 
seemed to pervade the chamber. It must 
have been the poison in his breath! Then 
he shuddered — shuddered at himself. Re- 50 
covering from his stupor, he began to watch 
with curious eye a spider that was busily at 


work hanging its web from the antique 
comice of the apartment, crossing and re- 
crossing the artful system of interwoven lines 
— as vigorous and active a spider as ever 
dangled from an old ceiling. Giovanni bent 
towards the insect, and emitted a deep, long 
breath. The spider suddenly ceased its toil; 
the web vibrated with a tremor originating in 
the body of the small artisan. Again Gio- 
vanni sent forth a breath, deeper, longer, and 
imbued with a venomous feeling out of his 
lieart; he knew not whether he were wicked, 
or only desperate. The spider made a con- 
vulsive gripe with his limbs and hung dead 
across the window. 

“Accursed! accursed!” muttered Giovanni, 
addressing himself. “Hast thou grown so 
poisonous that this deadly insect perishes by 
thy breath?” 

At that moment a rich, sweet voice came 
floating up from the garden. 

“Giovanni! Giovanni! It is past the 
hour! Why tarries! thou? Come down!” 

“Yes,” muttered Giovanni again. “She 
is the only being whom my breath may not 
slay! Would that it might!” 

He rushed down, and in an instant was 
standing before the bright and loving eyes of 
Beatrice. A moment ago his wrath and 
despair had been so fierce that he could have 
desired nothing so much as to wither her by a 
glance; but with her actual presence there 
came influences which had too real an exist- 
ence to be at once shaken off: recollections of 
the delicate and benign jiower of her feminine 
nature, which had so often envelojied him in 
a religious calm; recollections of many a holy 
and passionate outgush of her heart, when 
the pure fountain had been unsealed from its 
depths and made visible in its transparency 
to his mental eye; recollections which, had 
Giovanni known how to estimate them, 
would have assured him that all this ugly 
mystery was but an earthly illusion, and that, 
whatever mist of evil might seem to have 
gathered over her, the real Beatrice was a 
heavenly angel. Incapable as he was of such 
high faith, still her presence had not utterly 
lost its magic. Giovanni’s rage was quelled 
into an aspect of sullen insensibility. Bea- 
trice, with a quick spiritual sense, immedi- 
ately felt that there was a gulf of blackness 
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between them which neither he nor she could 
pass. They walked on together, sad and 
silent, and came thus to the marble fountain 
and to its pool of water on the ground, in the 
midst of which grew the shrub that bore gem- 
like blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at 
the eager enjoyment — the appetite, as it 
were — with which he found himself inhaling 
the fragrance of the flowers. 

“Beatrice,” asked he, abruptly, “whence 
came this shrub?” 

“My father created it,” answered she, 
with simplicity. 

“Created it! created it!” repeated Gio- 
vanni. “What mean you, Beatrice?” 

“He is a man fearfully acquainted with the 
secrets of Nature,” replied Beatrice; “and, 
at the hour when I first drew breath, this 
plant sprang from the soil, the offspring of 
his science, of his intellect, while I was but 
his earthly child. Approach it not!” con- 
tinued she, observing with terror that Gio- 
vanni was drawing nearer to the shrub. “It 
has qualities that you little dream of. But I, 
dearest Giovanni, — I grew up and blos- 
somed with the plant and was nourished with 
its breath. It was my sister, and I loved it 
with a human affection; for, alas! — hast 
thou not suspected it? — there was an awful 
doom.” 

Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her 
that Beatrice paused and trembled. But her 
faith in his tenderness reassured her, and 
made her blush that she had doubted for an 
instant. 

“There was an awful doom,” she con- 
tinued, “the effect of my father’s fatal love 
of science, which estranged me from all so- 
ciety of my kind. Until Heaven sent thee, 
dearest Giovanni, oh, how lonely was thy 
poor Beatrice!” 

“Was it a hard doom?” asked Giovanni 
fixing his eyes upon her. 

“Only of late have I known how hard it 
was,” answered she, tenderly. “Oh, yes; 
but my heart was torpid, and therefore 
quiet.” 

Giovanni’s rage broke forth from his sullen 
gloom like a lightning flash out of a dark 
cloud. 

“Accursed one!” cried he, with venomous 
scorn and anger. “And, finding thy solitude 


wearisome, thou hast severed me likewise 
from all the warmth of life and enticed me 
into thy region of unspeakable horror!” 

“Giovanni!” exclaimed Beatrice, turning 
5 her large bright eyes upon his face. The 
force of his words had not found its way into 
her mind; she was merely thunderstruck. 

“Yes, poisonous thing!” repeated Gio- 
vanni, beside himself with passion. “Thou 
lo hast done it! Thou hast blasted me! Thou 
hast filled my veins with poison ! Thou hast 
made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome 
and deadly a creature as thyself — a world’s 
wonder of hideous monstrosity ! Now, if 
15 our breath be happily as fatal to ourselves 
as to all others, let us join our lips in one kiss 
of unutterable hatred, and so die!” 

“What has befallen me?” murmured 
Beatrice, with a low moan out of her heart. 
20 “Holy Virgin, pity me, a poor heartbroken 
child!” 

“Thou, — dost thou pray?” cried Gio- 
vanni, still with the same fiendish scorn. 
“Thy very prayers, as they come from thy 
25 lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes, 
yes; let us pray! Let us to church and dip 
our fingers in the holy water at the portal! 
They that come after us will perish as by a 
pestilence! Let us sign crosses in the air! 
30 It will be scattering curses abroad in the 
likeness of holy symbols!” 

“Giovanni,” said Beatrice, calmly, for her 
grief was beyond passion, “why dost thou 
join thyself with me thus in those terrible 
35 words? I, it is true, am the horrible thing 
thou namest me. But thou, — what hast 
thou to do, save with one other shudder at 
my hideous misery to go forth out of the 
garden and mingle with thy race, and forget 
40 that there ever crawled on earth such a 
monster as poor Beatrice?” 

“Dost thou pretend ignorance?” asked 
Giovanni, scowling upon her. “Behold ! 
this power have I gained from the pure 
45 daughter of Rappaccini.” 

There was a swarm of summer insects 
flitting through the air in search of the food 
promised by the flower odors of the fatal 
garden. They circled round Giovanni’s 
50 head, and were evidently attracted towards 
him by the same influence which had drawn 
them for an instant within the sphere of 
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several of the shrubs. He sent forth a 
breath among them, and smiled bitterly at 
Beatrice as at least a score of the insects fell 
dead upon the ground. 

“I see it! I see it!” shrieked Beatrice. 5 
“It is my father’s fatal science! No, no, 
Giovanni; it was not I! Never! never! I 
dreamed only to love thee and be with thee a 
little time, and so to let thee pass away, leav- 
ing but thine image in mine heart; for, 10 
Giovanni, believe it, though my body be 
nourished with poison, my spirit is God’s 
creature, and craves love as its daily food. 
But my father, — he has united us in this 
fearful sympathy. Yes; spurn me, tread 15 
upon me, kill me! Oh, what is death after 
such words as thine? But it was not I. Not 
for a world of bliss would I have done 
it.” 

Giovanni’s passion had exhausted itself in 20 
its outburst from his lips. There now came 
across him a sense, mournful, and not with- 
out tenderness, of the intimate and peculiar 
relationship between Beatrice and himself. 
They stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, 25 
which would be made none the less solitary 
by the densest throng of human life. Ought 
not, then, the desert of humanity around 
them to press this insulated pair closer to- 
gether? If they should be cruel to one 30 
another, who was there to be kind to them? 
Besides, thought Giovanni, might there not 
still be a hope of his returning within the 
limits of ordinary nature, and leading 
Beatrice, the redeemed Beatrice, by the 35 
hand? O, weak, and selfish, and unworthy 
spirit, that could dream of an earthly union 
and earthly happiness as possible, after such 
deep love had been so bitterly wronged as 
was Beatrice’s love by Giovanni’s blighting 40 
words! No, no; there could be no such 
hope. She must pass heavily, with that 
broken heart, across the borders of Time 
she must bathe her hurts in some fount of 
paradise, and forget her grief in the light of 45 
immortality, and there be well. 

But Giovanni did not know it. 

“Dear Beatrice,” said he, approaching 
her, while she shrank away as always at his 
approach, but now with a different impulse, 50 
“dearest Beatrice, our fate is not yet so 
desperate. Behold! there is a medicine, 


potent, as a wise physician has assured me, 
and almost divine in its efficacy. It is com- 
posed of ingredients the most opposite to 
those by which thy awful father has brought 
this calamity upon thee and me. It is dis- 
tilled of blessed herbs. Shall we not quaff it 
together, and thus be purified from evil?” 

“Give it me!” said Beatrice, extending her 
hand to receive the little silver vial which 
Giovanni took from his bosom. She added, 
wfith a peculiar emphasis, “I will drink; but 
do thou await the result.” 

She put Baglioni's antidote to her lips; and, 
at the same moment, the figure of Rappac- 
cini emerged from the portal and came 
slowly tow^ irds the marble fountain. As he 
drew' near, the pale man of science seemed to 
gaze with a triumphant expression at the 
beautiful >outh and maiden, as might an 
artist who should spend his life in achieving 
a picture or a group of statuary and finally 
be satisfied with his success. He paused; 
his bent form grew erect with conscious 
power; he spread out liis hands over them in 
the attitude of a father imploring a blessing 
upon his children; but those were the same 
hands that had thrown poison into the 
stream of their lives. Giovanni trembled. 
Beatrice shuddered nervously, and pressed 
her hand upon her heart. 

“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou 
art no longer lonely in the world. Pluck one 
of those precious gems from thy sister shrub 
and bid thy bridegroom wear it in his bosom. 
It will not harm him now. My science and 
the sympathy between thee and him have 
so wrought within his system that he now 
stands apart from common men, as thou 
dcjst, daughter of my pride and triumph, 
from ordinary women. Pass on, then, 
through the w'orld, most dear to one another 
and dreadful to all besides!” 

“My father,” said Beatrice, feebly, — and 
still as she spoke she kept her hand upon lier 
heart, — “wherefore didst thou inflict this 
miserable doom upon thy child?” 

“Miserable!” exclaimed Rappaccini. 
“What mean you, foolish girl? Dost thou 
deem it misery to be endowed with marvel- 
lous gifts against which no power nor strength 
could avail an enemy — misery, to be able 
to quell the mightiest with a breath — 
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misery, to be as terrible as thou art beautiful? 
Wouldst thou, then, have preferred the 
condition of a weak woman, exposed to all 
evil and capable of none?” 

“I would fain have been loved, not feared,” 5 
murmured Beatrice, sinking down upon the 
ground. “But now it matters not. I am 
going, father, where the evil which thou hast 
striven to mingle with my being will pass 
away like a dream — like the fragrance of 10 
these poisonous flowers, which will no longer 
taint my breath among the flowers of Eden. 
Farewell, Giovanni! Thy words of hatred 
are like lead within my heart; but they, too, 
will fall away as I ascend. Oh, was there 15 
not, from the first, more poison in thy nature 
than in mine?” 

To Beatrice, — so radically had her earthly 
part been wrought upon by Rappaccini’s 
skill, — as poison had been life, so the power- 20 
ful antidote was death; and thus the poor 
victim of man’s ingenuity and of thwarted 
nature, and of the fatality that attends all 
such efforts of perverted wisdom, perished 
there, at the feet of her father and Giovanni. 25 
Just at that moment Professor Pietro Bag- 
lioni looked forth from the window, and 
called loudly, in a tone of triumph mixed 
with horror, to the thunderstricken man 
of science. 30 

“Rappaccini! Rappaccini! and is this the 
upshot of your experiment!” 

Ethan Brand 35 

( 1851 ) 

For sources, see a number of passages in the 
American Notebooks^ ]u\y 29-8eptember 9, 1838. 

Bartram the lime-burner, a rough, heavy- 40 
looking man, begrimed with charcoal, sat 
watching his kiln, at nightfall, while his little 
son played at building houses with the scat- 
tered fragments of marble, when, on the 
hillside below them, they heard a roar of 45 
laughter, not mirthful, but slow, and even 
solemn, like a wind shaking the boughs of 
the forest. 

“Father, what is that?” asked the little 
boy, leaving his play, and pressing betwixt 50 
his father’s knees. 

“Oh, some drunken man, I suppose,” an- 


swered the lime-bumer; “some merry fellow 
from the bar-room in the village, who dared 
not laugh loud enough within doors lest he 
should blow the roof of the house off. So 
here he is, shaking his jolly sides at the foot 
of Graylock.” 

“But, father,” said the child, more sensi- 
tive than the obtuse, middle-aged clown, “he 
does not laugh like a man that is glad. So 
the noise frightens me !” 

“Don’t be a fool, child!” cried his father, 
gruffly. “You will never make a man, I do 
believe; there is too much of your mother in 
you. I have known the rustling of a leaf 
startle you. Hark! Here comes the merry 
fellow now. You shall see that there is no 
harm in him.” 

Bartram and his little son, while they were 
talking thus, sat watching the same lime- 
kiln that had been the scene of Ethan Brand’s 
solitary and meditative life, before he began 
his search for the Unpardonable Sin. Many 
years, as we have seen, had now elapsed, 
since the portentous night when the Idea 
was first developed. The kiln, however, on 
the mountain-side, stood unimpaired, and 
was in nothing changed since he had thrown 
his dark thoughts into the intense glow of its 
furnace, and melted them, as it were, into 
the one thought that took possession of his 
life. It was a rude, round, tower-like struc- 
ture about twenty feet high, heavily built of 
rough stones, and with a hillock of earth 
heaped about the larger part of its circum- 
ference; so that the blocks and fragments of 
marble might be drawn by cart-loads, and 
thrown in at the top. There was an opening 
at the bottom of the tower, like an oven- 
mouth, but large enough to admit a man in a 
stooping posture, and provided with a mas- 
sive iron door. With the smoke and jets of 
flame issuing from the chinks and crevices 
of this door, which seemed to give admit- 
tance into the hillside, it resembled nothing 
so much as the private entrance to the in- 
fernal regions, which the shepherds of the 
Delectable Mountains were accustomed to 
show to pilgrims. 

There are many such lime-kilns in that 
tract of country, for the purpose of burning 
the white marble which composes a large 
part of the substance of the hills. Some of 
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them, built years ago, and long deserted, 
with weeds growing in the vacant round of 
the interior, which is open to the sky, and 
grass and wild-flowers rooting themselves in 
the chinks of the stones, look already like 5 
relics of antiquity, and may yet be overspread 
with the lichens of centuries to come. Others, 
where the lime-burner still feeds his daily 
and night-long fire, afford points of interest 
to the wanderer among the hills, who seats 10 
himself on a log of wood or a fragment of 
marble, to hold a chat with the solitary man. 

It is a lonesome, and, when the character 
is inclined to thought, may be an intensely 
thoughtful occupation; as it proved in the 15 
case of Ethan Brand, who had mused to such 
strange purpose, in days gone by, while 
the fire in this very kiln was burning. 

The man who now watched the fire was of 
a different order, and troubled himself with 20 
no thoughts save the very few that were 
requisite to his business. At frequent in- 
tervals, he flung back the clashing weight of 
the iron door, and, turning his face from the 
insufferable glare, thrust in huge logs of oak, 25 
or stirred the immense brands with a long 
pole. Within the furnace were seen the curl- 
ing and riotous flames, and the burning 
marble, almost molten with the intensity of 
heat; while without, the reflection of the fire 30 
quivered on the dark intricacy of the sur- 
rounding forest, and showed in the fore- 
ground a bright and ruddy little picture of 
the hut, the spring beside its door, the 
athletic and coal-begrimed figure of the lime- 35 
burner, and the half-frightened child, shrink- 
ing into the protection of his father’s shadow. 
And when again the iron door was closed, 
then reappeared the tender light of the half- 
full moon, which vainly strove to trace out 40 
the indistinct shapes of the neighboring 
mountains; and, in the upper sky, there was 
a flitting congregation of clouds, still faintly 
tinged with the rosy sunset, though thus far 
down into the valley the sunshine had van- 45 
ished long and long ago. 

The little boy now crept still closer to his 
father, as footsteps were heard ascending the 
hillside, and a human form thrust aside the 
bushes that clustered beneath the trees. 50 

“Halloo! who is it?” cried the lime-burner, 
vexed at his son’s timidity, yet half in- 


fected by it. “Come forward, and show 
yourself, like a man, or I’ll fling this chunk 
of marble at your head !” 

“You offer me a rough welcome,” said a 
gloomy voice, as the unknown man drew 
nigh. “Yet I neither claim nor desire a 
kinder one, even at my own fireside.” 

To obtain a distincter view, Bartram threw 
open the iron door of the kiln, whence im- 
mediately issued a gush of fierce light, that 
smote full upon the stranger's face and figure. 
To a careless eye there appeared nothing 
very remarkable in his aspect, which was 
that of a man in a coarse, brown, country- 
made suit of clothes, tall and thin, with the 
staff and heavy shoes of a wayfarer. As he 
advanced, he fixed his eyes — which were 
very bright — intently upon the brightness 
of the furnace, as if he beheld, or expected 
to behold, some object worthy of note 
within it. 

“Good evening, stranger,” said the lime- 
burner; “whence come you, so late in the 
day?” 

“I come from my search,” answered the 
wayfarer; “for, at last, it is finished.” 

“Drunk! — or crazy!” muttered Bartram 
to himself. “I shall have trouble with the 
fellow. The sooner I drive him away, the 
better.” 

The little boy, all in a tremble, whispered 
to his father, and begged him to shut the 
door of the kiln, so that there might not be 
so much light; for that there was something 
in the man’s face which he was afraid to look 
at, yet could not look away from. And, 
indeed, even the lime-burner’s dull and 
torpid sense began to be impressed by an 
inde.scribable something in that thin, rugged, 
thoughtful visage, with the grizzled hair 
hanging wildly about it, and those deeply 
sunken eyes, which gleamed like fires within 
the entrance of a mysterious cavern. But, 
as he closed the door, the stranger turned 
towards him, and spoke in a quiet, familiar 
way, that made Bartram feel as if he were a 
sane and sensible man, after all. 

“Your task draws to an end, I see,” said 
he. “This marble has already been burning 
three days. A few hours more will convert 
the stone to lime.” 

“Why, who are you?” exclaimed the lime- 
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burner. “You seem as well acquainted with 
my business as I am myself.” 

“And well I may be,” said the stranger; 
“for I followed the same craft many a long 
year, and here, too, on this very spot. But 
you arc a ncw-comer in these parts. Did 
you never hear of Ethan Brand?” 

“The man that went in search of the Un- 
pardonable Sin?” asked Bartram, with a 
laugh. 

“The same,” answered the stranger. “He 
has found what he sought, and therefore he 
comes back again.” 

“What! then you are Ethan Brand him- 
self?” cried the lime-burner, in amazement. 
“I am a new-comer here, as you say, and 
they call it eighteen years since you left the 
foot of Graylock. But, I can tell you, the 
good folks still talk about Ethan Brand, in 
the village yonder, and what a strange errand 
took him away from his lime-kiln. Well, and 
so you have found the Unpardonable Sin?” 

“Even so!” said the stranger, calmly. 

“If the question is a fair one,” proceeded 
Bartram, “where might it be?” 

Ethan Brand laid his finger on his own 
heart. 

“Here!” replied he. 

And then, without mirth in his counte- 
nance, but as if moved by an involuntary 
recognition of the infinite absurdity of seek- 
ing throughout the world for what was the 
closest of all things to himself, and looking 
into every heart, save his own, for what was 
hidden in no other breast, he broke into a 
laugh of scorn. It was the same slow, heavy 
laugh, that had almost appalled the lime- 
burner when it heralded the wayfarer’s 
approach. 

The solitary mountain-side was made 
dismal by it. Laughter, when out of place, 
mistimed, or bursting forth from a disordered 
state of feeling, may be the most terrible 
modulation of the human voice. The laugh- 
ter of one asleep, even if it be a little child, — 
the madman’s laugh, — the wild, screaming 
laugh of a born idiot, — are sounds that we 
sometimes tremble to hear, and would always 
willingly forget. Poets have imagined no 
utterance of fiends or hobgoblins so fearfully 
appropriate as a laugh. And even the ob- 
tuse lime-bumer felt his ner\'es shaken, as 


this strange man looked inward at his own 
heart, and burst into laughter that rolled 
away into the night, and was indistinctly 
reverberated among the hills. 

5 “Joe,” said he to his little son, “scamper 
down to the tavern in the village, and tell the 
jolly fellows there that Ethan Brand has 
come back, and that he has found the Un- 
pardonable Sin!” 

lo The boy darted away on his errand, to 
which Ethan Brand made no objection, nor 
seemed hardly to notice it. He sat on a log 
of wood, looking steadfastly at the iron door 
of the kiln. When the child was out of sight, 
15 and his swift and light footsteps ceased to be 
heard treading first on the fallen leaves and 
then on the rocky mountain-path, the lime- 
burner began to regret his departure. He 
felt that the little fellow’s presence had been 
20 a barrier between his guest and himself, and 
that he must now deal, heart to heart, with 
a man who, on his own confession, had com- 
mitted the one only crime for which Heaven 
could afford no mercy. That crime, in its 
25 indistinct blackness, seemed to overshadow 
him. The lime-burner’s owm sins rose up 
within him, and made his memory riotous 
with a throng of evil shapes that asserted 
their kindred with the Master Sin, whatever 
30 it might be, which it was within the scope of 
man’s corrupted nature to conceive and cher- 
ish. They were all of one family; they went 
to and fro between his breast and Ethan 
Brand’s, and carried dark greetings from one 
35 to the other. 

Then Bartram remembered the stories 
which had grown traditionary in reference to 
this strange man, who had come upon him 
like a shadow of the night, and was making 
40 himself at home in his old place, after so long 
absence that the dead people, dead and 
buried for years, would have had more right 
to be at home, in any familiar spot, than he. 
Ethan Brand, it was said, had conversed 
45 with Satan himself in the lurid blaze of this 
very kiln. The legend had been matter of 
mirth heretofore, but looked grisly now. 
According to this tale, before Ethan Brand 
departed on his search, he had been accus- 
50 tomed to evoke a fiend from the hot furnace 
of the lime-kiln, night after night, in order to 
confer with him about the Unpardonable 
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Sin; the man and the fiend each laboring to 
frame the image of some mode of guilt which 
could neither be atoned for nor forgiven. 
And, with the first gleam of light upon the 
mountain-top, the fiend crept in at the iron 
door, there to abide the intensest element of 
fire, until again summoned forth to share in 
the dreadful task of extending man’s possible 
guilt beyond the scope of Heaven’s else 
infinite mercy. 

While the lime-burner was struggling 
with the horror of these thoughts, Ethan 
Brand rose from the log, and flung open the 
door of the kiln. The action was in such ac- 
cordance with the idea in Bartram’s mind, 
that he almost expected to see the Evil One 
issue forth, red-hot, from the raging furnace. 

“Hold! hold!” cried he, with a tremulous 
attempt to laugh; for he was ashamed of his 
fears, although they overmastered him. 
“Don’t, for mercy’s sake, bring out your 
Devil now!” 

“Man!” sternly replied Ethan Brand, 
“what need have I of the Devil? I have left 
him behind me, on my track. It is with such 
half-way sinners as you that he busies him- 
self. Fear not, because I open the door. I 
do but act by old custom, and am going to 
trim your fire, like a lime-burner, as I was 
once.” 

He stirred the vast coals, thrust in more 
wood, and bent forward to gaze into the 
hollow prison-house of the fire, regardless of 
the fierce glow that reddened upon his face. 
The lime-burner sat watching him, and half 
suspected this strange guest of a purpose, if 
not to evoke a fiend, at least to plunge bodily 
into the flames, and thus vanish from the 
sight of man. Ethan Brand, however, drew 
quietly back, and closed the door of the 
kiln. 

“I have looked,” said he, “into many a 
human heart that was seven times hotter 
with sinful passions than yonder furnace is 
with fire. But I found not there what I 
sought. No, not the Unpardonable Sin!” 

“What is the Unpardonable Sin?” asked 
the lime-burner; and then he shrank farther 
from his companion, trembling lest his ques- 
tion should be answered. 

“It is a sin that grew within my own 
breast,” replied Ethan Brand, standing 


erect, with a pride that distinguishes all en- 
thusiasts of his stamp. “A sin that grew 
nownere else! The sin of an intellect that 
triumphed over the sense of brotherhood 
5 with man and reverence for God, and sacri- 
ficed everything to its own mighty claims! 
The only sin that deserves a recompense of 
immortal agony! Freely, were it to do 
again, would I incur the guilt. Unshrink- 
lo ingly 1 accept the retribution!” 

“The mail’s head is turned,” muttered the 
iime- burner to himself. “He may be a 
sinner like the rest of us, — nothing more 
likely, — but. I’ll be sworn, he is a madman 
15 too.” 

Nevertheless, he felt uncomfortable at his 
situation, alone with Ethan Brand on the 
wild mountain-side, and was right glad to 
hear the rough murmur of tongues, and the 
20 footsteps of what seemed a pretty numerous 
party, stumbling over the stones and rustling 
through the underbrush. Soon appeared 
the whole lazy regiment that was wont to 
infest the village tavern, comprehending 
25 three or four individuals who had drunk flip 
beside the bar-room fire through all the 
winters, and smoked their pipes beneath the 
stoop through all the summers, since Ethan 
Brand’s departure. Laughing boisterously, 
30 and mingling all their voices together in un- 
ceremonious talk, they now burst into the 
moonshine and narrow streaks of firelight 
that illuminated the open space before the 
lime-kiln. Bartram set the door ajar again, 
35 flooding the spot with light, that the whole 
company might get a fair view of Ethan 
Brand, and he of them. 

There, among other old acquaintances, 
was a once ubiquitous man, now almost ex- 
40 tinct, but whom we were formerly sure to 
encounter at the hotel of every thriving 
village throughout the country. It was the 
stage-agent. The present specimen of the 
genus was a wilted and smoke-dried man, 
45 wrinkled and red-nosed, in a smartly cut, 
brown, bobtailed coat, with brass buttons, 
who, for a length of time unknown, had kept 
his desk and corner in the bar-room, and 
was still puffing what seemed to be the same 
50 cigar that he had lighted twenty years before. 
He had great fame as a dry joker, though, 
perhaps, less on account of any intrinsic 
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humor than from a certain flavor of brandy- 
toddy and tobacco-smoke, which impreg- 
nated all his ideas and expressions, as well 
as his person. Another well-remembered 
though strangely altered face was that of 5 
Lawyer Giles, as people still called him in 
courtesy; an elderly ragamuffin, in his soiled 
shirt-sleeves and tow-cloth trousers. This 
poor fellow had been an attorney, in what he 
called his better days, a sharp practitioner, 10 
and in great vogue among the village liti- 
gants; but flip, and sling, and toddy, and 
cocktails, imbibed at all hours, morning, 
noon, and night, had caused him to slide 
from intellectual to various kinds and degrees 15 
of bodily labor, till at last, to adopt his own 
phrase, he slid into a soap-vat. In other 
words, Giles was now a soap-boiler, in a 
small way. He had come to be but the frag- 
ment of a hun an being, a part of one foot 20 
having been chopped off by an axe, and an 
entire hand torn away by the devilish grip of 
a steam-engine. Yet, though the corporeal 
hand was gone, a spiritual rremiber remained; 
for, stretching forth the stump, Giles stead- 25 
faslly averred that he felt an invisible thumb 
and fingers with as vivid a sensation as before 
the real ones were amputated. A m.aimed 
and miserable wretch he was; but one, 
nevertheless, whom the world could not 30 
trample on, and had no right to scorn, either 
in this or any previous stage of his misfor- 
tunes, since he had still kept up the courage 
and spirit of a man, asked nothing in charity, 
and with his one hand — and that the left 35 
one — fought a stern battle against want and 
hostile circumstances. 

Among the throng, too, came another per- 
sonage, who, with certain points of similarity 
to Lawyer Giles, had many more of differ- 40 
ence. It was the village doctor; a man of 
some fifty years, whom, at an earlier period 
of his life, we introduced as paying a profes- 
sional visit to Ethan Brand during the lat- 
ter’s supposed insanity. He was now a 45 
purple-visaged, rude, and brutal, yet half- 
gentlemanly figure, with something wild, 
ruined, and desperate in his talk, and in 
all the details of his gesture and manners. 
Brandy possessed this man like an evil spirit, 50 
and made him as surly and savage as a wild 
beast, and as miserable as a lost soul; but 


there was supposed to be in him such wonder- 
ful skill, such native gifts of healing, beyond 
any which medical science could impart, that 
society caught hold of him, and would not let 
him sink out of its reach. So, swaying to and 
fro upon his horse, and grumbling thick 
accents at the bedside, he visited all the sick- 
chambers for miles about among the moun- 
tain towns, and sometimes raised a dying 
man, as it were, by miracle, or quite as often, 
no doubt, sent his patient to a grave that was 
dug many a year too soon. The doctor had 
an everlasting pipe in his mouth, and, as 
somebody said, in allusion to his habit of 
swearing, it w as always alight with hell-fire. 

These three worthies pressed forward, and 
greeted Ethan Brand each after his own 
fashion, earnestly inviting him to partake of 
the contents of a certain black botde, in 
which, as they averred, he would find some- 
thing far better worth seeking for than the 
Unpardonable Sin. No mind, which has 
wrought itself by intense and solitary medi- 
tation into a high state of enthusiasm, can 
endure the kind of contact with low and 
vulgar modes of thought and feeling to which 
Ethan Brand was now subjected. It made 
him doubt — and, strange to say, it was a 
painful doubt — whether he had indeed 
found the L'npardonable Sin, and found it 
within himself. The whole question on 
which he had exhausted life, and more than 
life, looked like a delusion. 

“Leave me,” he said bitterly, “ye brute 
beasts, that have made yourselves so, shrivel- 
ling up your souls with fiery liquors! I have 
done with you. Years and years ago, I 
groped into your hearts, and found nothing 
there for my purpose. Get ye gone!” 

“Why, you uncivil scoundrel,” cried the 
fierce doctor, “is that the way you respond to 
the kindness of your best friends? Then let 
me tell you the truth. You have no more 
found the Unpardonable Sin than yonder boy 
Joe has. You are but a crazy fellow, — I 
told you so tw^enty years ago, — neither 
better nor worse than a crazy fellow, and 
the fit companion of old Humphrey, here!” 

He pointed to an old man, shabbily 
dressed, with long white hair, thin visage, 
and unsteady eyes. For some years past 
this aged person had been w^andering about 
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among the hills, inquiring of all travelers young men, “let us see your pictures, if you 

whom he met for his daughter. The girl, it can swear they are worth looking at!” 

seemed, had gone off with a company of “Ch, yes, Captain,” answered the Jew, — 
circus-performers; and occasionall}'^ tidings whether as a matter of courtesy or craft, he 
of her came to the village, and fine stories 5 styled everybody Captain, — ‘T shall show 
were told of her glittering appearance as she you, indeed, some very superb pictures!” 
rode on horseback in the ring, or performed So, placing his box in a proper position, he 
marvelous feats on the tight-rope. invited the young men and girls to look 

The white-haired father now approached through the glass orifices of the machine, and 
Ethan Brand, and gazed unsteadily into his 10 proceeded to exhibit a series of the most out- 
face. rageous scraichings and daubings, as speci- 

“They tell me you have been all over the mens of the fine arts, that ever an itinerant 
earth,” said he, wringing his hands with showman had the face to impose upon his 
earnestness. “You must have seen my circle of spectators. The pictures were worn 
daughter, for she makes a grand figure in 15 out, moreover, tattered, full of cracks and 
the world, and everybody goes to see her. wrinkles, dingy with tobacco-smoke, and 
Did she send any word to her old father, or otherwise in a most pitiable condition, 

say when she was coming back?” Some purported to be cities, public edifices, 

Ethan Brand’s eye quailed beneath the old and ruined ctistles in Euiope; others repre- 
man’s. That daughter, from whom he so 20 sented Napoleon’s battles and Nelson’s sea- 
earnestly desired a word of greeting, was the fights; and in the midst of these would be 
Esther of our tale, the very girl whom, with seen a gigantic, brown, hairy hand, — which 
such cold and remorseless purpose, Ethan might have been mistaken for the Hand of 
Brand had made the subject of a psychologi- Destiny, though, in truth, it was only the 
cal experiment, and wasted, absoibed, and 25 showman’s, — pointing its forefinger to vari- 
perhaps annihilated her soul in the process. ous scenes of the conflict, while its owner 
“Yes,” murmured he, turning away from gave historical illustrations. When, with 
the hoary wanderer; “it is no delusion. much merriment at its abominable deficiency 
There is an Unpardonable Sin !” of merit, the exhibition was concluded, the 

While these things were passing, a merry 30 German bade little Joe put his head into 
scene was going forward in the area of cheer- the box. Viewed through the magnifying- 
ful light, beside the spring and before the glasses, the boy’s round, rosy visage assumed 
door of the hut. A number of the youth of the strangest imaginable aspect of an im- 
the village, young men and girls, had hurried mense Titanic child, the mouth grinning 
up the hillside, impelled by curiosity to see 35 broadly, and the eyes and every other feature 
Ethan Brand, the hero of so many a legend overflowing with fun at the joke. Suddenly, 
familiar to their childhood. Finding noth- however, that merry face turned pale, and its 
ing, however, very remarkable in his as- expression changed to horror, for this easily 

pect, — nothing but a sunburnt wayfarer, in impressed and excitable child had become 

plain garb and dusty shoes, who sat looking 40 sensible that the eye of Ethan Brand was 
into the fire as if he fancied pictures among fixed upon him through the glass, 
the coals, — these young people speedily “You make the little man to be afraid, 

grew tired of observing him. As it hap- Captain,” said the German Jew, turning up 

pened, there was other amusement at hand. the dark and strong outline of his visage. 
An old German Jew, traveling with a dio- 45 from his stooping posture. “But look again, 
rama on his back, was passing down the and, by chance, I shall cause you to sc^ 
mountain-road towards the village just as somewhat that is very fine, upon my word !” 

the party turned aside from it, and, in hopes Ethan Brand gazed into the box for an 

of eking out the profits of the day, the show- instant, and then starting back, looked fix- 
man had kept them company to the lime- 50 edly at the German. What had he seen? 
kiln . Nothing, apparently; for a curious youth, 

“Come, old Dutchman,” cried one of the who had peeped in almost at the same mo- 
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ment, beheld only a vacant space of canvas. 

“I remember you now,” muttered Ethan 
Brand to the showman. 

“Ah, Captain,” whispered the Jew of 
Nuremberg, with a dark smile, “I find it to 5 
be a heavy matter in my show-box, — this 
Unpardonable Sin! By my faith. Captain, 
it has wearied my shoulders, this long day, to 
carry it over the mountain.” 

“Peace,” answered Ethan Brand, sternly, 10 
“or get thee into the furnace yonder!” 

The Jew’s exhibition had scarcely con- 
cluded, when a great, elderly dog — who 
seemed to be his own master, as no person 
in the company laid claim to him — saw 15 
fit to render himself the object of public 
notice. Hitherto, he had shown himself a 
very quiet, well-disposed old dog, going 
round from one to another, and, by way of 
being sociable, offering his rough head to be 20 
patted by any kindly hand that would take 
so much trouble. But now, all of a sudden, 
this grave and venerable quadruped, of his 
own mere motion, and without the slightest 
suggestion from anybody else, began to run 25 
round after his tail, which, to heighten the 
absurdity of the proceeding, was a great deal 
shorter than it should have been. Never 
was seen such headlong eagerness in pursuit 
of an object that could not possibly be at- 30 
tained; never was heard such a tremendous 
outbreak of growling, snarling, barking, and 
snapping, — as if one end of the ridiculous 
brute’s body were at deadly and most un- 
forgivable enmity with the other. Faster 35 
and faster, round about went the cur; and 
faster and still faster fled the unapproachable 
brevity of his tail; and louder and fiercer 
grew his yells of rage and animosity; until, 
utterly exhausted, and as far from the goal 40 
as ever, the foolish old dog ceased his per- 
formance as suddenly as he had begun it. 
The next moment he was as mild, quiet, 
sensible, and respectable in his deportment, 
as when he first scraped acquaintance with 45 
the company. 

As may be supposed, the exhibition was 
greeted with universal laughter, clapping of 
hands, and shouts of encore, to which the 
canine performer responded by wagging all 50 
that there was to wag of his tail, but ap- 
peared totally unable to repeat his very 


successful effort to amuse the spectators. 

Meanwhile, Ethan Brand had resumed his 
seat upon the log, and moved, it might be, by 
a perception of some remote analogy be- 
tween his own case and that of this self- 
pursuing cur, he broke into the awful laugh, 
which, more than any other token, expressed 
the condition of his inward being. From 
that moment, the merriment of the party 
was at an end; they stood aghast, dreading 
lest the inauspicious sound should be rever- 
berated around the horizon, and that moun- 
tain would thunder it to mountain, and so 
the horror be prolonged upon their ears. 
Then, whispering one to another that it was 
late, — that the moon was almost down, — 
that the August night was growing chill, — 
they hurried homewards, leaving the lime- 
burner and little Joe to deal as they might 
with their unwelcome guest. Save for these 
three human beings, the open space on the 
hillside was a solitude, set in a vast gloom of 
forest. Beyond that darksome verge, the 
firelight glimmered on the stately trunks and 
almost black foliage of pines, intermixed 
with the lighter verdure of sapling oaks, 
maples, and poplars, while here and there lay 
the gigantic corpses of dead trees, decaying 
on the leaf-strewn soil. And it seemed to 
little Joe — a timorous and imaginative child 
— that the silent forest was holding its breath 
until some fearful thing should happen. 

Ethan Brand thrust more wood into the 
fire, and closed the door of the kiln; then 
looking over his shoulder at the lime-burner 
and his son, he bade, rather than advised, 
them to retire to rest. 

“For myself, I cannot sleep,” said he. 
“I have matters that it concerns me to 
meditate upon. I will watch the fire, as I 
used to do in the old time.” 

“And call the Devil out of the furnace to 
keep you company, I suppose,” muttered 
Bartram, who had been making intimate 
acquaintance with the black bottle above 
mentioned. “But watch, if you like, and 
call as many devils as you like! For my 
part, I shall be all the better for a snooze. 
Come, Joe !” 

As the boy followed his father into the hut, 
he looked back at the wayfarer, and the tears 
came into his eyes, for his tender spirit had 
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an intuition of the bleak and terrible loneli- 
ness in which this man had enveloped him- 
self. 

When they had gone, Ethan Brand sat 
listening to the crackling of the kindled wood, 
and looking at the little spirts of fire that 
issued through the chinks of the door. These 
trifles, however, once so familiar, had but the 
slightest hold of his attention, while deep 
within his mind he was reviewing the gradual 
but marvelous change that had been WTought 
upon him by the search to which he had de- 
voted himself. He remembered how the 
night dew had fallen upon him, — how the 
dark forest had whispered to him, — how 
the stars had gleamed upon him, — a simple 
and loving man, watching his fire in the 
years gone by, and ever musing as it burned. 
He remembered with what tenderness, with 
what love and sympathy for mankind, and 
what pity for human guilt and woe, he had 
first begun to contemplate those ideas which 
afterwards became the inspiration of his life; 
with what reverence he had then looked into 
the heart of man, viewing it as a temple 
originally divine, and, however desecrated, 
still to be held sacred by a brother; with 
what aw^ful fear he had deprecated the suc- 
cess of his pursuit, and prayed that the Un- 
pardonable Sin might never be revealed to 
him. Then ensued that vast intellectual de- 
velopment, which, in its progress, disturbed 
the counterpoise betw'een his mind and heart. 
The Idea that possessed his life had operated 
as a means of education; it had gone on 
cultivating his powers to the highest point of 
which they were susceptible; it had raised 
him from the level of an unlettered laborer to 
stand on a star-lit eminence, whither the 
philosophers of the earth, laden with the 
lore of universities, might vainly strive to 
clamber after him. So much for the intel- 
lect! But where was the heart? That, 
indeed, had withered, — had contracted, — ■ 
had hardened, — had perished 1 It had 
ceased to partake of the universal throb. 
He had lost his hold of the magnetic chain of 
humanity. He was no longer a brother-man, 
opening the chambers or the dungeons of our 
common nature by the key of holy sympathy, 
which gave him a right to share in all its 
secrets; he was now a cold observer, looking 


on mankind as the subject of his experiment, 
and, at length, converting man and woman 
to be his puppets, and pullirg the wires that 
moved them to such degrees of crime as were 
5 demanded for his study. 

Thus Ethan Brand became a fiend. He 
began to be so from the moment that his 
moral nature had ceased to keep the pace of 
improvement with his intellect. And now, 
10 as his highest effort and inevitable develop- 
ment, — as the bright and gorgeous flower, 
and rich, delicious fruit of his life’s labor, — 
he had produced the Unpardonable Sin! 

“What more have I to seek? what more to 
15 achieve.^” said Ethan Brand to himself. 
“My task is done, and well done!” 

Starting from the log with a certain alac- 
rity in his gait and ascending the hillock of 
earth that was raised against the stone cir- 
20 cumference of the lime-kiln, he thus reached 
the top of the structure. It was a space of 
perhaps ten feet across, from edge to edge, 
presenting a view of the upper surface of the 
immense mass of broken marble with which 
25 the kiln was heaped. All these innumerable 
blocks and fragments of marble were red-hot 
and vividly on fire, sending up great spouts 
of blue flame, which quivered aloft and 
danced madly, as within a magic circle, and 
30 sank and rose again, with continual and 
multitudinous activity. As the lonely man 
bent forward over this terrible body of fire, 
the blasting heat smote up against his person 
with a breath that, it might be supposed, 
35 would have scorched and shrivelled him up 
in a moment. 

Ethan Brand stood erect, and raised his 
arms on high. The blue flames played upon 
his face, and imparted the wild and ghastly 
40 light which alone could have suited its ex- 
pression; it was that of a fiend on the verge 
of plunging into his gulf of intensest torment. 

“O Mother Earth,” cried he, “who art no 
more my Mother, and into whose bosom this 
45 frame shall never be resolved! O mankind, 
whose brotherhood I have cast off, ar d 
trampled thy great heart beneath my feet! 
O stars of heaven, that shone on me of old, 
as if to light me onward and upward ! — 
50 farewell all, and forever. Come, deadly 
element of Fire, — henceforth my familiar 
frame! Embrace me, as I do thee!” 
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That night the sound of a fearful peal of 
laughter rolled heavily through the sleep of 
the lime-burner and his little son; dim shapes 
of horror and anguish haunted their dreams, 
and seemed still present in the rude hovel, $ 
when they opened their eyes to the daylight. 

“Up, boy, up!” cried the lime-burner, 
staring about him. “Thank Heaven, the 
night is gone, at last; and rather than pass 
such another, I would watch my lime-kiln, lo 
wide awake, for a twelvemonth. This Ethan 
Brand, with his humbug of an Unpardonable 
Sin, has done me no such mighty favor, in 
taking my place!” 

He issued from the hut, followed by little 15 
Joe, who kept fast hold of his father’s hand. 
The early sunshine was already pouring its 
gold upon the mountain-tops, and though 
the valleys were still in shadow, they smiled 
cheerfully in the promise of the bright day 20 
that was hastening onward. The village, 
completely shut in by hills, which swelled 
away gently about it, looked as if it had 
rested peacefully in the hollow of the great 
hand of Providence. Every dwelling was 25 
distinctly visible; the little spires of the two 
churches pointed upwards, and caught a 
fore-glimmering of brightness from the sun- 
gilt skies upon their gilded weathercocks. 
The tavern was astir, and the figure of the 30 
old, smoke-dried stage-agent, cigar in mouth, 
was seen beneath the stoop. Old Graylock 
was glorified with a golden cloud upon his 
head. Scattered likewise over the breasts of 
the surrounding mountains, there were heaps 35 
of hoary mist, in fantastic shapes, some of 
them far down into the valley, others high up 
towards the summits, and still others, of the 
same family of mist or cloud, hovering in 
the gold radiance of the upper atmosphere. 40 
Stepping from one to another of the clouds 
that rested on the hills, and thence to the 
loftier brotherhood that sailed in air, it 
seemed almost as if a mortal man might thus 
ascend into the heavenly regions. Earth 45 
was so mingled with sky that it was a day- 
dream to look at it. 


To supply that charm of the familiar and 
homely, which Nature so readily adopts into 
a scene like this, the stage coach was rattling 
down the mountain-road, and the driver 
sounded his horn, while Echo caught up the 
notes, and intertwined them into a rich and 
varied and elaborate harmony, of which the 
original performer could lay claim to little 
share. The great hills played a concert 
among themselves, each contributing a 
strain of airy sweetness. 

Little Joe’s face brightened at once. 

“Dear father,” cried he, skipping cheerily 
to and fro, “that strange man is gone, and 
the sky and the mountains all seem glad of 
it!” 

“Yes,” growled the lime-burner, with an 
oath, “but he has let the fire go down, and no 
thanks to him if five hundred bushels of lime 
are not spoiled. If I catch the fellow here- 
abouts again, I shall feel like tossing him into 
the furnace!” 

With his long pole in his hand, he ascended 
to the top of the kiln. After a moment’s 
pause, he called to his son. 

“Come up here, Joe!” said he. 

So little Joe ran up the hillock, and stood 
by his father’s side. The marble was all 
burnt into perfect, snow-white lime. But 
on its surface, in the midst of the circle, — 
snow-white too, and thoroughly converted 
into lime — lay a human skeleton, in the 
attitude of a person who, after long toil, lies 
down to long repose. Within the ribs — 
strange to say — was the shape of a human 
heart. 

“Was the fellow’s heart made of marble?” 
cried Bartram, in some perplexity at this 
phenomenon. “At any rate, it is burnt into 
what looks like special good lime; and, 
taking all the bones together, my kiln is half 
a bushel the richer for him.” 

So saying, the rude lime-burner lifted his 
pole, and, letting it fall upon the skeleton, 
the relics of Ethan Brand were crumbled into 
fragments. 
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Herman Melville (1819-1831) 


Of New England ancestry, Melville was the son of a New York merchant who died 
early. He was educated at New York public schools and the Albany Academy, 
worked as a clerk and as a farm hand, and shipped before the mast, all before he 
was twenty. After a few years of teaching school, he signed on the whaler Acushnet 
for a voyage to the South Seas. Arriving at the Marquesas Islands in 1842, he de- 
serted the ship, lived among the cannibal Typees, was picked up by an Australian 
whaler, participated in a mutiny, and was put ashore at Tahiti. Returning in the 
years 1843 and 1844 on an American ship bound around Cape Horn for Boston, he 
began to write autobiographic romances and romantic autobiographies, mixtures 
of his experiences and his imagination, fact and fiction: Typee (1846), Omoo (1847), 
Redburn (1849), Mardi (1849), White-Jacket (1850), and Moby-Dick (1851). 

In the remarkable Melville revival that has come since the author’s centenary, 
Moby-Dick has been acclaimed Melville’s masterpiece and one of the greatest of 
American novels. “The time was propitious for such a book,” says Carl Van 
Doren, "The Anfierican Novell 1921. “The golden age of the whalers was drawing to a 
close, though no decline had yet set in, and the native imagination had been stirred 
by tales of deeds done on remote oceans by the most heroic Yankees of the age in the 
arduous calling in which New England, and especially the hard little island of Nan- 
tucket, led and taught the world. A small literature of whaling had grown up, 
chiefly the records of actual voyages or novels like those of Cooper in which whaling 
was an incident of the nautical life. But the whalers still lacked any such romantic 
record as the frontier had. Melville brought to his task a sound knowledge of actual 
whaling, much curious learning in the literature of the subject, and, above all, an 
imagination which worked with great power upon the facts of his own experience.” 

The only way to secure a fair understanding of Melville’s genius is to read the 
whole of Moby-Dick, now available in various editions. However, many aspects of 
his creative power may be seen in a story like Benito Cereno, given below. Benito 
Cereno is a story of an adventure encountered by an American sea captain off the 
coast of South America. The framework of the narrative was taken almost verba- 
tim from official records, but Melville touched the cold, lifeless facts of a captain’s 
reports with the genius of a born story-teller, and the result is a perfect evocation of 
atmosphere. Over every word of the narrative hangs a nameless dread, a feeling of 
horror and disaster. The story creates a mood as well as does ‘The Fall of the 
House of Usher,’ but Poe could never get the reality into his lines that Melville 
achieved so deftly” (Blankenship, American Literature, 1931). 

Melville’s works were collected in the Standard Edition, 16 volumes, London, 
1922-24. The first full-length life, R. M. Weaver’s Herman Melville, Mariner and 
Mystic, did not appear till 1921. Then came John Freeman, Herman Melville, 1926, 
and Lewis Mumford, Herman Melville, 1929. Melville has been treated by F. O. 
Matthiessen in American Renaissance, 1941. On the development of his thought 
there is a critical study by William Ellery Sedgwick, Herman Melville: The Tragedy 
of Mind, 1944 A valuable volume of selections was edited by Willard Thorp for the 
AWS, 1938. 
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Hawthorne ^ 

It is the least part of genius that attracts 
admiration. Where Hawthorne is known, 
he seems to be deemed a pleasant writer, 
with a pleasant style, — a sequestered, 
harmless man from whom any deep and 
weighty thing would hardly be anticipated 

a man who means no meanings. But 
there is no man, in whom humor and love, ^ 
like mountain peaks, soar to such a rapt 
height as to receive the irradiations of the 
upper skies; — there is no man in whom 
humor and love are developed in that high 
form called genius; no such man can exist ^ 
without also possessing, as the indispensable 
complement of these, a great, deep intellect, 
which drops down into the universe like a 
plummet. Or, love and humor are only 
the eyes through which such an intellect 
views this world. The great beauty in such 
a mind is but the product of its strength. * * * 

Spite of all the Indian-summer sunlight 
on the hither side of Hawthorne’s soul, 
the other side — like the dark half of the 
physical sphere — is shrouded in a black- 
ness, ten times black. But this darkness 
but gives more effect to the ever-moving 
dawn, that for ever advances through it, and 
circumnavigates his world. Whether Haw- 
thorne has simply availed himself of this 
mystical blackness as a means to the won- 
drous effects he makes it to produce in his 
lights and shades; or whether there really 
lurks in him, perhaps unknown to himself, a 
touch of Puritanic gloom, — this, I cannot 
altogether tell. Certain it is, however, that 
this great power of blackness in him derives 
its force from its appeals to that Calvinistic 
sense of Innate Depravity and Original Sin, 
from whose visitations, in some shape or 
other, no deeply thinking mind is always 
and wholly free. For, in certain moods, no 
man can weigh this world without throwing 
in something, somehow like Original Sin, 
to strike the uneven balance. At all events, 
perhaps no writer has ever wielded this 
terrific thought with greater terror than this 
same harmless Hawthorne. Still more: this 

From a review of Mosses from an Old Manse in 'The 
Ltterary World, August 17 and 24, 1850. 


black conceit pervades him through and 
through. You may be witched by his sun- 
light, — transported by the bright gildings 
in the skies he builds over you; but there is 
5 the blackness of darkness beyond; and even 
his bright gildings but fringe and play upon 
the edges of thunderclouds. In one word, 
the world is mistaken in this Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. He himself must often have 
o smiled at its absurd misconception of him. 
He is immeasurably deeper than the plum- 
met of the mere critic. For it is not the brain 
that can test such a man; it is only the heart. 
You cannot come to know greatness by in- 
5 specting it; there is no glimpse to be caught 
of it, except by intuition; you need not ring 
it, you but touch it, and you find it is gold. 

Now, it is that blackness in Hawthorne, 
of which I have spoken, that so fixes and 
) fascinates me. It may be, nevertheless, that 
it is too largely developed in him. Perhaps he 
does not give us a ray of his light for every 
shade of his dark. But however this may be, 
this blackness it is that furnishes the infinite 
; obscure of his back-ground, — that back- 
ground, against which Shakspeare plays 
his grandest conceits, the things that have 
made for Shakspeare his loftiest but most 
circumscribed renown, as the profoundest 
of thinkers. For by philosophers Shakspeare 
is not adored as the great man of tragedy and 
comedy. “Off with his head; so much for 
Buckingham!” This sort of rant, interlined 
by another hand, brings down the house, — 
those mistaken souls, who dream of Shak- 
speare as a mere man of Richard -the-Third 
humps and Macbeth daggers. But it is 
those deep far-away things in him; those 
occasional flashings-forth of the intuitive 
Truth in him; those short, quick probings 
at the very axis of reality; — these are the 
things that make Shakspeare, Shakspeare. 
Through the mouths of the dark characters 
of Hamlet, Timon, Lear, and lago, he craftily 
says, or sometimes insinuates the things which 
we feel to be so terrifically true, that it were 
all but madness for any good man, in his 
own proper character, to utter, or even hint 
of them. Tormented into desperation, Lear, 
the frantic king, tears off the mask, and 
speaks the same madness of vital truth. But, 
as I before said, it is the least part of genius 



HERMAN M 

that attracts admiration. And so, much of 
the blind, unbridled admiration that has 
been heaped upon Shakspeare, has been 
lavished upon the least part of him. And 
few of his endless commentators and critics 5 
seem to have remembered, or even perceived, 
that the immediate products of a great mind 
are not so great as that undeveloped and 
sometimes undevdopable yet dimly-discern- 
ible greatness, to which those immediate 10 
products are but the infallible indices. In 
Shakspeare’s tomb lies infinitely more than 
Shakspeare ever wrote. And if I magnify 
Shakspeare, it is not so much for what he 
did do as for what he did not do, or refrained is 
from doing. For in this world of lies, Truth 
is forced to fly like a scared white doe in the 
woodlands; and only by cunning glimpses 
will she reveal herself, as in Shakspeare and 
other masters of the great Art of Telling the 20 
Truth, — even though it be covertly and by 
snatches. 

But if this view of the all-popular Shak- 
speare be seldom taken by his readers, and 
if very few who extol him have ever read him 25 
deeply, or perhaps, only have seen him on 
the tricky stage (which alone made, and is 
still making him his mere mob renown) — if 
few men have time, or patience, or palate, for 
the spiritual truth as it is in that great genius; 30 
— it is then no matter of surprise, that in a 
contemporaneous age, Nathaniel Hawthorne 
is a man as yet almost utterly mistaken 
among men. Here and there, in some quiet 
arm-chair in the noisy town, or some deep 35 
nook among the noiseless mountains, he may 
be appreciated for something of what he is. 
But unlike Shakspeare, who was forced to 
the contrary course by circumstances, Haw- 
thorne (either from simple disinclination, 40 
or else from inaptitude) refrains from all the 
popularizing noise and show of broad farce 
and blood-besmeared tragedy; content with 
the still, rich utterance of a great intellect in 
repose, and which sends few thoughts into 45 
circulation, except they be arterialized at 
his large warm lungs, and expanded in his 
honest heart. 

Nor need you fix upon that blackness in 
him, if it suit you not. Nor, indeed, will all 50 
readers discern it; for it is, mostly, insinuated 
to those who may best understand it, and ac- 
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count for it; it is not obtruded upon every 
one alike. 

Some may start to read of Shakspeare and 
Hawthorne on the same page. They may 
say, that if an illustration were needed, a 
lesser light might have sufficed to elucidate 
this Hawthorne, this small man of yesterday. 
But I am not willingly one of those who, as 
touching Shakspeare at least, exemplify the 
maxim of Rochefoucauld, that “we exalt the 
reputation of some, in order to depress that 
of others”; — who, to teach all noble-souled 
aspirants that there is no hope for them, pro- 
nounce Shakspeare absolutely unapproach- 
able. But Shakspeare has been approached. 
There are minds that have gone as far as 
Shakspeare into the universe. And hardly 
a mortal man, who, at some time or other, 
has not felt as great thoughts in him as any 
you will find in Hamlet. We must not in- 
fcrentially malign mankind for the sake of 
any one man, whoev'er he may be. This is 
too cheap a purchase of contentment for 
conscious mediocrity to make. Besides, this 
absolute and unconditional adoration of 
Shakspeare has grown to be a part of our 
Anglo-Saxon superstitions. The Thirty- 
Nine Articles are now Forty. Intolerance 
has come to exist in this matter. You must 
believe in Shakspeare’s unapproachability, 
or quit the country. But what sort of a be- 
lief is this for an American, a man who is 
bound to carry republican progressiveness 
into Literature as well as into Life? Believe 
me, my friends, that men, not very much 
inferior to Shakspeare, are this day being 
born on the banks of the Ohio. And the 
day will come when you shall say. Who 
reads a book by an Englishman that is a 
modem? The great mistake seems to be, 
that even with those Americans who look 
forward to the coming of a great literary 
genius among us, they somehow fancy he 
will come in the costume of Queen Eliza- 
beth’s day; be a writer of dramas founded 
upon old English history or the tales of Boc- 
caccio. Whereas, great geniuses are parts 
of the times, they themselves are the times, 
and pHDSsess a correspondent coloring. It is 
of a piefe with the Jews, who, while their 
Shiloh was meekly walking in their streets, 
were still praying for his magnificent coming; 
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looking for him in a chariot, who was already of her own, to take to her bosom, let her not 
among them on an ass. Nor must we forget lavish her embraces upon the household of an 

that, in his own lifetime, Shakspeare was not alien. For believe it or not, England, after 

Shakspeare, but only Master William Shak- all, is in many things an alien to us. China 
speare of the shrewd, thriving business firm 5 has more bonds of real love for us than she. 
of Condell, Shakspeare & Co., proprietors But even were there no strong literary in- 
of the Globe Theatre in London; and by a dividualities among us, as there are some 
courtly author, of the name of Chettle, was dozens at least, nevertheless, let America 
looked at as an “upstart crow,” beautified first praise mediocrity even, in her own chil- 
“with other birds’ feathers.” For, mark it 10 dren, before she praises (for everywhere, 
well, imitation is often the first charge brought merit demands acknowledgment from every 
against real originality. Why this is so, there one) the best excellence in the children of 

is not space to set forth here. You must any other land. Let her own authors, I say, 

have plenty of sea-room to tell the Truth in; have the priority of appreciation. I was 
especially when it seems to have an aspect of 15 much pleased with a hot-headed Carolina 
newness, as America did in 1492 , though it cousin of mine, who once said, — “If there 
was then just as old, and perhaps older than were no other American to stand by, in 
Asia, only those sagacious philosophers, the literature, why, then, I would stand by Pop 
common sailors, had never seen it before, Emmons and his ‘Fredoniad,’ and till a better 
swearing it was all water and moonshine 20 epic came along, swear it was not very far 
there. behind the Iliad.” Take away the words. 

Now I do not say that Nathaniel of Salem and in spirit he was sound, 
is a greater than William of Avon, or as Not that American genius needs patronage 
great. But the difference between the two in order to expand. For that explosive sort 
men is by no means immeasurable. Not a 25 of stuff will expand though screwed up in a 
very great deal more, and Nathaniel were vice, and burst it, though it were triple steel, 
verily Wfilliam. It is for the nation’s sake, and not for her 

This, too, I mean, that if Shakspeare has authors’ sake, that I would have America 
not been equalled, give the world time, and be heedful of the increasing greatness among 
he is sure to be surpassed, in one hemisphere 30 her writers. For how great the shame, if 
or the other. Nor will it at all do to say, other nations should be before her, in crown- 
that the world is getting grey and grizzled ing her heroes of the pen ! But this is almost 
now, and has lost that fresh charm which the case now. American authors have re- 
she wore of old, and by virtue of which the ceived more just and discriminating praise 
great poets of past times made themselves 35 (however loftily and ridiculously given, in 
what we esteem them to be. Not so. The certain cases) even from some Englishmen, 
world is as young to-day as when it was than from their own countrymen. There 
created; and this Vermont morning dew is are hardly five critics in America; and 
as wet to my feet, as Eden’s dew to Adam’s. several of them are asleep. As for patronage. 
Nor has nature been all over ransacked by 40 it is the American author who now patronizes 
our progenitors, so that no new charms and his country, and not his country him. And 
mysteries remain for this latter generation to if at times some among them appeal to the 
find. Far from it. The trillionth part has people for more recognition, it is not always 
not yet been said; and all that has been said, with selfish motives, but patriotic ones, 
but multiplies the avenues to what remains 45 It is true, that but few of them as yet have 
to be said. It is not so much paucity as evinced that decided originality which merits 
superabundance of material that seems to great praise. But that graceful writer, who 
incapacitate modern authors. perhaps of all Americans has received the 

Let America, then, prize and cherish her most plaudits from his own country for his 
writers; yea, let her glorify them. They are 50 productions, — that very popular and amia- 
not so many in number as to exhaust her good- ble writer, however good and self-reliant in 
will. And while she has good kith and kin many things, perhaps owes his chief reputa- 
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tion to the self-acknowledged imitation of a 
foreign model, and to the studied avoidance 
of all topics but smooth ones. But it is better 
to fail in originality than to succeed in imita- 
tion. He who has never failed somewhere, 5 
that man cannot be great. Failure is the 
true test of greatness. And if it be said, that 
continual success is a proof that a man wisely 
knows his powers, — it is only to be added, 
that, in that case, he knows them to be small. i 
Let us believe it, then, once for all, that there 
is no hope for us in these smooth, pleasing 
writers that know their powers. Without 
malice, but to speak the plain fact, they but 
furnish an appendix to Goldsmith, and other i 
English authors. And we want no American 
Goldsmiths; nay, we want no American 
Miltons. It were the vilest thing you could 
say of a true American author, that he were 
an American Tompkins. Gall him an Amer- 2 
ican and have done, for you cannot say a 
nobler thing of him. But it is not meant that 
all American writers should studiously cleave 
to nationality in their writings; only this, no 
American writer should write like an English- 2 
man or a Frenchman; let him write like a 
man, for then he will be sure to write like an 
American. Let us away with this leaven of 
literary fiunkeyism towards England. If 
either must play the flunkey in this thing, let ^ 
England do it, not us. While we are rapidly 
preparing for that political supremacy among 
the nations which prophetically awaits us 
at the close of the present century, in a literary 
point of view, we are deplorably unprepared ; 
for it; and we seem studious to remain so. 
Hitherto, reasons might have existed why 
this should be; but no good reason exists 
now. And all that is requisite to amendment 
in this matter, is simply this: that while freely . 
acknowledging all excellence everywhere, we 
should refrain from unduly lauding foreign 
writers, and, at the same time, duly recognize 
meritorious writers that are our own; 
those writers who breathe that unshackled, , 
democratic spirit of Christianity in all things, 
which now takes the practical lead in this 
world, though at the same time led by our- 
selves — us Americans. Let us boldly con- 
temn all imitation, though it comes to us 
graceful and fragrant as the morning; and 
foster all originality, though at first it be 


crabbed and ugly as our own pine knots. 
And if any of our authors fail, or seem to fail, 
then, in the words of my enthusiastic Caro- 
lina cousin, let us clap him on the shoulder, 
and back him against all Europe for his 
second round. The truth is, that in one 
point of view, this matter of a national litera- 
ture has come to such a pass with us, that in 
some sense we must turn bullies, else the day 
0 is lost, or supcrioritv so far beyond us, that 
we can hardly say it will ever be ours. 

And now, my countrymen, as an excellent 
author of your owm flesh and blood, — an 
unimitating, and, perhaps, in his way, an 
5 inimitable man — whom better can I com- 
mend to you, in the first place, than Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. He is one of the new, and far 
better generation of your w'riters. The smell 
of your beeches and hemlocks is upon him; 
o your own broad prairies are in his soul; and 
if you travel aw'ay inland into his deep and 
noble nature, you will hear the far roar of 
his Niagara. Give not over to future genera- 
tions the glad duty of acknowledging him for 
5 what he is. Take that joy to yourself, in 
your own generation; and so shall he feel 
those grateful impulses on him, that may 
possibly prompt him to the full flower of 
some still greater achievement in your eyes, 
to And by confessing him you thereby confess 
others; you brace the whole brotherhood. 
For genius, all over the world, stands hand 
in hand, and one shock of recognition runs 
the whole circle round. 

55 In treating of Hawthorne, or rather of 
Hawthorne in his writings (for I never saw 
the man; and in the chances of a quiet 
plantation life, remote from his haunts, per- 
haps never shall); in treating of his works, 
JO I say, I have thus far omitted all mention 
of his Twice Told Tales, and Scarlet Letter. 
Both are excellent, but full of such manifold, 
strange, and diffusive beauties, that time 
would all but fail me to point the half of 
45 them out. But there are things in those two 
books, which, had they been written in Eng- 
land a century ago, Nathaniel Hawthorne 
had utterly displaced many of the bright 
names we now revere on authority. But I 
50 am content to leave Hawthorne to himself, 
and to the infallible finding of posterity; and 
however great may be the praise I have be- 
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Stowed Upon him, I feel that in so doing I 
have more served and honored myself, than 
him. For, at bottom, great excellence is 
praise enough to itself; but the feeling of a 
sincere and appreciative love and admiration s 
towards it, this is relieved by utterance; and 
warm, honest praise, ever leaves a pleasant 
flavor in the mouth; and it is an honorable 
thing to confess to what is honorable in 
others. * * * lo 

Benito Cereno 

(1855) 

In this story Melville’s art in the transformation 
jf sailors* and travelers’ tales into fiction reached a 
high point. “One of the most sensitively poised 
pieces of writing he had ever done,” as F. O. 
Matthiessen calls it, the story followed its source 
closely and yet achieved a predetermined imagina- 
tive effect. It was based on chapter 18 of ^ Nana- 
live of Voyages and Travels, 1817, by Amasa Delano; 
the chapter has been reprinted by H. C. Scudder 
in PMLA, June, 1928. 

First published serially in Putnam’s Monthly 
Magazine, the story was included in 1856 in the 
Piazza Tales ^ 

In the year 1799, Captain Amasa Delano, 
of Duxbury, in Massachusetts, commanding 
a large sealer and general trader, lay at 
anchor with a valuable cargo, in the harbor 
of St. Maria — a small, desert, uninhabited 30 
island towards the southern extremity of the 
long coast of Chili. There he had touched 
for water. 

On the second day, not long after dawn, 
while lying in his berth, his mate came be- 35 
low, informing him that a strange sail was 
coming into the bay. Ships were then not 
so plenty in those waters as now. He rose, 
dressed, and went on deck. 

The morning was one peculiar to that 40 
coast. Everything was mute and calm; 
everything gray. The sea, though undulated 
into long roods of swells, seemed fixed, and 
was sleeked at the surface like waved lead 
that has cooled and set in the smelter’s 45 
mould. The sky seemed a gray surtout. 
Flights of troubled gray fowl, kith and kin 
with flights of troubled gray vapors among 
which they were mixed, skimmed low and 
fitfully over the waters, as swallows over 50 
meadows before storms. Shadows present, 
foreshadowing deeper shadows to come. 


To Captain Delano’s surprise, the stranger, 
viewed through the glass, showed no colors; 
though to do so upon entering a haven, how- 
ever unhabited in its shores, where but a 
single other ship might be lying, was the 
custom among peaceful seamen of all na- 
tions. Considering the lawlessness and lone- 
liness of the spot, and the sort of stories, at 
that day, associated with those seas. Captain 
Delano’s surprise might have deepened into 
some uneasiness had he not been a person 
of a singularly undistrustful good nature, 
not liable, except on extraordinary and re- 
peated incentives, and hardly then, to in- 
dulge in personal alarms, any way involving 
the imputation of malign evil in man. 
Whether, in view of what humanity is capa- 
ble, such a trait implies, along with a benevo- 
lent heart, more than ordinary quickness 
and accuracy of intellectual perception, may 
De left to the wise to determine. 

But whatever misgivings might have ob- 
truded on first seeing the stranger, would 
almost, in any seaman’s mind, have been 
dissipated by observing that, the ship, in 
navigating into the harbor, was drawing too 
near the land; a sunken reef making out off 
her bow. This seemed to prove her a 
stranger, indeed, not only to the sealer, but 
the island; consequently, she could be no 
wonted freebooter on that ocean. With no 
small interest. Captain Delano continued to 
watch her — a proceeding not much facili- 
tated by the vapors partly mantling the hull, 
through which the far matin light from her 
cabin streamed equivocally enough; much 
like the sun — by this time hemisphered on 
the rim of the horizon, and, apparently, in 
company with the strange ship, entering the 
harbor — which, wimpled by the same low, 
creeping clouds, showed not unlike a Lima 
intriguante’s one sinister eye peering across 
the Plaza from the Indian loop-hole of her 
dusk saya-y-manta. 

It might have been but a deception of the 
vapors, but, the longer the stranger was 
watched the more singular appeared her 
manoeuvres. Ere long it seemed hard to 
decide whether she meant to come in or no — 
what she wanted, or what she was about. 
The wind, which had breezed up a little 
during the night, was now extremely light 
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and baffling, which the more increased the As the whale-boat drew more and more 
apparent uncertainty of her movements. nigh, the cause of the peculiar pipc-clayed 

Surmising, at last, that it might be a ship aspect of the stranger was seen in the slovenly 
in distress, Captain Delano ordered his neglect pervading her. The spars, ropes, and 
whale-boat to be dropped, and, much to the 5 great part of the bulwarks, looked woolly, 
wary opposition of his mate, prepared to board from long unacquaintance with the scraper, 
her, and, at the least, pilot her in. On the tar, and the brush. Her keel seemed laid, her 
night previous, a fishing-party of the seamen ribs put together, and she launched, from 
had gone a long distance to some detached Ezekiel’s Valley of Dry Bones, 
rocks out of sight from the sealer, and, an 10 In the present business in which she was 
hour or two before daybreak, had returned, engaged, the ship’s general model and rig 
having met with no small success. Presum- appeared to have undergone no material 

ing that the stranger might have been long change from their original warlike and Frois- 

ofF soundings, the good captain put several sart pattern. However, no guns were seen, 
baskets of the fish, for presents, into his boat, 15 The tops were large, and were railed about 
and so pulled away. From her continuing with what had once been octagonal net- 

too near the sunken reef, deeming her in work, all now in sad disrepair. These tops 

danger, calling to his men, he made all hung overhead like three ruinous aviaries, 
haste to apprise those on board of their in one of which was seen perched on a ratlin, 
situation. But, some time ere the boat came 20 a white noddy, a strange fowl, so called from 
up, the wind, light though it was, having its lethargic somnambulistic character, being 
shifted, had headed the vessel off, as well as frequently caught by hand at sea. Battered 

partly broken the vapors from about her. and mouldy, the castellated forecastle seemed 

Upon gaining a less remote view, the ship, some ancient turret, long ago taken by assault, 

when made signally visible on the verge of 25 and then left to decay. Toward the stem, 
the leaden-hued swells, with the shreds of two high-raised quarter galleries — the bal- 

fog here and there raggedly furring her, ustrades here and there covered with dry, 

appeared like a white-washed monastery tindery sea-moss opening out from the 

after a thunderstorm, seen perched upon unoccupied state-cabin, whose dead-lights, 
some dun cliff among the Pyrenees. But it 30 for all the mild weather, were hermetically 
was no purely fanciful resemblance which closed and calked these tenantless bal- 
now, for a moment, almost led Captain conies hung over the sea as if it were the 
Delano to think that nothing less than a ship- grand Venetian canal. But the principal 
load of monks was before him. Peering over relic of faded grandeur was the ample oval 
the bulwarks were what really seemed, in the 35 of the shield-like stern-piece, intricately 
hazy distance, throngs of dark cowls; while, caiv^ed with the arms of Castile and Leon, 
fitfully revealed through the open port-holes, medallioned about by groups of mythological 
other dark moving figures were dimly de- or symbolical devices; uppermost and central 
scried, as of Black Friars pacing the cloisters. of which was a dark satyr in a mask, holding 
Upon a still Higher approach, this appear- 40 his foot on the prostrate neck of a wnthing 
ance was modified, and the true character figure, likewise masked. 

of the vessel was plain — a Spanish mer- Whether the ship had a figure-head, or 
chantman of the first class, carrying negro only a plain beak, was not quite certain, 
slaves, amongst other valuable freight, from owing to canvas wrapped about that part, 
one colonial port to another. A very large, 45 either to protect it while undergoing a re- 
and, in its time, a very fine vessel, such as in furbishing, or else decently to hide its decay, 
those days were at intervals encountered Rudely painted or chalked, as m a sailor 
along that main; sometimes superseded freak, along the forward side of a sort of 
Acapulco treasure-ships, or retired frigates pedestal below the canvas, was the sentence, 
oftheSpanishking’snavy, which, like super- 50 vuestro jefe” (follow your leader); 

annuated Italian palaces, still, under a de- while upon the tarnished head-boards, near 
dine ofmastere, preserved signs of formerstate. by, appeared, in stately capitals, once gUt, 
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the ship’s name “san dominick,” each letter 
streakingly corroded with tricklings of copper- 
spike rust; while, like mourning weeds, dark 
festoons of sea-grass slimily swept to and fro 
over the name, with every hearse-like roll 5 
of the hull. 

As, at last, the boat was hooked from the 
bow along toward the gangway amidship, 
its keel, while yet some inches separated 
from the hull, harshly grated as on a sunken 10 
coral reef. It proved a huge bunch of con- 
globated barnacles adhering below the water 
to the side like a wen — a token of baffling 
airs and long calms passed somewhere in 
those seas. 15 

Climbing the side, the visitor was at once 
surrounded by a clamorous throng of whites 
and blacks, but the latter outnumbering the 
former more than could have been expected, 
negro transportation-ship as the stranger in 20 
port was. But, in one language, and as with 
one voice, all poured out a common tale of 
suffering; in which the negresses, of whom 
there were not a few, exceeded the others in 
their dolorous vehemence. The scurvy, to- 25 
gether with a fever, had swept off a great 
part of their number, more especially the 
Spaniards. Off Cape Horn, they had nar- 
rowly escaped shipwreck; then, for days to- 
gether, they had lain tranced without wind; 30 
their provisions were low; their water next 
to none; their lips that moment were baked. 

While Captain Delano was thus made the 
mark of all eager tongues, his one eager 
glance took in all the faces, with every other 35 
object about him. 

Always upon first boarding a large and 
populous ship at sea, especially a foreign 
one, with a nondescript crew such as Lascars 
or Manilla men, the impression varies in a 40 
peculiar way from that produced by first 
entering a strange house with strange in- 
mates in a strange land. Both house and 
ship — the one by its walls and blinds, the 
other by its high bulwarks like ramparts — 45 
hoard from view their interiors till the last 
moment; but in the case of the ship there is 
this addition; that the living spectacle it 
contains, upon its sudden and complete dis- 
closure, has, in contrast with the blank ocean 50 
which zones it, something of the effect of 
enchantment. The ship seems unreal; these 


strange costumes, gestures, and faces, but a 
shadowy tableau just emerged from the deep, 
which directly must receive back what it gave. 

Perhaps it was some such influence, as 
above is attempted to be described, which, 
in Captain Delano’s mind, heightened what- 
ever, upon a staid scrutiny, might have 
seemed unusual; especially the conspicuous 
figures of four elderly grizzled negroes, their 
heads like black, doddered willow tops, who, 
in venerable contrast to the tumult below 
them, were couched sphynx-like, one on the 
Starboard cat-head, another on the larboard, 
and the remaining pair face to face on the 
opposite bulwarks above the main-chains. 
They each had bits of unstranded old junk in 
their hands, and, with a sort of stoical self- 
content, were picking the junk into oakum, 
a small heap of which lay by their sides. 
They accompanied the task with a continu- 
ous, low, monotonous chant; droning and 
druling away like so many gray-headed 
bag-pipers playing a funeral march. 

The quarter-deck rose into an ample 
elevated poop, upon the forward verge of 
which, lifted, like the oakum-pickers, some 
eight feet above the general throng, sat 
along in a row, separated by regular spaces, 
the cross-legged figures of six other blacks; 
each with a rusty hatchet in his hand, which, 
with a bit of brick and a rag, he was engaged 
like a scullion in scouring; while between 
each two was a small stack of hatchets, their 
rusted edges turned forward awaiting a like 
operation. Though occasionally the four 
oakum-pickers would briefly address some 
person or persons in the crowd below, yet 
the six hatchet-polishers neither spoke to 
others, nor breathed a whisper among them- 
selves, but sat intent upon their task, except 
at intervals, when, with the peculiar love 
in negroes of uniting industry with pastime, 
two-and-two they sideways clashed their 
hatchets together, like cymbals, with a bar- 
barous din. All six, unlike the generality, 
had the raw aspect of unsophisticated Africans. 

But that first comprehensive glance which 
took in those ten figures, with scores less 
conspicuous, rested but an instant upon them, 
as, impatient of the hubbub of voices, the 
visitor turned in quest of whomsoever it 
might be that commanded the ship. 



HERMAN MELVILLE 


669 


But as if not unwilling to let nature make 
known her own case among his suffering 
charge, or else in despair of restraining it for 
the time, the Spanish captain, a gentle- 
manly, reserved-looking, and rather young 5 
man to a stranger’s eye, dressed with singular 
richness, but bearing plain traces of recent 
sleepless cares and disquietudes, stood pas- 
sively by, leaning against the main-mast, 
at one moment casting a dreary, spiritless 10 
look upon his excited people, at the next an 
unhappy glance toward his visitor. By his 
side stood a black of small stature, in whose 
rude face, as occasionally, like a shepherd’s 
dog, he mutely turned it up into the Span- 15 
iard’s, sorrow and affection were equally 
blended. 

Struggling through the throng, the Amer- 
ican advanced to the Spaniard, assuring him 
of his sympathies, and offering to render 20 
whatever assistance might be in his power. 

To which the Spaniard returned, for the 
present but grave and ceremonious acknowl- 
edgments, his national formality dusked by 
the saturnine mood of ill-health. 25 

But losing no time in mere compliments. 
Captain Delano, returning to the gangway, 
had his basket of fish brought up; and as the 
wind still continued light, so that some hours 
at least must elapse ere the ship could be 30 
brought to the anchorage, he bade his men 
return to the sealer, and fetch back as much 
water as the whale-boat could carry, with 
whatever soft bread the steward might have, 
all the remaining pumpkins on board, with 35 
a box of sugar, and a dozen of his private 
bottles of cider. 

Not many minutes after the boat’s pushing 
off, to the vexation of all, the wind entirely 
died away, and the tide turning, began drift- 
ing back the ship helplessly seaward. But 
trusting this would not long last. Captain 
Delano sought, with good hopes, to cheer up 
the strangers, feeling no small satisfaction 
that, with persons in their condition he could 
— thanks to his frequent voyages along the 
Spanish main — converse with some freedom 
in their native tongue. 

While left alone with them, he was not 
long in observing some things tending to 
heighten his first impressions; but surprise 
was lost in pity, both for the Spaniards and 


blacks, alike evidently reduced from scarcity 
of water and provisions; while long-continued 
suffering seemed to have brought out the 
less good-natured qualities of the negroes, 
besides, at the same time, impairing the 
Spaniard’s authority over them. But, under 
the circumstances, precisely this condition 
of things was to have been anticipated. In 
armies, navies, cities, or families, in nature 
herself, nothing more relaxes good order 
than misery. Still, Captain Delano was not 
without the idea, that had Benito Cereno 
been a man of greater energy, misrule would 
hardly have come to the present pass. But 
the debility, constitutional or induced by the 
hardships, bodily and mental, of the Spanish 
captain, was too obvious to be overlooked. 
A prey to settled dejection, as if long mocked 
w'ith hope he would not now indulge it, even 
when it had ceased to be a mock, the pros- 
pect of that day or evening at furthest, lying 
at anchor, with plenty of water for his people, 
and a brother captain to counsel and befriend, 
seemed in no perceptible degree to encourage 
him. His mind appeared unstrung, if not 
still more seriously affected. Shut up in 
these oaken walls, chained to one dull round 
of command, whose unconditionality cloyed 
him, like some hypochondriac abbot he 
moved slowly about, at times suddenly 
pausing, starting, or staring, biting his lip, 
biting his finger-nail, flushing, paling, twitch- 
ing his beard, with other symptoms of an 
absent or moody mind. This distempered 
spirit was lodged, as before hinted, in as 
distempered a frame. He was rather tall, 
but seemed never to have been robust, and 
now with nervous suffering was almost worn 
to a skeleton. A tendency to some pul- 
monary complaint appeared to have been 
lately confirmed. His voice was like that of 
one with lungs half gone — hoarsely sup- 
pressed, a husky whisper. No wonder that, 
as in this state he tottered about, his private 
servant apprehensively followed him. Some- 
times the negro gave his master his arm, or 
took his handkerchief out of his pocket for 
him; performing these and similar offices 
with that affectionate zeal which transmutes 
into something filial or fraternal acts in 
themselves but menial; and w'hich has gained 
for the negro the repute of making the most 
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pleasing body-servant in the world; one, too, 
whom a master need be on no stiffly superior 
terms with, but may treat with familiar 
trust; less a servant than a devoted com- 
panion. 5 

Marking the noisy indocility of the blacks 
in general, as well as what seemed the sullen 
inefficiency of the whites, it was not without 
humane satisfaction that Captain Delano 
witnessed the steady good conduct of Babo. lo 
But the good conduct of Babo, hardly 
more than the ill-behavior of others, seemed 
to withdraw the half-lunatic Don Benito 
from his cloudy languor. Not that such 
precisely was the impression made by the 15 
Spaniard on the mind of his visitor. The 
Spaniard’s individual unrest was, for the 
present, but noted as a conspicuous feature 
in the ship’s general affliction. Still, Captain 
Delano was not a little concerned at what he 20 
could not help taking for the time to be Don 
Benito’s unfriendly indifference toward him- 
self. The Spaniard’s manner, too, conveyed 
a sort of sour and gloomy disdain, which he 
seemed at no pains to disguise. But this the 25 
American in charity ascribed to the harassing 
effects of sickness, since, in former instances, 
he had noted that there are peculiar natures 
on whom prolonged physical suffering seems 
to cancel every social instinct of kindness; 30 
as if forced to black bread themselves, they 
deemed it but equity that each person com- 
ing nigh them should, indirectly, by some slight 
or affront, be made to partake of their fare. 

But ere long Captain Delano bethought 35 
him that, indulgent as he was at the first, in 
judging the Spaniard, he might not, aifter 
all, have exercised charity enough. At 
bottom it was Don Benito’s reserve which 
displeased him; but the same reserve was 40 
shown toward all but his personal attendant. 
Even the formal reports which, according to 
sea-usage, were at stated times made to him 
by some petty underling, either a white, 
mulatto or black, he hardly had patience 45 
enough to listen to, without betraying con- 
temptuous aversion. His manner upon such 
occasions was, in its degree, not unlike that 
which might be supposed to have been his 
imperial countryman’s, Charles V., just 50 
previous to the anchoritish retirement of that 
monarch from the throne. 


This splenetic disrelish of his place was 
evinced in almost every function pertaining 
to it. Proud as he was moody, he conde- 
scended to no personal mandate. Whatever 
special orders were necessary, their delivery 
was delegated to his body-servant, who in 
turn transferred them to their ultimate 
destination, through runners, alert Spanish 
boys or slave boys, like pages or pilot-fish 
within easy call continually hovering round 
Don Benito. So that to have beheld this 
undemonstrative invalid gliding about, apa- 
thetic and mute, no landsman could have 
dreamed that in him was lodged a dictatorship 
beyond which, while at sea, there was no 
earthly appeal. 

Thus, the Spaniard, regarded in his re- 
serve, seemed as the involuntary victim of 
mental disorder. But, in fact, his reserve 
might, in some degree, have proceeded from 
design. If so, then here was evinced the 
unhealthy climax of that icy though con- 
scientious policy, more or less adopted by all 
commanders of large ships, which, except in 
signal emergencies, obliterates alike the mani- 
festation of sway with every trace of sociality; 
transforming the man into a block, or rather 
into a loaded cannon, which, until there is 
call for thunder, has nothing to say. 

Viewing him in this light, it seemed but a 
natural token of the perverse habit induced 
by a long course of such hard self-restraint, 
that, notwithstanding the present condition 
of his ship, the Spaniard should still persist 
in a demeanor, which, however harmless, or 
it may be, appropriate, in a well-appointed 
vessel, such as the San Dominick might have 
been at the outset of the voyage, was any- 
thing but judicious now. But the Spaniard, 
perhaps, thought that it was with captains 
as with gods: reserve, under all events, must 
still be their cue. But probably this appear- 
ance of slumbering dominion might have 
been but an attempted disguise to conscious 
imbecility — not deep policy, but shallow 
device. But be all this as it might, whether 
Don Benito’s manner was designed or not, 
the more Captain Delano noted its pervading 
reserve, the less he felt uneasiness at any 
particular manifestation of that reserve to- 
wards himself. 

Neither were his thoughts taken up by the 
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captain alone. Wonted to the quiet order- 
liness of the sealer’s comfortable family of a 
crew, the noisy confusion of the San Dom- 
inick’s suffering host repeatedly challenged 
his eye. Some prominent breaches, not only 
of discipline but of decency, were observed. 
These Captain Delano could not but ascribe, 
in the main, to the absence of those subordi- 
nate deck-officers to whom, along with higher 
duties, is entrusted what may be styled the 
police department of a populous ship. True, 
the old oakum-pickers appeared at times to 
act the part of monitorial constables to their 
countrymen, the blacks; but though occa- 
sionally succeeding in allaying trifling out- 
breaks now and then between man and man, 
they could do little or nothing toward estab- 
lishing general quiet. The San Dominick 
was in the condition of a transatlantic 
emigrant ship, among whose multitude of 
living freight are some individuals, doubtless, 
as little troublesome as crates and bales; 
but the friendly remonstrances of such with 
their ruder companions are of not so much 
avail as the unfriendly arm of the mate. 
What the San Dominick wanted was, what 
the emigrant ship has, stern superior officers. 
But on these decks not so much as a fourth- 
mate was to be seen. 

The visitor’s curiosity was roused to learn 
the particulars of those mishaps which had 
brought about such absenteeism, with its 
consequences; because, though deriving some 
inkling of the voyage from the wails which at 
the first moment had greeted him, yet of the 
details no clear understanding had been 
had. The best account would, doubtless, 
be given by the captain. Yet at first the 
visitor was loth to ask it, unwilling to provoke 
some distant rebuff. But plucking up 
courage, he at last accosted Don Benito, 
renewing the expression of his benevolent 
interest, adding, that did he (Captain 
Delano) but know the particulars of the 
ship’s misfortunes, he would, perhaps, be better 
able in the end to relieve them. Would 
Don Benito favor him with the whole story. 

Don Benito faltered; then, like some som- 
nambulist suddenly interfered with, vacantly 
stared at his visitor, and ended by looking j 
down on the deck. He maintained this 
pKJsture so long, that Captain Delano, almost 
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equally disconcerted, and involuntarily al- 
most as rude, turned suddenly from him, 
walking forward to accost one of the Spanish 
seamen for the desired information. But he 
5 had hardly gone five paces when, with a sort 
of eagerness Don Benito invited him back, 
regretting his momentary absence of mind, 
and professing readiness to gratify him. 

While most part of the story was being 
lo given, the two captains stood on the after 
part of the main-deck, a privileged spot, no 
one being near but the servant. 

“It is now a hundred and ninety days,” 
began the Spaniard, in his husky whisper, 
15 “that this ship, well officered and well 
manned, with several cabin passengers — • 
some fifty Spaniards in all — sailed from 
Buenos Ayres bound to Lima, with a general 
cargo, Paraguay tea and the like — and,” 
20 pointing forward, “that parcel of negroes, 
now not more than a hundred and fifty, as 
you see, but then numbering over three 
hundred souls. Off Cape Horn we had 
heavy gales. In one moment, by night, 
25 three of my best officers, with fifteen sailors, 
were lost, with the main-yard; the spar 
snapping under them in the slings, as they 
sought, with heavers, to beat down the icy 
sail. To lighten the hull, the heavier sacks 
30 of mata were thrown into the sea, with most 
of the water-pipes lashed on deck at the 
time. And this last necessity it was, com- 
bined with the prolonged detentions after- 
wards experienced, which eventually brought 
35 about our chief causes of suffering. When — ” 

Here there was a sudden fainting attack of 
his cough, brought on, no doubt, by his 
mental distress. His servant sustained him, 
and drawing a cordial from his p>ocket 
40 placed it to his lips. He a little revived. 
But unwilling to leave him unsupported 
while yet imperfectly restored, the black 
with one arm still encircled his master, at 
the same time keeping his eye fixed on his 
45 face, as if to watch for the first sign of com- 
plete restoration, or relapse, as the even, 
might prove. 

The Spaniard proceeded, but brokenly 
and obscurely, as one in a dream. 

— “Oh, my God ! rather than pass through 
what I have, with joy I would have hailed the 
most terrible gales; but — ” 
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His cough returned and with increased 
violence; this subsiding, with reddened lips 
and closed eyes he fell heavily against his 
supporter. 

“His mind wanders. He was thinking of 
the plague that followed the gales,’' plain- 
tively sighed the servant; “my poor, poor 
master!” wringing one hand, and with the 
other wiping the mouth. “But be patient, 
Sehor,” again turning to Captain Delano, 
“these fits do not last long; master will soon 
be himself.” 

Don Benito reviving, went on; but as this 
portion of the story was very brokenly de- 
livered, the substance only will here be set 
down. 

It appeared that after the ship had been 
many days tossed in storms off the Cape, 
the scurvy broke out, carrying off numbers of 
the whites and blacks. When at last they 
had worked round into the Pacific, their 
spars and sails were so damaged, and so in- 
adequately handled by the surviving mari- 
ners, most of whom were become invalids, 
that, unable to lay her northerly course by 
the wind, which was powerful, the unmanage- 
able ship, for successive days and nights, was 
blown northwestward, where the breeze 
suddenly deserted her, in unknown waters, 
to sultry calms. The absence of the water- 
pipes now proved as fatal to life as before 
their presence had menaced it. Induced, or 
at least aggravated, by the more than scanty 
allowance of water, a malignant fever fol- 
lowed the scurvy; with the excessive heat of 
the lengthened calm, making such short 
work of it as to sweep away, as by billows, 
whole families of the Africans, and yet larger 
number, proportionably, of the Spaniards, 
including, by a luckless fatality, every re- 
maining officer on board. Consequently, in 
the smart west winds eventually following the 
calm, the already rent sails, having to be 
simply dropped, not furled, at need, had been 
gradually reduced to the beggar’s rags they 
were now. To procure substitutes for his 
lost sailors, as well as supplies of water and 
sails, the captain, at the earliest opportunity, 
had made for Baldivia, the southernmost 
civilized port of Chili and South America; 
but upon nearing the coast the thick weather 
had prevented him from so much as sighting 


that harbor. Since which period, almost 
without a crew, and almost without canvas 
and almost without water, and, at intervals, 
giving its added dead to the sea, the San 
5 Dominick had been battle-dored about by 
contrary winds, inveigled by currents, or 
grown weedy in calms. Like a man lost in 
woods, more than once she had doubled upon 
her own track. 

lo “But throughout these calamities,” huskily 
continued Don Benito, painfully turning in 
the half embrace of his servant, “I have to 
thank those negroes you see, who, though to 
your inexperienced eyes appearing unruly, 
15 have, indeed, conducted themselves with less 
of restlessness than even their owner could 
have thought possible under such circum- 
stances.” 

Here he again fell faintly back. Again his 
20 mind wandered; but he rallied, and less 
obscurely proceeded. 

“Yes, their owner was quite right in assur- 
ing me that no fetters would be needed with 
his blacks; so that while, as is wont in this 
25 transportation, those negroes have always 
remained upon deck — not thrust below, as in 
the Guinea-men — they have, also, from the 
beginning, been freely permitted to range 
within given bounds at their pleasure.” 

30 Once more the faintness returned — his 
mind roved — but, recovering, he resumed : 

“But it is Babo here to whom, under God, 
I owe not only my own preservation, but 
likewise to him, chiefly, the merit is due, of 
35 pacifying his more ignorant brethren, when 
at intervals tempted to murmurings.” 

“Ah, master,” sighed the black, bowing 
his face, “don’t speak of me; Babo is nothing; 
what Babo has done was but duty.” 

40 “Faithful fellow!” cried Captain Delano. 
“Don Benito, I envy you such a friend; slave 
I cannot call him.” 

As master and man stood before him, the 
black upholding the white. Captain Delano 
45 could not but bethink him of the beauty of 
that relationship which could present such 
a spectacle of fidelity on the one hand and 
confidence on the other. The scene was 
heightened by the contrast in dress, denoting 
50 their relative positions. The Spaniard wore 
a loose Chili jacket of dark velvet; white 
small-clothes and stockings, with silver buck- 
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les at the knee and instep; a high-crowned 
sombrero, of fine grass; a slender sword, silver 
mounted, hung from a knot in his sash — 
the last being an almost invariable adjunct, 
more for utility than ornament, of a South 
American gentleman's dress to this hour. 
Excepting when his occasional nervous 
contortions brought about disarray, there 
was a certain precision in his attire, curiously 
at variance with the unsightly disorder 
around: especially in the belittered Ghetto, 
forward of the main-mast, wholly occupied 
by the blacks. 

The servant wore nothing but wide trow- 
sers, apparently, from their coarseness and 
patches, made out of some old topsail; they 
were clean, and confined at the waist by a 
bit of unstranded rope, which, with his 
composed, deprecatory air at times, made 
him look something like a begging friar of 
St. Francis. 

However unsuitable for the time and place, 
at least in the blunt-thinking American’s 
eyes, and however strangely surviving in the 
midst of all his afflictions, the toilette of Don 
Benito might not, in fashion at least, have 
gone beyond the style of the day among 
South Americans of his class. Though on 
the present voyage sailing from Buenos 
Ayres, he had avowed himself a native and 
resident of Chili, whose inhabitants had not so 
generally adopted the plain coat and once 
plebeian pantaloons; but, with a becoming 
modification, adhered to their provincial 
costume, picturesque as any in the world. 
Still, relatively to the pale history of the 
voyage, and his own pale face, there seemed 
something so incongruous in the Spaniard’s 
apparel, as almost to suggest the image of 
an invalid courtier tottering about London 
streets in the time of the plague. 

The portion of the narrative which, per- 
haps, most excited interest, as well as some 
surprise, considering the latitudes in question, 
was the long calms spoken of, and more 
particularly the ship’s so long drifting about. 
Without communicating the opinion, of 
course, the American could not but impute at 
least part of the detentions both to clumsy 
seamanship and faulty navigation. Eyeing 
Don Benito’s small, yellow hands, he easily 
inferred that the young captain had not got 
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into command at the hawse-hole but the 
cabin- window; and if so, why wonder at in- 
competence, in youth, srickness, and gentility 
united? 

5 But drowning criticism in compassion, 
after a fresh repetition of his sympathies. 
Captain Delano, having heard out his story, 
not only engaged, as in the first place, to see 
Don Benito and his people supplied in their 
10 immediate bodily needs, but, also, now 
further promised to assist him in procuring 
a large permanent supply of water, as well 
as some sails and rigging; and, though it 
would involve no small embarrassment to 
15 himself, yet he would sj^arc three of his 
best seamen for temporary deck officers; so 
that without delay the ship might proceed to 
Conception, there fully to refit for Lima, her 
destined port. 

20 Such generosity was not without its effect, 
even upon the inv.ilid. His face lighted up; 
eager and hectic, he met the honest glance 
of his visitor. With gratitude he seemed 
overcome. 

“This excitement is bad for master,’* whis- 
pered the servant, taking his arm, and with 
soothing words gently drawing him aside. 

When Don Benito returned, the American 
was pained to observe that his hopefulness, 
like the sudden kindling in his cheek, was 
but febrile and transient. 

Ere long, with a joyless mien, looking up 
towards the poop, the host invited his guest 
to accompany him there, for the benefit of 
what little breath of wind might be stirring. 

As, during the telling of the story, Captain 
Delano had once or twice started at the oc- 
casional cymballing of the hatchet-polishers, 
wondering why such an interruption should 
be allowed, especially in that part of the ship, 
and in the ears of an invalid; and moreover, 
as the hatchets had anything but an at- 
tractive look, and the handlers of them still 
less so, it was, therefore, to tell the truth, 
not without some lurking reluctance, or even 
shrinking, it may be, that Captain Delano, 
with apparent complaisance, acquiesced in 
his host’s invitation. The more so, since, 
with an untimely caprice of punctilio, ren- 
dered distressing by his cadaverous aspect, 
Don Benito, with Castilian bows, solemnly 
insisted upon his guest’s preceding him up 
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the ladder leading to the elevation; where, task, and no matter what happens to the 
one on each side of the last step, sat for ar- ship. Why, even with my little band, I find 

morial supporters and sentries two of the such a course indispensable. I once kept a 

ominous file. Gingerly enough stepped good crew on my quarter-deck thrumming mats 
Captain Delano between them, and in the 5 for my cabin, when, for three days, I had 
instant of leaving them behind, like one run- given up my ship — mats, men, and all ■ — 
ning the gauntlet, he felt an apprehensive for a speedy loss, owing to the violence of a 

twitch in the calves of his legs. gale, in which we could do nothing but 

But when, facing about, he saw the whole helplessly drive before it.” 
file, like so many organ-grinders, still stupidly 10 “Doubtless, doubtless,” muttered Don 
intent on their work, unmindful of everything Benito. 

beside, he could not but smile at his late “But,” continued Captain Delano, again 
fidgety panic. glancing upon the oakum-pickers and then 

Presently, while standing with his host, at the hatchet-polishers, near by, “I see you 
looking forward upon the decks below, he 15 keep some, at least, of your host employed.” 
was struck by one of those instances of in- “Yes,” was again the vacant response, 

subordination previously alluded to. Three “Those old men there, shaking their pows 

black boys, with two Spanish boys, were from their pulpits,” continued Captain 

sitting together on the hatchets, scraping a Delano, pointing to the oakum-pickers, “seem 

rude wooden platter, in which some scanty 20 to act the part of old dominies to the rest, little 

mess had recently been cooked. Suddenly, heeded as their admonitions are at times, 

one of the black boys, enraged at a word Is this voluntary on their part, Don Benito, 

dropped by one of his white companions, or have you appointed them shepherds to 

seized a knife, and, though called to forbear your flock of black sheep?” 
by one of the oakum-pickers, struck the lad 25 “What posts they fill, I appointed them,” 
over the head, inflicting a gash from which rejoined the Spaniard in an acrid tone, as if 
blood flowed. resenting some supposed satiric reflection. 

In amazement. Captain Delano inquired “And these others, these Ashantee con- 
what this meant. To which the pale Don jurors here,” continued Captain Delano, 

Benito dully muttered, that it was merely the 30 rather uneasily eying the brandished steel of 

sport of the lad. the hatchet-polishers, where, in spots, it 

“Pretty serious sport, truly,” rejoined had been brought to a shine, “this seems a 

Captain Delano. “Had such a thing hap- curious business they are at, Don Benito?” 
pened on board the Bachelor’s Delight, in- “In the gales we met,” answered the 
stant punishment would have followed.” 35 Spaniard, “what of our general cargo was 
At these words the Spaniard turned upon not thrown overboard was much damaged 

the American one of his sudden, staring, by the brine. Since coming into calm 

half-lunatic looks; then, relapsing into his weather, I have had several cases of knives 

torpor, answered, “Doubtless, doubtless, and hatchets daily brought up for overhaul- 

Senor.” 40 ing and cleaning.” 

Is it, thought Captain Delano, that this “A prudent idea, Don Benito. You are 
helpless man is one of those paper captains part owner of ship and cargo, I presume; but 

I’ve known, who by policy wink at what by not of the slaves, perhaps?” 

power they cannot put down? I know no “I am owner of all you see,” impatiently 
sadder sight than a commander who has little 45 returned Don Benito, “except the main 
of command but the name. company of blacks, who belonged to my late 

“I should think, Don Benito,” he now friend Alexandro Aranda.” 
said, glancing towards the oakum-picker As he mentioned this name, his air was 
who had sought to interfere with the boys, heart-broken; his knees shook; his servant 
“that you would find it advantageous to 50 supported him. 

keep all your blacks employed, especially Thinking he divined the cause of such un- 
the younger ones, no matter at what useless usual emotion, to confirm his surmise. 
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Captain Delano, after a pause, said: “And 
may I ask, Don Benito, whether — since 
awhile ago you spoke of some cabin passengers 
— the friend, whose loss so afflicts you, at the 
outset of the voyage accompanied his blacks?” 

“Yes.” 

“But died of the fever?” 

“Died of the fever. — Oh, could I but — ” 

Again quivering, the Spaniard paused. 

“Pardon me,” said Captain Delano, lowly, 
“but I think that, by a sympathetic experi- 
ence, I conjecture, Don Benito, what it is 
that gives the keener edge to your grief. It 
was once my hard fortune to lose at sea, a 
dear friend, my own brother, then super- 
cargo. Assured of the welfare of his spirit, 
its departure I could have borne like a man; 
but that honest eye, that honest hand — both 
of which had so often met mine — and that 
warm heart; all, all — like scraps to the 
dogs — to throw all to the sharks ! It was 
then I vowed never to have for fellow- 
voyager a man I loved, unless, unbeknown 
to him, I had provided every requisite, in 
case of a fatality, for embalming his mortal 
part for interment on shore. Were your 
friend’s remains now on board this ship, 
Don Benito, not thus strangely would the 
mention of his name affect you.” 

“On board this ship?” echoed the Span- 
iard. Then, with horrified gestures, as di- 
rected against some spectre, he unconsciously 
fell into the ready arms of his attendant, who, 
with a silent appeal toward Captain Delano, 
seemed beseeching him not again to broach 
a theme so unspeakably distressing to his 
master. 

This poor fellow now, thought the pained 
American, is the victim of that sad super- 
stitition which associates goblins with the 
deserted body of man, as ghosts with an 
abandoned house. How unlike are we made ! 
What to me, in like case, would have been a 
solemn satisfaction, the bare suggestion, 
even, terrifies the Spaniard into this trance. , 
Poor Alexandro Aranda! what would you 
say could you here see your friend — who, 
on former voyages, when you, for months, 
Were left behind, has, I dare say, often 
longed, and longed, for one peep at you — j 
now transported with terror at the least 
thought of having you anyway nigh him. 
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At this moment, with a dreary grave-yard 
toll, betokening a flaw, the ship’s forecastle 
bell, smote by one of the grizzled oakum- 
pickers, proclaimed ten o’clock, through the 
5 leaden calm; when Captain Delano’s at- 
tention was caught by the moving figure of a 
gigantic black, emerging from the general 
crowd below, and slowly advancing towards 
the elevated poop. An iron collar was about 
10 his neck, from which depended a chain, 
thrice wound round his body; the terminating 
links padlocked together at a broad band of 
iron, his girdle. 

“How like a mute Atufal moves,” mur- 
15 mured the serv'ant. 

The black mounted the steps of the poop, 
and, like a brave prisoner, brought up to 
receive sentence, stood in unquailing mute- 
ness before Don Benito, now recovered from 
20 his attack. 

At the first glimpse of his approach, Don 
Benito had started, a resen tlul shadow swept 
over his face; and, as with the sudden mem- 
ory of bootless rage, his white lips glued 
together. 

This is some mulish mutineer, thought 
Captain Delano, surveying, not without a 
mixture of admiration, the colossal form of 
the negro. 

“See, he waits your question, master,” 
said the servant. 

Thus reminded, Don Benito, nervously 
averting his glance, as if shunning, by antici- 
pation, some rebellious response, in a dis- 
concerted voice, thus spoke: — 

“Atufal, will you ask my pardon now?” 

The black was silent. 

“Again, master,” murmured the servant, 
with bitter upbraiding eyeing his country- 
man, “again, master; he will bend to master 
yet.” 

“Answer,” said Don Benito, still averting 
his glance, “say but the one word, pardon, 
and your chains shall be off.” 

Upon this, the black, slowly raising both 
arms, let them lifelessly fall, his links clanking, 
his head bowed; as much as to say, “No, I 
am content.” 

“Go,” said Don Benito, with inkept and 
unknown emotion. 

Deliberately as he had come, the black 
obeyed. 
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“Excuse me, Don Benito,” said Captain 
Delano, “but this scene surprises me; what 
means it, pray?” 

“It means that that negro alone, of all the 
band, has given me peculiar cause of offence. < 
I have put him in chains; I ” 

Here he paused; his hand to his head, as 
if there were a swimming there, or a sudden 
bewilderment of memory had come over him; 
but meeting his servant’s kindly glance i 
seemed reassured, and proceeded : — 

“I could not scourge such a form. But I 
told him he must ask my pardon. As yet 
he has not. At my command, every two 
hours he stands before me.” i 

“And how long has this been?” 

“Some sixty days.” 

“And obedient in all else? And respect- 
ful?” 

“Yes.” 2 

“Upon my conscience, then,” exclaimed 
Captain Delano, impulsively, “he has a 
royal spirit in him, this fellow.” 

“He may have some right to it,” bitterly 
returned Don Benito; “he says he was king 2 
in his own land.” 

“Yes,” said the servant, entering a word, 
“those slits in Atufal’s ears once held wedges 
of gold; but poor Babo here, in his own land, 
was only a poor slave; a black man’s slave 3 
was Babo, who now is the white’s.” 

Somewhat annoyed by these conversational 
familiarities. Captain Delano turned curi- 
ously upon the attendant, then glanced 
inquiringly at his master; but, as if long 3 
wonted to these little informalities, neither 
master nor man seemed to understand him. 

“What, pray, was Atufal’s offence, Don 
Benito?” asked Captain Delano; “if it was 
not something very serious, take a fool’s ad- 4 
vice, and, in view of his general docility, as 
well as in some natural respect for his spirit, 
remit his penalty.” 

“No, no, master never will do that,” here 
murmured the servant to himself, “proud 4 
Atufal must first ask master’s pardon. The 
slave there carries the padlock, but master 
here carries the key.” 

His attention thus directed. Captain 
Delano now noticed for the first time, that, t 
suspended by a slender silken cord, from 
Don Benito’s neck, hung a key. At once. 


from the servant’s muttered syllables, divin- 
ing the key’s purpose, he smiled and said: • — 
“So, Don Benito — padlock and key — 
significant symbols, truly.” 

; Biting his lip, Don Benito faltered. 

Though the remark of Captain Delano, a 
man of such native simplicity as to be in- 
capable of satire or irony, had been dropped 
in playful allusion to the Spaniard’s singu- 
o larly evidenced lordship over the black; yet 
the hypochondriac seemed in some way to 
have taken it as a malicious reflection upon 
his confessed inability thus far to break down, 
at least, on a verbal summons, the en- 
5 trenched will of the slave. Deploring this 
supposed misconception, yet despairing of 
correcting it. Captain Delano shifted the 
subject; but finding his companion more 
than ever withdrawn, as if still slowly di- 
0 gesting the lees of the presumed affront 
above, mentioned, by-and-by Captain De- 
lano likewise became less talkative, oppressed, 
against his own will, by what seemed the 
secret vindictiveness of the morbidly sensitive 
Spaniard. But the good sailor, himself of a 
quite contrary disposition, refrained, on his 
part, alike from the appearance as from the 
feeling of resentment, and if silent, was only 
so from contagion. 

Presently the Spaniard, assisted by his 
servant somewhat discourteously crossed over 
from his guest; a procedure which, sensibly 
enough, might have been allowed to pass for 
idle caprice of ill-humor, had not master 
and man, lingering round the corner of the 
elevated skylight, began whispering to- 
gether in low voices. This was unpleasing. 
And more: the moody air of the Spaniard, 
which at times had not been without a sort 
of valetudinarian stateliness, now seemed 
anything but dignified; while the menial 
familiarity of the servant lost its original 
charm of simple-hearted attachment. 

In his embarrassment, the visitor turned 
his face to the other side of the ship. By so 
doing, his glance accidentally fell on a young 
Spanish sailor, a coil of rope in his hand, just 
stepped from the deck to the first round of 
the mizzen-rigging. Perhaps the man would 
not have been particularly noticed, were it 
not that, during his ascent to one of the 
yards, he, with a sort of covert intentness. 
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kept his eye fixed on Captain Delano, from 
whom, presently, it passed, as if by a natural 
sequence, to the two whisperers. 

His own attention thus redirected to that 
quarter. Captain Delano gave a slight start. 
From something in Don Benito’s manner 
just then, it seemed as if the visitor had, at 
least partly, been the subject of the withdrawn 
consultation going on — a conjecture as 
little agreeable to the guest as it was little 
flattering to the host. 

The singular alternations of courtesy and 
ill-breeding in the Spanish captain were un- 
accountable, except on one of two supposi- 
tions — innocent lunacy, or wicked imposture. 

But the first idea, though it might naturally 
have occurred to an indifferent observer, 
and, in some respects, had not hitherto been 
wholly a stranger to Captain Delano’s mind, 
yet, now that, in an incipient way, he began 
to regard the stranger’s conduct something 
in the light of an intentional affront, of 
course the idea of lunacy was virtually va- 
cated. But if not a lunatic, what then? Un- 
der the circumstances, would a gentleman, 
nay, any honest boor, act the part now acted 
by his host? The man was an impostor. 
Some low-born adventurer, masquerading 
as an oceanic grandee; yet so ignorant of the 
first requisites of mere gentlemanhood as to 
be betrayed into the present remarkable in- 
decorum. That strange ceremoniousness, 
too, at other times evinced, seemed not un- 
characteristic of one playing a part above his 
real level. Benito Cereno — Don Benito 
Cereno — a sounding name. One, too, at 
that period, not unknown, in the surname, 
to supercargoes and sea captains trading 
along the Spanish Main, as belonging to one 
of the most enterprising and extensive mer- 
cantile families in all those provinces; several 
members of it having titles; a sort of Castilian 
Rothschild, with a noble brother, or cousin, 
in every great trading town of South Amer- 
ica. The alleged Don Benito was in early 
manhood, about twenty-nine or thirty. To 
assume a sort of roving cadetship in the 
maritime affairs of such a house, what more 
likely scheme for a young knave of talent 
and spirit? But the Spaniard was a pale 
invalid. Never mind. For even to the 
degree of simulating mortal disease, the craft 


of some tricksters had been known to attain. 
To think that, under the aspect of infantile 
weakness, the most savage energies might 
be couched — those velvets of the Spaniard 
5 but the velvet paw to his fangs. 

From no train of thought did these fancies 
come; not from within, but from without; 
suddenly, too, and in one throng, like hoar 
frost; yet as soon to vanish as the mild sun of 
lo Captain Delano’s good-nature regained its 
meridian. 

Glancing over once again towards his 
host — whose side-face, revealed above the 
skylight, was now' turned toward him — he 
15 was struck by the profile, whose clearness of 
cut was refined by the thinness incident to 
ill-health, as well as ennobled about the chin 
by the beard. Away with suspicion. He 
was a true off-shoot of a true hidalgo Cereno. 
20 Relieved by these and other better 
thoughts, the visitor, lightly humming a 
tune, now began indifferently pacing the 
poop, so as not to betray to Don Benito that 
he had at all mistrusted incivility, much less 
25 duplicity; for such mistrust would yet be 
proved illusory, and by the event; though, 
for the present, the circumstance which had 
provoked that distrust remained unexplained. 
But when that little mystery should have been 
30 cleared up, Captain Delano thought he 
might extremely regret it, did he allow Don 
Benito to become aware that he had in- 
dulged in ungenerous surmises. In short, 
to the Spaniard’s black-letter text, it was 
35 best, for a while, to leave open margin. 

Presently, his pale face twitching and over- 
cast, the Spaniard, still supported by his 
attendant, moved over towards his guest, 
when, with even more than his usual embar- 
40 rassment, and a strange sort of intriguing 
intonation in his husky whisper, the following 
conversation began: — 

“Sehor, may I ask how long you have lain 
at this isle?” 

45 “Oh, but a day or two, Don Benito.” 

“And from what port are you last?” 

“Canton.” 

“And there, Sehor, you exchanged your 
seal-skins for teas and silks, I think you said?” 
50 “Yes. Silks, mostly.” 

“And the balance you took in specie, 
perhaps?” 
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Captain Delano, fidgeting a little, an- 
swered — 

“Yes; some silver; not a very great deal, 
though.” 

“Ah — well. May I ask how many men 5 
have you, Sehor?” 

Captain Delano slightly started, but an- 
swered — 

“About five-and-twenty, all told.” 

“And at present, Senor, all on board, I 10 
suppose?” 

“All on board, Don Benito,” replied the 
Captain, now with satisfaction. 

“And will be to-night, Senor?” 

At this last question, following so many 15 
pertinacious ones, for the soul of him Captain 
Delano could not but look very earnestly at 
the questioner, who, instead of meeting the 
glance, with every token of craven discom- 
posure dropped his eyes to the deck; present- 20 
ing an unworthy contrast to his servant, who, 
just then, was kneeling at his feet, adjusting a 
loose shoe-buckle; his disengaged face mean- 
time, with humble curiosity, turned openly 
up into his master’s downcast one. 25 

The Spaniard, still with a guilty shuffle, 
repeated his question: 

“And — and will be to-night, Senor?” 

“Yes, for aught I know,” returned Captain 
Delano — “but nay,” rallying himself into 30 
fearless truth, “some of them talked of going 
off on another fishing party about midnight.” 

“Your ships generally go — go more or 
less armed, 1 believe, Senor?” 

“Oh, a six-pounder or two, in case of 35 
emergency,” was the intrepidly indifferent 
reply, “with a small stock of muskets, seal- 
ing spears, and cutlasses, you know.” 

As he thus responded, Captain Delano 
again glanced at Don Benito, but the latter’s 40 
eyes were averted; while abruptly and awk- 
wardly shifting the subject, he made some 
peevish allusion to the calm, and then, with- 
out apology, once more, with his attendant, 
withdrew to the opposite bulwarks, where the 45 
whispering was resumed. 

At this moment, and ere Captain Delano 
could cast a cool thought upon what had 
just passed, the young Spanish sailor, before 
mentioned, was seen descending from the 50 
rigging. In act of stooping over to spring 
inboard to the deck, his voluminous, un- 


confined frock, or shirt, of coarse woolen, 
much spotted with tar, opened out far down 
the chest, revealing a soiled under garment 
of what seemed the finest linen, edged, about 
the neck, with a narrow blue ribbon, sadly 
faded and worn. At this moment the young 
sailor’s eye was again fixed on the whisperers, 
and Captain Delano thought he observed a 
lurking significance in it, as if silent signs, of 
some Freemason sort, had that instant been 
interchanged. 

This once more impelled his own glance in 
the direction of Don Benito, and, as before, 
he could not but infer that himself formed 
the subject of the conference. He paused. 
The sound of the hatchet-polishing fell on 
his ears. He cast another swift side-look at 
the two. They had the air of conspirators. 
In connection with the late questionings, and 
the incident of the young sailor, these things 
now begat such return of involuntary sus- 
picion, that the singular guilelessness of the 
American could not endure it. Plucking up 
a gay and humorous expression, he crossed 
over to the two rapidly, saying: — “Ha, 
Don Benito, your black here seems high in 
your trust; a sort of privy-counsellor, in fact.” 

Upon this, the servant looked up with a 
good-natured grin, but the master started 
as from a venomous bite. It was a moment 
or two before the Spaniard sufficiently re- 
covered himself to reply; which he did, at 
last, with cold constraint: — “Yes, Senor, I 
have trust in Babo.” 

Here Babo, changing his previous grin of 
mere animal humor into an intelligent smile, 
not ungratefully eyed his master. 

Finding that the Spaniard now stood silent 
and reserved, as if involuntarily, or pur- 
posely giving hint that his guest’s proximity 
was inconvenient just then. Captain Delano, 
unwilling to appear uncivil even to incivility 
itself, made some trivial remark and moved 
off; again and again turning over in his mind 
the mysterious demeanor of Don Benito 
Cereno. 

He had descended from the poop, and, 
wrapped in thought, was passing near a dark 
hatchway, leading down into the steerage, 
when, perceiving motion there, he looked to 
see what moved. The same instant there 
was a sparkle in the shadowy hatchway, and 
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he saw one of the Spanish sailors, prowling 
there, hurriedly placing his hand in the 
bosom of his frock, as if hiding something. 
Before the man could have been certain 
who it was that was passing, he slunk below 
out of sight. But enough was seen of him to 
make it sure that he was the same young 
sailor before noticed in the rigging. 

What was that which so sparkled? thought 
Captain Delano. It was no lamp — no 
match — no live coal. Could it have been a 
jewel? But how come sailors with jewels? 
— or with silk-trimmed under-shirts either? 
Has he been robbing the trunks of the dead 
cabin-passengers? But if so, he would hardly 
wear one of the stolen articles on board ship 
here. Ah, ah — if, now, that was, indeed, a 
secret sign I saw passing between this sus- 
picious fellow and his captain while since; 
if I could only be certain that, in my uneasi- 
ness, my senses did not deceive me, then 

Here, passing from one suspicious thing to 
another, his mind revolved the strange 
questions put to him concerning his ship. 

By a curious coincidence, as each point was 
recalled, the black wizards of Ashantee 
would strike up with their hatchets, as in 
ominous comment on the white stranger’s 
thoughts. Pressed by such enigmas and 
portents, it would have been almost against 
nature, had not, even into the least distrustful 
heart, some ugly misgivings obtruded. 

Observing the ship now helplessly fallen 
into a current, with enchanted sails, drifting 
with increased rapidity seaward; and noting 
that, from a lately intercepted projection of 
the land, the sealer was hidden, the stout 
mariner began to quake at thoughts which he 
barely durst confess to himself. Above all, 
he began to feel a ghostly dread of Don 
Benito. And yet when he roused himself, 
dilated his chest, felt himself strong on his 
legs, and coolly considered it — what did 
all these phantoms amount to? 

Had the Spaniard any sinister scheme, it 
must have reference not so much to him 
(Captain Delano) as to his ship (the Bach- 
elor’s Delight). Hence the present drifting 
away of the one ship from the other, instead 
of favoring any such possible scheme, was, 
for the time at least, opposed to it. Clearly 
any suspicion, combining such contradictions, 


must need be delusive. Beside, was it not 
absurd to think of a vessel in distress — a 
vessel by sickness almost dismanned of her 
crew — a vessel whose inmates were parched 
for water — was it not a thousand times 
absurd that such a craft should, at present, 
be of a piratical character; or her commander, 
either for himself or those under Kim, cherish 
any desire but for speedy relief and refresh- 
ment? But then, might not general distress, 
and thirst in particular, be affected? And 
might not that same undiminished Spanish 
crew, alleged to have perished off to a rem- 
nant, be at that very moment lurking in the 
hold? On heart-broken pretence of en- 
treating a cup of cold water, fiends in human 
form had got into lonely dwellings, nor re- 
tired until a dark deed had been done. And 
among the Malay pirates, it was no unusual 
thing to lure ships after them into their 
treacherous harbors, or entice boarders 
from a declared enemy at sea, by the spectacle 
of thinly manned or vacant decks, beneath 
which prowled a hundred spears with yellow 
arms ready to upthrust them through the 
mats. Not that Captain Delano had en- 
tirely credited such things. He had heard of 
them — and now, as stories, they recurred. 
The present destination of the ship was the 
anchorage. There she would be near his 
own vessel. Upon gaining that vicinity, 
might not the San Dominick, like a slumber- 
ing volcano, suddenly let loose energies now 
hid? 

He recalled the Spaniard’s manner while 
telling his story. There was a gloomy 
hesitancy and subterfuge about it. It was 
just the manner of one making up his tale 
for evil purposes, as he goes. But if that story 
was not true, what was the truth? That the 
ship had unlawfully come into the Spaniard’s 
possession? But in many of its details, espe- 
cially in reference to the more calamitous 
parts, such as the fatalities among the seamen, 
the consequent prolonged beating about, the 
past sufferings from obstinate calms, and stiL 
continued suffering from thirst; in all these 
points, as well as others, Don Benito’s story 
had corroborated not only the wailing ejacu- 
lations of the indiscriminate multitude, white 
and black, but likewise — what seemed im- 
possible to counterfeit — by the very ex- 
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pression and play of every human feature, 
which Captain Delano saw. If Don Benito’s 
story was, throughout, an invention, then 
every soul on board, down to the youngest 
negress, was his carefully drilled recruit in 
the plot: an incredible inference. And yet, 
if there was ground for mistrusting his verac- 
ity, that inference was a legitimate one. 

But those questions of the Spaniard. 
There, indeed, one might pause. Did they 
not seem put with much the same object 
with which the burglar or assassin, by day- 
time, reconnoitres the walls of a house? 
But, with ill purposes, to solicit such in- 
formation openly of the chief person en- 
dangered, and so, in effect, setting him on 
his guard; how unlikely a procedure was 
that? Absurd, then, to suppose that those 
questions had been prompted by evil de- 
signs. Thus, the same conduct, which, in 
this instance, had raised the alarm, served 
to dispel it. In short, scarce any suspicion 
or uneasiness, however, apparently reason- 
able at the time, which was not now, with 
equal apparent reason, dismissed. 

At last, he began to laugh at his former 
forebodings; and laugh at the strange ship 
for, in its aspect someway siding with them, 
as it were; and laugh, too, at the odd-looking 
blacks, particularly those old scissors-grinders, 
the Ashantees; and those bed-ridden old 
knitting women, the oakum-pickers; and 
almost at the dark Spaniard himself, the 
central hobgoblin of all. 

For the rest, whatever in a serious way 
seemed enigmatical, was now good-naturedly 
explained away by the thought that, for the 
most part the poor invalid scarcely knew 
what he was about; either sulking in black 
vapors, or putting idle questions without 
sense or object. Evidently, for the present, 
the man was not fit to be intrusted with the 
ship. On some benevolent plea with- 
drawing the command from him, Captain 
Delano would yet have to send her to 
Conception in charge of his second mate, a 
worthy person and good navigator — a plan 
not more convenient for the San Dominick 
than for Don Benito; for, relieved from all 
anxiety, keeping wholly to his cabin, the 
sick man, under the good nursing of his 
servant, would probably, by the end of the 


passage, be in a measure restored to health, 
and with that he should also be restored to 
authority. 

Such were the American’s thoughts. They 
S were tranquilizing. There was a difference 
between the idea of Don Benito’s darkly 
pre-ordaining Captain Delano’s fate, and 
Captain Delano’s lightly arranging Don 
Benito’s. Nevertheless, it was not without 
something of relief that the good seaman 
presently perceived his whale-boat in the 
distance. Its absence had been prolonged 
by unexpected detention at the sealer’s side, 
as well as its returning trip lengthened by 
the continual recession of the goal. 

The advancing speck was observed by the 
blacks. Their shouts attracted the attention 
of Don Benito, who, with a return of cour- 
tesy, approaching Captain Delano, ex- 
pressed satisfaction at the coming of some 
supplies, slight and temporary as they must 
necessarily prove. 

Captain Delano responded; but while do- 
ing so, his attention was drawn to something 
passing on the deck below: among the 
crowd climbing the landward bulwarks, 
anxiously watching the coming boat, two 
blacks, to all appearances accidentally in- 
commoded by one of the sailors, violently 
pushed him aside, which the sailor someway 
resenting, they dashed him to the deck, de- 
spite the earnest cries of the oakum-pickers. 

“Don Benito,” said Captain Delano quickly, 
“do you see what is going on there? Look !” 

But, seized by his cough, the Spaniard 
staggered, with both hands to his face, on the 
point of falling. Captain Delano would 
have supported him, but the servant was 
more alert, who, with one hand sustaining 
his master, with the other applied the cordial. 
Don Benito restored, the black withdrew his 
support, slipping aside a little, but dutifully 
remaining within call of a whisper. Such 
discretion was here evinced as quite wiped 
away, in the visitor’s eyes, any blemish of 
impropriety which might have attached to 
the attendant, from the indecorous con- 
ferences before mentioned; showing, too, 
that if the servant were to blame, it might be 
more the master’s fault than his own, since, 
when left to himself, he could conduct thus 
well. 
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His glance called away from the spectacle 
of disorder to the more pleasing one before 
him, Captain Delano could not avoid again 
congratulating his host upon possessing such 
a servant, who, though perhaps a little too 5 
forward now and then, must upon the whole 
be invaluable to one in the invalid’s situation. 

“Tell me, Don Benito,” he added, with a 
smile — ‘T should like to have your man 
here, myself — what will you take for him? ic 
Would fifty doubloons be any object?” 

“Master wouldn’t part with Babo for a 
thousand doubloons,” murmured the black, 
overhearing the offer, and taking it in earnest, 
and, with the strange vanity of a faithful 1 = 
slave, appreciated by his master, scorning to 
hear so paltry a valuation put upon him by a 
stranger. But Don Benito, apparently hardly 
yet completely restored, and again inter- 
rupted by his cough, made but some broken 2( 
reply. 

Soon his physical distress became so great, 
affecting his mind, too, apparentlv, that, as 
if to screen the sad spectacle, the servant 
gently conducted his master below. 2 

Left to himself, the American, to while 
away the time till his boat should arrive, 
would have pleasantly accosted some one of 
the few Spanish seamen he saw; but recalling 
something that Don Benito had said touch- 3 
ing their ill conduct, he refrained; as a ship- 
master indisposed to countenance cowardice 
or unfaithfulness in seamen. 

While, with these thoughts, standing with 
eye directed forward towards that handful 3 
of sailors, suddenly he thought that one or 
two of them returned the glance and with a 
sort of meaning. He rubbed his eyes, and 
looked again; but again seemed to see the 
same thing. Under a new form, but more a 
obscure than any previous one, the old 
suspicions recurred, but, in the absence of 
Don Benito, with less of panic than before. 
Despite the bad account given of the sailors, 
Captain Delano resolved forthwith to accost . 
one of them. Descending the poop, he made 
his way through the blacks, his movement 
drawing a queer cry from the oakum-pickers, 
prompted by whom, the negroes, twitching 
each other aside, divided before him; but, ^ ■ 
if curious to see what was the object of this 
deliberate visit to their Ghetto, closing in 


behind, in tolerable order, followed the 
white stranger up. His progress thus pro- 
claimed as by mounted kings-at-arms, and 
escorted as by a Caffre guard of honor. Cap- 
tain Delano, assuming a good-humored, off- 
hand air, continued to advance; now and 
then saying a blithe word to the negroes, 
and his eye curiously surveying the white 
faces, here and there sparsely mixed in with 
the blacks, like stray white pawns venturously 
involved in the ranks of the chess-men op- 
posed. 

While thinking which of them to select 
for his purpose, he chanced to observe a 
sailor seated on the deck engaged in tarring 
the strap of a large block, a circle of blacks 
squatted round him inquisitively eyeing 
tile process. 

The mean employment of the man was in 
contrast with something superior in his 
figure. His hand, black with continually 
thrusting it into the tar-pot held for him by 
a negro, seemed not naturally allied to his 
face, a face which would have been a very 
5 fine one but for its haggardness. Whether 
this haggardness had aught to do with 
criminality, could not be determined; since, 
as intense heat and cold, though unlike, 
produce like sensations, so innocence and 
guilt, when, through casual association with 
mental pain, stamping any visible impress, 
use one seal — a hacked one. 

Not again that this reflection occurred to 
Captain Delano at the time, charitable man 
as he was. Rather another idea. Because 
observing so singular a haggardness to be 
combined with a dark eye, averted as in 
trouble and shame, and then, again recalling 
Don Benito’s confessed ill opinion of his 
crew, insensibly he was operated upon by 
certain general notions which, while dis- 
connecting pain and abashment from virtue, 
as invariably link them with vice. 

If, indeed, there be any wickedness on 
board this ship, thought Captain Delano, 
be sure that man there has fouled his hand in 
it, even as now he fouls it in the pitch. I 
don’t like to accost him. I will speak to this 
other, this old Jack here on the windlass. 

He advanced to an old Barcelona tar, in 
ragged red breeches and dirty nightcap, 
cheeks trenched and bronzed, whiskers 
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dense as thorn hedges. Seated between 
two sleepy-looking Africans, this mariner, 
like his younger shipmate, was employed 
upon some rigging — splicing a cable — 
the sleepy-looking blacks performing the in- 
ferior function of holding the outer parts of 
the ropes for him. 

Upon Captain Delano’s approach, the 
man at once hung his head below its previous 
level; the one necessary for business. It 
appeared as if he desired to be thought ab- 
sorbed, with more than common fidelity, 
in his task. Being addressed, he glanced up, 
but with what seemed a furtive, diffident 
air, which sat strangely enough on his 
weather-beaten visage, much as if a grizzly 
bear, instead of growling and biting, should 
simper and cast sheep’s eyes. He was asked 
several questions concerning the voyage — 
questions purposely referring to several 
particulars in Don Benito’s narrative, not 
previously corroborated by those impulsive 
cries greeting the visitor on first coming on 
board. The questions were briefly answered, 
confirming all that remained to be confirmed 
of the story. The negroes about the windlass 
joined in with the old sailor; but, as they 
became talkative, he by degrees became 
mute, and at length quite glum, seemed 
morosely unwilling to answer more ques- 
dons, and yet, all the while, this ursine air 
was somehow mixed with his sheepish one. 

Despairing of getting into unembarrassed 
talk with such a centaur. Captain Delano, 
after glancing round for more promising 
countenance, but seeing none, spoke pleas- 
antly to the blacks to make way for him; and 
so, amid various grins and grimaces, returned 
to the poop, feeling a little strange at first, he 
could hardly tell why, but upon the whole 
with regained confidence in Benito Cereno. 

How plainly, thought he, did that old 
whiskerando yonder betray a consciousness 
of ill desert. No doubt, when he saw me 
coming, he dreaded lest I, apprised by his 
Captain of the crew’s general misbehavior, 
came with sharp words for him, and so 
down with his head. And yet — and yet, 
now that I think of it, that very old feUow, 
if I err not, was one of those who seemed so 
earnestly eying me here awhile since. Ah, 
these currents spin one’s head round almost 


as much as they do the ship. Ha, there 
now’s a pleasant sort of sunny sight; quite 
sociable, too. 

His attention had been drawn to a slumber- 
5 ing negress, partly disclosed through the 
lace-work of some rigging, lying, with youth- 
ful limbs carelessly disposed, under the lee 
of the bulwarks, like a doe in the shade of a 
woodland rock. Sprawling at her lapped 
lo breasts, was her wide-awake fawn, stark 
naked, its black little body half lifted from 
the deck, crosswise with its dam’s; its hands, 
like two paws, clambering upon her; its 
mouth and nose ineffectually rooting to get 
15 at the mark; and meantime giving a vexa- 
tious half-grunt, blending with the com- 
posed snore of the negress. 

The uncommon vigor of the child at length 
roused the mother. She started up, at a 
20 distance facing Captain Delano. But as if 
not at all concerned at the attitude in which 
she had been caught, delightedly she caught 
the child up, with maternal transports, cov- 
ering it with kisses. 

25 There’s naked nature, now; pure tender- 
ness and love, thought Captain Delano, well 
pleased. 

This incident prompted him to remark 
the other negresses more particularly than 
30 before. He was gratified with their man- 
ners; like most uncivilized women, they 
seemed at once tender of heart and tough of 
constitution; equally ready to die for their 
infants or fight for them. Unsophisticated as 
35 leopardesses; loving as doves. Ah! thought 
Captain Delano, these, perhaps, are some of 
the very women whom Ledyard saw in 
Africa, and gave such a noble account of. 

These natural sights somehow insensibly 
40 deepened his confidence and ease. At last 
he looked to see how his boat was getting on; 
but it was still pretty remote. He turned to 
see if Don Benito had returned; but he had 
not. 

45 To change the scene, as well as to please 
himself with a leisurely observation of the 
coming boat, stepping over into the mizzen- 
chains, he clambered his way into the star- 
board quarter-gallery — one of those aban- 
50 doned Venetian-looking water-balconies pre- 
viously mentioned — retreats cut off from 
the deck. As his foot pressed the half-damp. 
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half-dry sea-mosses matting the place, and a 
chance phantom cats-paw — an islet of 
breeze, unheralded, unfollowed — as this 
ghostly cats-paw came fanning his cheek; as 
his glance fell upon the row of small, round 5 
dead-lights — all closed like coppered eyes of 
the coffined — and the state-cabin door, 
once connecting with the gallery, even as the 
dead-lights had once looked out upon it, but 
now calked fast like a sarcophagus lid; and 1. 
to a purple-black, tarred-over panel, thresh- 
old, and post; and he bethought him of the 
time, when that state-cabin and this state- 
balcony had heard the voices of the Spanish 
king’s officers, and the forms of the Lima i 
viceroy’s daughters had perhaps leaned where 
he stood — as these and other images flitted 
through his mind, as the cats-paw through 
the calm, gradually he felt rising a dreamy 
inquietude, like that of one who alone on the 2 
prairie feels unrest from the repose of the 
noon. 

He leaned against the carved balustrade, 
again looking off toward his boat; but found 
his eye falling upon the ribbon grass, trailing 2; 
along the ship’s waterline, straight as a 
border of green box; and parterres of sea- 
weed, broad ovals and crescents, floating 
nigh and far, with what seemed long formal 
alleys between, crossing the terraces of swells, 3 
and sweeping round as if leading to the grot- 
toes below. And overhanging all was the 
balustrade by his arm, which, partly stained 
with pitch and partly embossed with moss, 
seemed the charred ruin of some summer- 3 
house in a grand garden long running to 
waste. 

Trying to break one charm, he was but 
becharmed anew. Though upon the wide 
sea, he seemed in some far inland country; 4 
prisoner in some deserted chateau, left to 
stare at empty grounds, and peer out at 
vague roads, where never wagon or way- 
farer passed. 

But these enchantments were a little dis- 4 
enchanted as his eye fell on the corroded 
main-chains. Of an ancient style, massy 
and rusty in hnk, shackle and bolt, they 
seemed even more fit for the ship’s present 
business than the one for which she had been 5 
built. 

Presently he thought something moved 


nigh the chains. He rubbed his eyes, and 
looked hard. Groves of rigging were about 
the chains; and there, peering from behind a 
great stay, like an Indian from behind a 
hemlock, a Spanish sailor, a marlingspike 
in his hand, was seen, who made what 
seemed an imperfect gesture towards the 
balcony, but immediately, as if alarmed by 
some advancing step along the deck within, 

0 vanished into the recesses of the hempen 
forest, like a poacher. 

What meant this? Something the man 
had sought to communicate, unbeknown to 
any one, even to his captain. Did the secret 
5 involve aught unfavourable to his captain? 
Were those previous misgivings of Captain 
Delano’s about to be verified? Or, in his 
haunted mood at the moment, had some 
random, unintentional motion of the man, 
o while busy with the stay, as if repairing it, 
been mistaken for a significant beckoning? 

Not unbewildcred, again he gazed off for 
his boat. But it was temporarily hidden by 
a rocky spur of the isle. As with some eager- 
ness he bent forward, watching for the first 
shooting view of its beak, the balustrade 
gave way before him like charcoal. Had he 
not clutched an outreaching rope he would 
have fallen into the sea. The crash, though 
feeble, and the fall, though hollow, of the 
rotten fragments, must have been overheard. 
He glanced up. With sober curiosity peer- 
ing down upon him was one of the old oakum- 
pickers, slipped from his perch to an outside 
boom; while below the old negro, and, in- 
visible to him, reconnoitering from a port' 
hole like a fox from the mouth of its den, 
crouched the Spanish sailor again. From 
something suddenly suggested by the man’s 
air, the mad idea now darted into Captain 
Delano’s mind, that Don Benito’s plea of 
indisposition, in withdrawing below, was 
but a pretense: that he was engaged there 
maturing some plot, of which the sailor, by 
some means gaining an inkling, had a mind 
to warn the stranger against; incited, it u ay 
be, by gratitude for a kind word on first 
boarding the ship. Was it from foreseeing 
some possible interference like this, that Don 
Benito had, beforehand, given such a bad 
character of his sailors, while praising the 
negroes; though, indeed, the former seemed 
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as docile as the latter the contrary? The 
whites, too, by nature, were the shrewder 
race. A man with some evil design, would 
he not be likely to speak well of that stupidity 
which was blind to his depravity, and 
malign that intelligence from which it might 
not be hidden? Not unlikely, perhaps. But 
if the whites had dark secrets concerning 
Don Benito, could then Don Benito be any 
way in complicity with the blacks? But they 
were too stupid. Besides, who ever heard of 
a white so far a renegade as to apostatize 
from his very species almost, by leaguing in 
against it with negroes? These difficulties 
recalled former ones. Lost in their mazes. 
Captain Delano, who had now regained the 
deck, was uneasily advancing along it, 
when he observed a new face; an aged sailor 
seated cross-legged near the main hatchway. 
His skin was shrunk up with wrinkles like a 
pelican’s empty pouch; his hair frosted; his 
countenance grave and composed. His 
hands were full of ropes, which he was work- 
ing into a large knot. Some blacks were 
about him obligingly dipping the strands for 
him, here and there, as the exigencies of the 
operation demanded. 

Captain Delano crossed over to him, and 
stood in silence surveying the knot; his mind, 
by a not uncongenial transition, passing 
from its own entanglements to those of the 
hemp. For intricacy such a knot he had 
never seen in an American ship, or indeed 
any other. The old man looked like an 
Egyptian priest, making Gordian knots for 
the temple of Ammon. The knot seemed a 
combination of double-bowline-knot, treble- 
crown-knot, back-handed-well-knot, knot- 
in-and-out-knot, and jamming-knot. 

At last, puzzled to comprehend the mean- 
ing of such a knot. Captain Delano addressed 
the knotter: 

“What are you knotting there, my man?” 

“The knot,” was the brief reply, without 
looking up. 

“So it seems; but what is it for?” 

“For some one else to undo,” muttered 
back the old man, plying his fingers harder 
than ever, the knot being now nearly com- 
pleted. 

While Captain Delano stood watching 
him, suddenly the old man threw the knot 


towards him, saying in broken English, — 
the first heard in the ship, — something to 
this effect: “Undo it, cut it, quick.” It was 
said lowly, but with such condensation of 
S rapidity, that the long, slow words in Spanish, 
which had preceded and followed, almost 
operated as covers to the brief English be- 
tween. 

For a moment, knot in hand, and knot in 
lo head. Captain Delano stood mute; while, 
without further heeding him, the old man 
was now intent upon other ropes. Presently 
there was a slight stir behind Captain 
Delano. Turning, he saw the chained negro, 
15 Atufal, standing quietly there. The next 
moment the old sailor rose, muttering, and, 
followed by his subordinate negroes, re- 
moved to the forward part of the ship, where 
in the crowd he disappeared. 

20 An elderly negro, in a clout like an infant’s, 
and with a pepper and salt head, and a kind 
of attorney air, now approached Captain 
Delano. In tolerable Spanish, and with a 
good-natured, knowing wink, he informed 
25 him that the old knotter was simple-witted, 
but harmless; often playing his old tricks. 
The negro concluded by begging the knot, for 
of course the stranger would not care to be 
troubled with it. Unconsciously, it was 
30 handed to him. With a sort of conge, the 
negro received it, and, turning his back, 
ferreted into it like a detective custom-house 
officer after smuggled laces. Soon, with some 
African word, equivalent to pshaw, he tossed 
35 the knot overboard. 

All this is very queer now, thought Captain 
Delano, with a qualmish sort of emotion; 
but, as one feeling incipient sea-sickness, 
he strove, by ignoring the symptoms, to get 
40 rid of the malady. Once more he looked off 
for his boat. To his delight, it was now again 
in view, leaving the rocky spur astern. 

The sensation here experienced, after at 
first relieving his uneasiness, with unforeseen 
45 efficacy soon began to remove it. The less 
distant sight of that well-known boat — 
showing it, not as before, half blended with 
the haze, but with outline defined, so that its 
individuality, like a man’s, was manifest; 
50 that boat. Rover by name, which, though 
now in strange seas, had often pressed the 
beach of Captain Delano’s home, and. 
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brought to its threshold for repairs, had 
familiarly lain there, as a Newfoundland dog; 
the sight of that household boat evoked a 
thousand trustful associations, which, con- 
trasted with previous suspicions, filled him s 
not only with lightsome confidence, but 
somehow with half humorous self-reproaches 
at his former lack of it. 

“What, I, Amasa Delano — Jack of the 
Beach, as they called me when a lad — I, n 
Amasa; the same that, duck-satchel in hand, 
used to paddle along the waterside to the 
school-house made from the old hulk — I, 
little Jack of the Beach, that used to go berry- 
ing with cousin Nat and the rest; I to be i 
murdered here at the ends of the earth, on 
board a haunted pirate-ship by a horrible 
Spaniard? Too nonsensical to think of! 
Who would murder Amasa Delano? His 
conscience is clean. There is some one 2 
above. Fie, fie. Jack of the Beach! you are 
a child indeed; a child of the second child- 
hood, old boy; you are beginning to dote and 
drule, Tm afraid.” 

Light of heart and foot, he stepped aft, and 2 
there was met by Don Benito’s servant, who, 
with a pleasing expression, responsive to his 
own present feelings, informed him that his 
master had recovered from the effects of his 
coughing fit, and had just ordered him to go ;; 
present his compliments to his good guest, 
Don Amasa, and say that he (Don Benito) 
would soon have the happiness to rejoin him. 

There now, do you mark that? again 
thought Captain Delano, walking the poop. ; 
What a donkey I was. This kind gentleman 
who here sends me his kind compliments, 
he, but ten minutes ago, dark-lantem in 
hand, was dodging round some old grind- 
stone in the hold, sharpening a hatchet for - 
me, I thought. Well, well; these long calms 
have a morbid effect on the mind, I’ve often 
heard, though I never believed it before. 
Ha! glancing towards the boat; there’s 
Rover; good dog; a white bone in her mouth. 
A pretty big bone though, seems to me. ’ 
What? Yes, she has fallen afoul of the 
bubbling tiderip there. It sets her the other 
way, too, for the time. Patience. 

It was now about noon, though, from the 
grayness of everything, it seemed to be getting 
towards dusk. 


The calm was confirmed. In the far dis- 
tance, away from the influence of land, the 
leaden ocean seemed laid out and leaded up, 
its course finished, soul gone, defunct. But 
the current from landward, where the ship 
was, increased; silently sweeping her further 
and further towards the tranced waters 
beyond. 

Still, from his knowledge of those latitudes, 

0 cherishing hopes of a breeze, and a fair and 
fresh one, at any moment, Captain Delano, 
despite present prospects, buoyantly counted 
upon bringing the San Dominick safely to 
anchor ere night. The distance swept over 
5 was nothing; since, with a good wind, ten 
minutes’ sailing would retrace more than 
sixty minutes’, drifting. Meantime, one mo- 
ment turning to mark “Rover” fighting the 
tide-rip, and the next to see Don Benito ap- 
o proaching, he continued walking the poop. 

Gradually he felt a vexation arising from 
the delay of his boat; this soon merged into 
uneasiness; and at last — his eye falling 
continually, as from a stage-box into the pit, 
upon the strange crowd before and below 
him, and, by-and-by, recognizing there the 
face — now composed to indifference of 
the Spanish sailor who had seemed to beckon 
from the main-chains — something of his 
old trepidations returned. 

Ah, thought he — gravely enough — this 
is like the ague: because it went off, it follows 
not that it won’t come back. 

Though ashamed of the relapse, he could 
not altogether subdue it; and so, exerting 
his good-nature to the utmost, insensibly he 
came to a compromise. 

Yes, this is a strange craft; a strange his- 
tory, too, and strange folks on board. But 
— nothing more. 

By way of keeping his mind out of mischief 
till the boat should arrive, he tried to occupy 
it with turning over and over, in a purely 
speculative sort of way, some lesser peculiar- 
ities of the captain and crew. Among others, 
four curious points recurred: 

First, the affair of the Spanish lad assailed 
with a knife by the slave boy; an act winked 
at by Don Benito. Second, the tyranny in 
Don Benito’s treatment of Atufal, the black; 
as if a child should lead a bull of the Nile by 
the ring in his nose. Third, the trampling 
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of the sailor by the two negroes; a piece of 
insolence passed over without so much as a 
reprimand. Fourth, the cringing submission 
to their master of all the ships’ underlings, 
mostly blacks; as if by the least inadvertence 5 
they feared to draw down his despotic dis- 
pleasure. 

Coupling these points, they seemed some- 
what contradictory. But what then, thought 
Captain Delano, glancing towards his now i, 
nearing boat — what then? Why, Don 
Benito is a very capricious commander. But 
he is not the first of the sort I have seen; 
though it’s true he rather exceeds any other. 
But as a nation — continued he in his i 
reveries — these Spaniards are all an odd set; 
the very word Spaniard has a curious, con- 
spirator, Guy-Fawkish twang to it. And 
yet, I dare say, Spaniards in the main are as 
good folks as any in Duxbury, Massachusetts. 21 
Ah, good! At last “Rover” has come. 

As, with its welcome freight, the boat 
touched the side, the oakum-pickers, with 
venerable gestures, sought to restrain the 
blacks, who, at the sight of three gurried 2 
water-casks in its bottom, and a pile of wilted 
pumpkins in its bow, hung over the bulwarks 
in disorderly raptures. 

Don Benito, with his servant, now ap- 
peared; his coming, perhaps, hastened by 3 
hearing the noise. Of him Captain Delano 
sought permission to serve out the water, so 
that all might share alike, and none injure 
themseh^es by unfair excess. But sensible, 
and, on Don Benito’s account, kind as this 3 
offer was, it was received with what seemed 
impatience; as if aware that he lacked energy 
as a commander, Don Benito, with the true 
jealousy of weakness, resented as an affront 
any interference. So, at least. Captain 4 
Delano inferred. 

In another moment the casks were being 
hoisted in, when some of the eager negroes 
accidentally jostled Captain Delano, where 
he stood by the gangway; so that, unmindful 4 
of Don Benito, yielding to the impulse of the 
moment, with good-natured authority he 
bade the blacks stand back; to enforce his 
words making use of a half-mirthful, half- 
menacing gesture. Instantly the blacks « 
paused, just where they were, each negro 
and negress suspended in his or her posture, 


exactly as the word had found them — for a 
few seconds continuing so — while, as be- 
tween the responsive posts of a telegraph, an 
unknown syllable ran from man to man 
among the perched oakum-pickers. While 
the visitor’s attention was fixed by this scene, 
suddenly the hatchet-polishers half rose, and 
a rapid cry came from Don Benito. 

Thinking that at the signal of the Spaniard 
he was about to be massacred, Captain 
Delano would have sprung for his boat, but 
paused, as the oakum-pickers, dropping 
down into the crowd with earnest exclama- 
tions, forced every white and every negro 
back, at the same moment, with gestures 
friendly and familiar, almost jocose, bidding 
him, in substance, not be a fool. Simul- 
taneously the hatchet-polishers resumed their 
seats, quietly as so many tailors, and at once, 
as if nothing had happened, the work of 
hoisting in the casks was resumed, whites 
and blacks singing at the tackle. 

Captain Delano glanced toward Don 
Benito. As he saw his meagre form in the act 
of recovering itself from reclining in the 
servant’s arms, into which the agitated in- 
valid had fallen, he could not but marvel 
at the panic by which himself had been sur- 
prised on the darting supposition that such a 
commander, who, upon a legitimate oc- 
casion, so trivial, too, as it now appeared, 
could lose all self-command, was, with 
energetic iniquity, going to bring about his 
murder. 

The casks being on deck. Captain Delano 
was handed a number of jars and cups by 
one of the steward’s aids, who, in the name 
of his captain, entreated him to do as he 
had proposed — dole out the water. He 
complied, with republican impartiality as 
to this republican element, which always 
seeks one level, serving the oldest white no 
better than the youngest black; excepting, 
indeed, poor Don Benito, whose condition, 
if not rank, demanded an extra allowance. 
To him, in the first place. Captain Delano 
presented a fair pitcher of the fluid; but, 
thirsting as he was for fresh water, the 
Spaniard quaffed not a drop until after sev- 
eral grave bows and salutes. A reciprocation 
of courtesies which the sight-loving Africans 
hailed with clapping of hands. 
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Two of the less wilted pumpkins being 
reserved for the cabin table, the residue were 
minced up on the spot for the general regale- 
ment. But the soft bread, sugar, and bottled 
cider. Captain Delano would have given the 5 
whites alone, and in chief Don Benito; but 
the latter objected; which disinterestedness 
not a little pleased the American; and so 
mouthfuls all around were given alike to 
whites and blacks; excepting one bottle of 10 
cider, which Babo insisted upon setting aside 
for his master. 

Here it may be observed that as, on the 
first visit of the boat, the American had not 
permitted his men to board the ship, neither 15 
did he now; being unwilling to add to the 
confusion of the decks. 

Not uninfluenced by the peculiar good- 
humor at present prevailing, and for the 
time oblivious of any but benevolent thoughts, 20 
Captain Delano, who, from recent indica- 
tions, counted upon a breeze within an hour 
or two at furthest, dispatched the boat back 
to the sealer, with orders for all the hands 
that could be spared immediately to set 25 
about rafting casks to the watering-place and 
filling them. Likewise he bade word be 
carried to his chief officer, that if, against 
present expectation, the ship was not brought 
to anchor by sunset, he need be imder no 30 
concern; for as there was to be a full moon 
that night, he (Captain Delano) would re- 
main on board ready to play the pilot, come 
the wind soon or late. 

As the two captains stood together, ob- 35 
serving the departing boat — the servant, 
as it happened, having just spied a spot on 
his master’s velvet sleeve, and silently en- 
gaged rubbing it out — the American ex- 
pressed his regrets that the San Dominick 40 
had no boats; none, at least, but the un- 
seaworthy old hulk of the long-boat, which, 
warped as a camel’s skeleton in the desert, 
and almost as bleached, lay pot-wise in- 
verted amidships, one side a little tipped, 45 
furnishing a subterraneous sort of den for 
family groups of the blacks, mostly women 
and small children; who, squatting on old 
mats below, or perched above in the dark 
dome, on the elevated seats, were descried, 50 
some distance within, like a social circle of 
bats, sheltering in some friendly cave; at in- 


tervals, ebon flights of naked boys and girls, 
three or four years old, darting in and out of 
the den’s mouth. 

“Had you three or four boats now, Don 
Benito,” said Captain Delano, “I think 
that, by tugging at the oars, your negroes 
here might help along matters some. Did 
you sail from })ort without boats, Don 
Benito?” 

“They were stove in the gales, Senor.” 

“That ^vas bad. Many men, too, you lost 
then. Boats and men. Those must have 
been hard gales, Don Benito.” 

“Past all speech,” cringed the Spaniard. 

“Tell me, Don Benito,” continued his 
companion with increased interest, “tell me, 
were these gales immediately off the pitch of 
Cape Horn?” 

“Cape Horn? — who spoke of Cape 
Horn?” 

“Yourself did, when giving me an account 
of your voyage,” answered Captain Delano, 
with almost equal astonishment at this eating 
of his own words, even as he ever seemed 
eating his own heart, on the part of the 
Spaniard. “You yourself, Don Benito, spoke 
of Cape Horn,” he emphatically repeated. 

The Spaniard turned, in a sort of stooping 
posture, pausing an instant, as one about to 
make a plunging exchange of elements, as 
from air to water. 

At this moment a messenger-boy, a white, 
hurried by, in the regular performance of his 
function carrying the last expired half-hour 
forward to the forecastle, from the cabin 
time-piece, to have it struck at the ship’s 
large bell. 

“Master,” said the servant, discontinuing 
his work on the coat sleeve, and addressing 
the rapt Spaniard with a sort of timid ap- 
prehensiveness, as one charged with a duty, 
the discharge of which, it was foreseen, would 
prove irksome to the very person who had 
imposed it, and for whose benefit it was in- 
tended, “master told me never mind where 
he was, or how engaged, always to remin I 
him, to a minute, when shaving-time comes. 
Miguel has gone to strike the half-hour after- 
noon. It is now, master. Will master go 
into the cuddy?” 

“Ah — yes,” answered the Spaniard, start- 
ing, as from dreams into realities; then turn- 
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ing upon Captain Delano, he said that ere 
long he would resume the conversation. 

“Then if master means to talk more to 
Don Amasa,” said the servant, “why not let 
Don Amasa sit by master in the cuddy, and s 
master can talk, and Don Amasa can listen, 
while Babo here lathers and strops.” 

“Yes,” said Captain Delano, not unpleased 
with this sociable plan, “yes, Don Benito, 
unless you had rather not, I will go with you.” lo 

“Be it so, Sehor.” 

As the three passed aft, the American 
could not but think it another strange in- 
stance of his host’s capriciousness, this being 
shaved with such uncommon punctuality in 15 
the middle of the day. But he deemed it 
more than likely that the servant’s anxious 
fidelity had something to do with the matter; 
inasmuch as the timely interruption served to 
rally his master from the mood which had 20 
evidently been coming upon him. 

The place called the cuddy was a light 
deck-cabin formed by the poop, a sort of 
attic to the large cabin below. Part of it had 
formerly been the quarters of the oflScers; 25 
but since their death all the partitionings had 
been thrown down, and the whole interior 
converted into one spacious and airy marine 
hall; for absence of fine furniture and pic- 
turesque disarray of odd appurtenances, 30 
somewhat answering to the wide, cluttered 
hall of some eccentric bachelor-squire in the 
country, who hangs his shooting-jacket and 
tobacco-pouch on deer antlers, and keeps 
his fishing-rod, tongs, and walking-stick in 35 
the same corner. 

The similitude was heightened, if not 
originally suggested, by glimpses of the sur- 
rounding sea; since, in one aspect, the 
country and the ocean seem cousins-german. 40 

The floor of the cuddy was matted. Over- 
head, four or five old muskets were stuck 
into horizontal holes along the beams. On 
one side was a claw-footed old table lashed 
to the deck; a thumbed missal on it, and over 45 
it a small, meagre crucifix attached to the 
bulk-head. Under the table lay a dented 
cutlass or two, with a hacked harpoon, 
among some melancholy old rigging, like a 
heap of poor friars’ girdles. There were also 50 
two long, sharp-ribbed settees of Malacca 
cane, black with age, and uncomfortable to 


look at as inquisitors’ racks, with a large, 
misshapen arm-chair, which, furnished with 
a rude barber’s crotch at the back, working 
with a screw, seemed some grotesque engine 
of torment. A flag locker was in one comer, 
exposing various colored bunting, some rolled 
up, others half unrolled, still others tumbled. 
Opposite was a cumbrous washstand, of 
black mahogany, all of one block, with a 
pedestal, like a font, and over it a railed 
shelf, containing combs, brushes, and other 
implements of the toilet. A torn hammock of 
stained grass swung near; the sheets tossed, 
and the pillow wrinkled up like a brow, as 
if whoever slept here slept but illy, with 
alternate visitations of sad thoughts and bad 
dreams. 

The further extremity of the cuddy, over- 
hanging the ship’s stern, was pierced with 
three openings, windows or port-holes, ac- 
cording as men or cannon might peer, so- 
cially or unsocially, out of them. At present 
neither men nor cannon were seen, though 
huge ring-bolts and other rusty iron fixtures of 
the woodwork hinted of twenty-four-pound- 
ers. 

Glancing towards the hammock as he 
entered. Captain Delano said, “You sleep 
here, Don Benito?” 

“Yes, Senor, since we got into mild 
weather.” 

“This seems a sort of dormitory, sitting- 
room, sail-loft, chapel, armory, and private 
closet together, Don Benito,” added Captain 
Delano, looking round. 

“Yes, Senor; events have not been favor- 
able to much order in my arrangements.” 

Here the servant, napkin on arm, made a 
motion as if waiting his master’s good pleas- 
ure. Don Benito signified his readiness, 
when, seating him in the Malacca arm-chair, 
and for the guest’s convenience drawing op- 
posite one of the settees, the servant com- 
menced operations by throwing back his 
master’s collar and loosening his cravat. 

There is something in the negro which, in 
a peculiar way, fits him for avocations about 
one’s person. Most negroes are natural 
valets and hair-dressers; taking to the comb 
and brush congenially as to the castinets, and 
flourishing them apparently with almost 
equal satisfaction. There is, too, a smooth 
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tact about them in this employment, with a 
marvelous, noiseless, gliding briskness, not 
ungraceful in its way, singularly pleasing to 
behold, and still more so to be the manipu- 
lated subject of. And above all is the great 
gift of good-humor. Not the mere grin or 
laugh is here meant. Those were unsuitable. 
But a certain easy cheerfulness, harmonious 
in every glance and gesture; as though God 
had set the whole negro to some pleasant 
tune. 

When to all this is added the docility aris- 
ing from the unaspiring contentment of a 
limited mind, and that susceptibility of 
blind attachment sometimes inhering in 
indisputable inferiors, one readily perceives 
why those hypochondriacs, Johnson and 
Byron — it may be something like the 
hypochondriac, Benito Gereno — took to 
their hearts, almost to the exclusion of the 
entire white race, their serving men, the 
negroes, Barber and Fletcher. But if there 
be that in the negro which exempts him from 
the inflicted sourness of the morbid or cynical 
mind, how, in his most prepossessing aspects, 
must he appear to a benevolent one? When 
at ease with respect to exterior things, Cap- 
tain Delano’s nature was not only benign, 
but familiarly and humorously so. At home, 
he had often taken rare satisfaction in sitting 
in his door, watching some free man of color 
at his work or play. If on a voyage he 
chanced to make a black sailor, invariably 
he was on chatty, and half-gamesome terms 
with him. In fact, like most men of a good, 
blithe heart. Captain Delano took to negroes, 
not philanthropically, but genially, just as 
other men to Newfoundland dogs. 

Hitherto the circumstances in which he 
found the San Dominick had repressed the 
tendency. But in the cuddy, relieved from 
his former uneasiness, and, for various rea- 
sons, more sociably inclined than at any 
previous period of the day, and seeing the 
colored servant, napkin on arm, so debonair . 
about his master, in a business so familiar 
as that of shaving, too, all his old weakness 
for negroes returned. 

Among other things, he was amused with 
an odd instance of the African love of bright ; 
colors and fine shows, in the black’s in- 
formally taking from the flag-locker a great 


piece of bunting of all hues, and lavishly 
tucking it under his master’s chin for an 
apron. 

The mode of shaving among the Spaniards 
5 is a little different from what it is with other 
nations. They have a basin, specially called 
a barber’s basin, which on one side is scooped 
out, so as accurately to recei\e the chin, 
against which it is closely held in lathering; 
:o which is done, not with a brush, but with 
soap dipped in the water of the basin and 
rubbed on the face. 

In the present instance salt-water w^as 
used for lack of better; and the parts lathered 
[5 were only the upper lip, and low down under 
the throat, all the rest being cultivated beard. 

These preliminaries being somewhat novel 
to Captain Delano he sat curiously eying 
them, so that no conversation took place, 
!o nor, for the present, did Don Benito ap])ear 
disposed to renews any. 

Setting down his basin, the negro searched 
among the razors, as for the sharpest, and 
having found it, gave it an additional edge 
5 by expertly stropping it on the firm, smooth, 
oily skin of his open palm; he then made a 
gesture as if to begin, but midway stood sus- 
pended for an instant, one hand elevating the 
razor, the other professionally dabbling 
o among the bubbling suds on the Spaniard’s 
lank neck. Not unaffected by the close sight 
of the gleaming steel, Don Benito nervously 
shuddered; his usual ghastliness was height- 
ened by the lather, which lather, again, was 
5 intensified in its hue by the contrasting sooti- 
ness of the negro’s body. Altogether the 
scene was somewhat peculiar, at least to 
Captain Delano, nor, as he saw the two thus 
postured, could he resist the vagary, that 
0 in the black he saw a headsman, and in the 
white a man at the block. But this was one 
of those antic conceits, appearing and van- 
ishing in a breath, from which, perhaps, the 
best regulated mind is not free. 

; Meantime the agitation of the Spaniard 
had a little loosened the bunting from arou id 
him, so that one broad fold swept curtain-like 
over the chair-arm to the floor, revealing, 
amid a profusion of armorial bars and 
> ground-colors — black, blue and yellow — 
a closed castle in a blood-red field diagonal 
with a lion rampant in a white. 
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“The castle and the lion,” exclaimed 
Captain Delano — “why, Don Benito, this 
is the flag of Spain you use here. It’s well 
it’s only I, and not the King, that sees this,” 
he added with a smile, “but” — turning to- 5 
wards the black, — “it’s all one, I suppose, so 
the colors be gay;” which playful remark 
did not fail somewhat to tickle the negro. 

“Now, master,” he said, readjusting the 
flag, and pressing the head gently further 10 
back into the crotch of the chair; “now, 
master,” and the steel glanced nigh the throat. 

Again Don Benito faintly shuddered. 

“You must not shake so, master. See, 
Don Amasa, master always shakes when I 15 
shave him. And yet master knows I never 
yet have drawn blood, though it’s true, if 
master will shake so, I may some of these 
times. Now, master,” he continued. “And 
now, Don Amasa, please go on with your 20 
talk about the gale, and all that; master can 
hear, and between times, master can answer.” 

“Ah yes, these gales,” said Captain Delano; 
“but the more I think of your voyage, Don 
Benito, the more I wonder, not at the gales, 25 
terrible as they must have been, but at the 
disastrous interval following them. For here, 
by your account, have you been these two 
months and more getting from Cape Horn 
to St. Maria, a distance which I myself, with 30 
a good wind, have sailed in a few days. 
True, you had calms, and long ones, but to 
be becalmed for two months, that is, at least, 
unusual. Why, Don Benito, had almost any 
other gentleman told me such a story, I 35 
should have been half disposed to a little 
incredulity.” 

Here an involuntary expression came over 
the Spaniard, similar to that just before on 
the deck, and whether it was the start he 40 
gave, or a sudden gawky roll of the hull in 
the calm, or a momentary unsteadiness of 
the servant’s hand, however, it was, just 
then the razor drew blood, spots of which 
stained the creamy lather under the throat; 45 
immediately the black barber drew back his 
steel, and remaining in his professional at- 
titude, back to Captain Delano, and face 
to Don Benito, held up the trickling razor, 
saying, with a sort of half humorous sorrow, 50 
“See, master — you shook so — here’s Babo’s 
first blood.” 


No sword drawn before James the First 
of England, no assassination in that timid 
King’s presence, could have produced a 
more terrified aspect than was now pre- 
sented by Don Benito. 

Poor fellow, thought Captain Delano, so 
nervous he can’t even bear the sight of 
barber’s blood; and this unstrung, sick man, 
is it credible that I should have imagined 
he meant to spill all my blood, who can’t 
endure the sight of one little drop of his own? 
Surely, Amasa Delano, you have been be- 
side yourself this day. Tell it not when you 
get home, sappy Amasa. Well, well, he 
looks like a murderer, doesn’t he? More like 
as if himself were to be done for. Well, well, 
this day’s experience shall be a good lesson. 

Meantime, while these things were run- 
ning through the honest seaman’s mind, the 
servant had taken the napkin from his arm, 
and to Don Benito had said — “But answer 
Don Amasa, please, master, while I wipe this 
ugly stuff off the razor, and strop it again.” 

As he said the words, his face was turned 
half round, so as to be alike visible to the 
Spaniard and the American, and seemed, by 
its expression, to hint, that he was desirous, 
by getting his master to go on with the con- 
versation, considerately to withdraw his at- 
tention from the recent annoying accident. 
As if glad to snatch the offered relief, Don 
Benito resumed, rehearsing to Captain De- 
lano, that not only were the calms of unusual 
duration, but the ship had fallen in with 
obstinate currents; and other things he added, 
some of which were but repetitions of former 
statements, to explain how it came to pass 
that the passage from Cape Horn to St. 
Maria had been so exceedingly long; now and 
then mingling with his words, incidental 
praises, less qualified than before, to the 
blacks, for their general good conduct. These 
particulars were not given consecutively, the 
servant, at convenient times, using his razor, 
and so, between the intervals of shaving, the 
story and panegyric went on with more than 
usual huskiness. 

To Captain Delano’s imagination, now 
again not wholly at rest, there was something 
so hollow in the Spaniard’s manner, with 
apparently some reciprocal hollowness in the 
servant’s dusky comment of silence, that the 
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idea flashed across him, that possibly master was undesired just then, withdrew, on pre- 
and man, for some unknown purpose, were tense of seeing whether, as he had prophesied, 
acting out, both in word and deed, nay, to any signs of a breeze were visible, 
the very tremor of Don Benito’s limbs, some Walking forward to the mainmast, he 
before him. Neither did the 5 stood awhile thinking over the scene, and 
suspicion of collusion lack apparent support, not without some undefined misgivings, 
from the fact of those whispered conferences when he heard a noise near the cuddy, and 
before mentioned. But then, what could be turning, saw the negro, his hand to his cheek, 
the object of enacting this play of the barber Advancing, Captain Delano perceived that 
before him? At last, regarding the notion as 10 the cheek was bleeding. He was about to 
a whimsy, insensibly suggested, perhaps, by ask the cause, when the negro’s wailing 
the theatrical aspect of Don Benito in his soliloquy enlightened him. 
harlequin ensign. Captain Delano speedily “Ah, when will master get better from his 
banished it. sickness; only the sour heart that sour sick- 

The shaving over, the servant bestirred 15 ness breeds made him serve Babo so; cutting 
himself with a small bottle of scented waters, Babo with the razor, because, only by ac- 
pouring a few drops on the head, and then cident, Babo had given master one little 
diligently rubbing; the vehemence of the scratch; and for the first time in so many a 
exercise causing the muscles of his face to day, too. Ah, ah, ah,” holding his hand to 
twitch rather strangely. 20 his face. 

His next operation was with comb, scissors Is it possible, thought Captain Delano; 
and brush; going round and round, smooth- w'as it to wreak in private his Spanish spite 
ing a curl here, clipping an unruly whisker- against this poor friend of his, that Don 
hair there, giving a graceful sweep to the Benito, by his sullen manner, impelled me to 
temple-lock, with other impromptu touches 25 withdraw? Ah, this slavery breeds ugly 
evincing the hand of a master; while, like any passions in man. — Poor fellow! 

resigned gentleman in barber’s hands, Don He was about to speak in sympathy to the 

Benito bore all, much less uneasily, at least, negro, but with a timid nductance he now 
than he had done the razoring; indeed, he re-entered the cuddy. 

sat so pale and rigid now, that the negro 30 Presently master and man came forth; 
seemed a Nubian sculptor finishing off a Don Benito leaning on his servant as if noth- 
white statue-head. ing had happened. 

All being over at last, the standard of But a sort of love-quarrel, after all, thought 

Spain removed, tumbled up, and tossed Captain Delano. 

back into the flag-locker, the negro’s warm 35 He accosted Don Benito, and they slowly 

breath blowing away any stray hair which walked together. They had gone but a 

might have lodged down his master’s neck; few paces, when the steward — a tall, rajah- 

collar and cravat readjusted; a speck of lint looking mulatto, orientally set off with a 

whisked off the velvet lapel; all this being pagoda turban formed by three or four 

done; backing off a little space, and pausing 40 Madras handkerchiefs wound about his head, 
with an expression of subdued self-corn- tier on tier — approaching with a salaam, 

placency, the servant for a moment surveyed announced lunch in the cabin, 

his master, as, in toilet at least, the creature On their way thither, the two captains 
of his own tasteful hands. were preceded by the mulatto, who, turning 

Captain Delano playfully complimented 45 round as he advanced, with continual smiles 
him upon his achievement; at the same time and bows, ushered them in, a display of eie- 
congratulating Don Benito. gance which quite conripleted the insignifi- 

But neither sweet waters, nor shampooing, cance of the small bare-headed Babo, who, 

nor fidelity, nor sociality, delighted the as if not unconscious of inferiority, eyed 

Spaniard. Seeing him relapsing into for- 50 askance the graceful steward. But in part, 
bidding gloom, and still remaining seated. Captain Delano imputed his jealous watchful- 

Captain Delano, thinking that his presence ness to that peculiar feeling which the full- 
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blooded African entertains for the adulter- 
ated one. As for the steward, his manner, 
if not bespeaking much dignity of self- 
respect, yet evidenced his extreme desire to 
please; which is doubly meritorious, as at i 
once Christian and Chesterfieldian. 

Captain Delano observed with interest that 
while the complexion of the mulatto was 
hybrid, his physiognomy was European — 
classically so. i 

“Don Benito,” whispered he, “I am glad 
to see this usher-of-the-golden-rod of yours; 
the sight refutes an ugly remark once made 
to me by a Barbados planter; that when a 
mulatto has a regular European face, look i 
out for him; he is a devil. But see, your 
steward here has features more regular than 
King George’s of England; and yet there he 
nods, and bows, and smiles; a king, indeed 
— the king of kind hearts and polite fellows. 2 
What a pleasant voice he has, too?” 

“He has, Sehor.” 

“But, tell me, has he not, so far as you have 
known him, always proved a good, worthy 
fellow?” said Captain Delano, pausing, while 2 
with a final genuflexion the steward disap- 
peared into the cabin; “come, for the reason 
just mentioned, I am curious to know.” 

“Francesco is a good man,” rather slug- 
gishly responded Don Benito, like a phleg- 3 
matic appreciator, who would neither find 
fault nor flatter. 

“Ah, I thought so. For it were strange, 
indeed, and not very creditable to us white- 
skins, if a little of our blood mixed with the 3 
African’s, should, far from improving the 
latter’s quality, have the sad effect of pouring 
vitriolic acid into black broth; improving the 
hue, perhaps, but not the wholesomeness.” 

“Doubtless, doubtless, Senor, but” — 4 
glancing at Babo — “not to speak of negroes, 
your planter’s remark 1 have heard applied 
to the Spanish and Indian intermixtures in 
our provinces. But I know nothing about 
the matter,” he listlessly added. 4 

And here they entered the cabin. 

The lunch was a frugal one. Some of 
Captain Delano’s fresh fish and pumpkins, 
biscuit and salt beef, the reserved botde of 
cider, and the San Dominick’s last bottle of t 
Canary. 

As they entered, Francesco, with two or 


three colored aids, was hovering over the 
table giving the last adjustments. Upon 
perceiving their master they withdrew, 
Francesco making a smiling conge, and the 
j Spaniard, without condescending to notice 
it, fastidiously remarking to his companion 
that he relished not superfluous attendance. 

Without companions, host and guest sat 
down, like a childless married couple, at 
o opposite ends of the table, Don Benito waving 
Captain Delano to his place, and, weak as he 
was, insisting upon that gentleman being 
seated before himself. 

The negro placed a rug under Don Benito’s 
5 feet, and a cushion behind his back, and then 
stood behind, not his master’s chair, but 
Captain Delano’s. At first, this a little sur- 
prised the latter. But it was soon evident 
that, in taking his position, the black was 
still true to his master; since by facing him he 
could the more readily anticipate his slightest 
want. 

“This is an uncommonly intelligent fellow 
of yours, Don Benito,” whispered Captain 
Delano across the table. 

“You say true, Senor.” 

During the repast, the guest again reverted 
to parts of Don Benito’s story, begging further 
particulars here and there. He inquired 
how it was that the scurvy and fever should 
have committed such wholesale havoc upon 
the whites, while destroying less than half 
of the blacks. As if this question reproduced 
the whole scene of plague before the Span- 
iard’s eyes, miserably reminding him of his 
solitude in a cabin where before he had had 
so many friends and officers round him, his 
hand shook, his face became hueless, broken 
words escaped; but directly the sane memory 
of the past seemed replaced by insane ter- 
rors of the present. With starting eyes he 
stared before him at vacancy. For nothing 
W21S to be seen but the hand of his servant 
pushing the Canary over towards him. At 
length a few sips served partially to restore 
him. He made random reference to the dif- 
ferent constitutions of races, enabling one 
to offer more resistance to certain maladies 
than another. The thought was new to his 
companion. 

Presently Captain Delano, intending to 
say something to his host concerninsr the 
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pecuniary part of the business he had under- 
taken for him, especially — since he was 
strictly accountable to his owners — with 
reference to the new suit of sails, and other 
things of that sort; and naturally preferring 5 
to conduct such affairs in private, was de- 
sirous that the servant should withdraw; 
imagining that Don Benito for a few minutes 
could dispense with his attendance. He, 
however, waited awhile; thinking that, as ic 
the conversation proceeded, Don Benito, 
without being prompted, would perceive 
the propriety of the step. 

But it was otherwise. At last catching his 
host’s eye. Captain Delano, with a slight, 15 
backward gesture of his thumb, whispered, 
“Don Benito, pardon me, but there is an in- 
terference with the full expression of what 1 
have to say to you.” 

Upon this the Spaniard changed counte- 20 
nance; which was imputed to his resenting 
the hint, as in some way a reflection upon 
his servant. After a moment’s pause, he 
assured his guest that the black’s remaining 
with them could be of no disservice; because 25 
since losing his officers he had made Babo 
(whose original office, it now appeared, had 
been captain of the slaves) not only his con- 
stant attendant and companion, but in all 
things his confidant. 30 

After this, nothing more could be said; 
though, indeed, Captain Delano could hardly 
avoid some little tinge of irritation upon 
being left ungratified in so inconsiderable a 
wish, by one, too, for whom he intended such 35 
solid services. But it is only his querulous- 
ness, thought he; and so filling his glass he 
proceeded to business. 

The price of the sails and other matters 
was fixed upon. But while this was being 40 
done, the American observed that, though 
his original offer of assistance had been 
hailed with hectic animation, yet now when 
it was reduced to a business transaction, in- 
difference and apathy were betrayed. Don 45 
Benito, in fact, appeared to submit to hearing 
the details more out of regard to common 
propriety, than from any impression that 
weighty benefit to himself and his voyage was 
involved. 5® 

Soon, this manner became still more re- 
served. The effort was vain to seek to draw 
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him into socizd talk. Gnawed by his splenetic 
mood, he sat twitching his beard, while to 
little purpose the hand of his servant, mute 
as that on the wall, slowly pushed over the 
Canary. 

Lunch being over, they sat down on the 
cushioned transom; the servant placing a 
pillow behind his master. Ihe long con- 
tinuance of the calm had now affected the 
atmosphere. Don Benito sighed heavily, 
as if for breath. 

“Why not adjourn to the cuddy,” said 
Captain Delano; “there is more air there.” 
But the host sat silent and motionless. 

Meantime his servant knelt before him 
with a large fan of feathers. And Francesco 
coming in on tiptoes, handed the negro a 
little cup of aromatic waters, with which at 
intervals he chafed his master’s brow; smooth- 
ing the hair along the temples as a nurse 
does a child’s. He spoke no word. He only 
rested his eye on his master’s, as if, amid all 
Don Benito’s distress, a little to refresh his 
spirit by the silent sight of fidelity. 

Presently the ship’s bell sounded two 
o’clock; and through the cabin-windows a 
slight rippling of the sea was discerned; and 
from the desired direction. 

“There,” exclaimed Captain Delano, ‘T 
told you so, Don Benito, look!” 

He had risen to his feet, speaking in a very 
animated tone, with a view the more to rouse 
his companion. But though the crimson 
curtain of the stern -window near him that 
moment fluttered against his pale cheek, 
Don Benito seemed to have even less welcome 
for the breeze than the calm. 

Poor fellow, thought Captain Delano, 
bitter experience has taught him that one 
ripple does not make a wind, any more than 
one swallow a summer. But he is mistaken 
for once. I will get his ship in for him, and 
prove it. 

Briefly alluding to his weak condition, he 
urged his host to remain quietly where he 
was, since he (Captain Delano) would witn 
plezisure take upon himself the responsibility 
of making the best use of the wind. 

Upon gaining the deck, Captain Delano 
started at the unexpected figure of Atufal, 
monumentally fixed at the threshold, like one 
of those sculptured porters of black marble 
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guarding the porches of Egyptian tombs. 

But this time the start was, perhaps, purely 
physical. Atufal’s presence, singularly at- 
testing docility even in sullenness, was 
contrasted with that of the hatchet-polishers, 
who in patience evinced their industry; while 
both spectacles showed, that lax as Don 
Benito’s general authority might be, still, 
whenever he chose to exert it, no man so 
savage or colossal but must, more or less, bow. 

Snatching a trumpet which hung from the 
bulwarks, with a free step Captain Delano 
advanced to the forward edge of the poop, is- 
suing his orders in his best Spanish. The 
few sailors and many negroes, all equally 
pleased, obediently set about heading the 
ship toward the harbour. 

While giving some directions about setting 
a lower stu’n’-sail, suddenly Captain Delano 
heard a voice faithfully repeating his orders. 
Turning, he saw Babo, now for the time 
acting, under the pilot, his original part of 
captain of the slaves. This assistance proved 
valuable. Tattered sails and warped yards 
were soon brought into some trim. And no 
brace or halyard was pulled but to the blithe 
songs of the inspirited negroes. 

Good fellows, thought Captain Delano, a 
little training would make fine sailors of them. 
Why see, the very women pull and sing, too. 
These must be some of those Ashantee 
negresses that make such capital soldiers, 
I’ve heard. But who’s at the helm? I must 
have a good hand there. 

He went to see. 

The San Dominick steered with a cumbrous 
tiller, with large horizontal pullies attached. 
At each pulley-end stood a subordinate 
black, and between them, at the tiller-head, 
the responsible post, a Spanish seaman, 
whose countenance evinced his due share in 
the general hopefulness and confidence at 
the coming of the breeze. 

He proved the same man who had behaved 
with so shame-faced an air on the windlass. 

“Ah, — it is you, my man,” exclaimed 
Captain Delano — “well, no more sheep’s- 
eyes now; — look straight forward and keep 
the ship so. Good hand, I trust? And want 
to get into the harbor, don’t you?” 

The man assented with an inward chuckle, 
grasping the tiller-head firmly. Upon this. 


imperceived by the American, the two blacks 
eyed the sailor intently. 

Finding all right at the helm, the pilot 
went forward to the forecastle, to see how 
5 matters stood there. 

The ship now had way enough to breast 
the current. With the approach of evening 
the breeze would be sure to freshen. 

Having done all that was needed for the 
10 present. Captain Delano, giving his last 
orders to the sailors, turned aft to report 
affairs to Don Benito in the cabin; perhaps 
additionally incited to rejoin him by the 
hope of snatching a moment’s private chat 
15 while his servant was engaged upon deck. 

From opposite sides, there were, beneath 
the poop, two approaches to the cabin; one 
further forward than the other, and conse- 
quently communicating with a longer pas- 
20 sage. Marking the servant still above, 
Captain Delano, taking the highest entrance 
— the one last named, and at whose porch 
Atufal still stood — hurried on his way, till, 
arrived at the cabin threshold, he paused an 
25 instant, a little to recover from his eagerness. 
Then, with the words of his intended business 
upon his lips, he entered. As he advanced 
toward the seated Spaniard, he heard an- 
other footstep, keeping time with his. From 
30 the opposite door, a salver in hand, the 
servant was likewise advancing. 

“Confound the faithful fellow,” thought 
Captain Delano; “what a vexatious co- 
incidence.” 

35 Possibly, the vexation might have been 
something different, were it not for the brisk 
confidence inspired by the breeze. But even 
as it was, he felt a slight twinge, from a sud- 
den indefinite association in his mind of 
40 Babo with Atufal. 

“Don Benito,” said he, “I give you joy; the 
breeze will hold, and will increase. By the 
way, your tall man and time-piece, Atufal, 
stands without. By your order, of course?” 
45 Don Benito recoiled, as if at some bland 
satirical touch, delivered with such adroit 
garnish of apparent good breeding as to 
present no handle for retort. 

He is like one flayed alive, thought Captain 
50 Delano; where may one touch him without 
causing a shrink? 

The servant moved before his master, ad- 
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justing a cushion; recalled to civility, the 
Spaniard stiffly replied: “you are right. The 
slave appears where you saw him, according 
to my command; which is, that if at the given 
hour I am below, he must take his stand and 5 
abide my coming.” 

“Ah now, pardon me, but that is treating 
the poor fellow like an ex-king indeed. Ah, 
Don Benito,” smiling, “for all the license you 
permit in some things, I fear lest, at bottom, lo 
you are a bitter hard master.” 

Again Don Benito shrank; and this time, 
as the good sailor thought, from a genuine 
twinge of his conscience. 

Conversation now became constrained. 15 
In vain Captain Delano called attention to 
the now perceptible motion of the keel gently 
cleaving the sea; with lack-lustre eye, Don 
Benito returned words fe\v and reserved. 

By-and-by, the wind having steadily risen, 20 
and still blowing right into the harbor, bore 
the San Dominick swiftly on. Rounding a 
point of land, the sealer at distance came 
into open view. 

Meantime Captain Delano had again 25 
repaired to the deck, remaining there some 
time. Having at last altered the ship’s 
course, so as to give the reef a wide berth, he 
returned for a few moments below. 

I will cheer up my poor friend, this time, 30 
thought he. 

“Better and better, Don Benito, [”] he 
cried as he blithely re-entered: “there will 
soon be an end to your cares, at least for 
awhile. For when, after a long, sad voyage, 35 
you know, the anchor drops into the haven, 
all its vast weight seems lifted from the cap- 
tain’s heart. We are getting on famously, 
Don Benito. My ship is in sight. Look 
through this side-light here; there she is; all 40 
a-taunt-o! The Bachelor’s Delight, my good 
friend. Ah, how this wind braces one up. 
Come, you must take a cup of coffee with 
me this evening. My old steward will give 
you as fine a cup as ever any sultan tasted. 45 
What say you, Don Benito, will you?” 

At first, the Spaniard glanced feverishly 
up, casting a longing look towards the sealer, 
while with mute concern his servant gazed 
into his face. Suddenly the old ague of 50 
coldness returned, and dropping back to 
his cushions he was silent. 


“You do not answer. Gome, all day you 
have been my host; would you have hos- 
pitality all on one side.'*” 

“1 cannot go,” was the response. 

“VV'hat? It will not fatigue you. The ships 
will lie together as near as they can, without 
swinging foul. It will be little more than 
stepping from deck to deck; which is but as 
from room to room. Come, come, you must 
not refuse mo.” 

“I cannot go,” decisively and rcpulsively 
repeated Don Benito. 

Renouncing all but the last appearance of 
courtesy, with a sort of cadaverous sullen- 
ness, and biting his thin nails to the quick, he 
glanced, almost glared, at his guest, as if 
impatient that a stranger’s presence should 
interfere with the full indulgence of his mor- 
bid hour. Meantime the sound of the parted 
waters came more and more gurglingly and 
merrily in at the windows; as reproaching 
him for his dark spleen; as telling him that, 
sulk as he might, and go mad with it, nature 
cared not a jot; since, whose fault was it, pray? 

But the foul mood was now at its depth, as 
the fair wind at its height. 

There was something in the man so far 
beyond any mere unsociality or sourness 
previously evinced, that even the forbearing 
good-nature of his guest could no longer en- 
dure it. Wholly at a loss to account for 
such demeanor, and deeming sickness with 
eccentricity, however extreme, no adequate 
excuse, well satisfied, too, that nothing in 
his own conduct could justify it, Captain 
Delano’s pride began to be roused. Himself 
became reserved. But all seemed one to the 
Spaniard. Quitting him, therefore, Captain 
Delano once more went to the deck. 

The ship was now within less than two 
miles of the sealer. The whaleboat was seen 
darting over the inter\al. 

To be brief, the two vessels, thanks to the 
pilot’s skill, ere long in neighborly style lay 
anchored together. 

Before returning to his own vessel. Cap- 
tain Delano had intended communicating 
to Don Benito the smaller details of the pro- 
posed services to be rendered. But, as it 
was, unwilling anew to subject himself to 
rebuffs, he resolved, now that he had seen 
the San Dominick safely moored, immediately 
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to quit her, without further allusion to hos- 
pitality or business. Indefinitely postponing 
his ulterior plans, he would regulate his 
future actions according to future circum- 
stances. His boat was ready to receive him; 
but his host still tarried below. Well, 
thought Captain Delano, if he has little 
breeding, the more need to show mine. 
He descended to the cabin to bid a ceremoni- 
ous, and, it may be, tacitly rebukeful adieu. 
But to his great satisfaction, Don Benito, as 
if he began to feel the weight of that treat- 
ment with which his slighted guest had, not 
indecorously, retaliated upon him, now sup- 
ported by his servant, rose to his feet, and 
grasping Captain Delano’s hand, stood 
tremulous; too much agitated to speak. But 
the good augury hence drawn was suddenly 
dashed, by his resuming all his previous re- 
serve, with augmented gloom, as, with half- 
averted eyes, he silently reseated himself on 
his cushions. With a corresponding return 
of his own chilled feelings, Captain Delano 
bowed and withdrew. 

He was hardly midway in the narrow cor- 
ridor, dim as a tunnel, leading from the 
cabin to the stairs, when a sound, as of the 
tolling for execution in some jail-yard, fell 
on his ears. It was the echo of the ship’s 
flawed bell, striking the hour, drearily re- 
verberated in this subterranean vault. In- 
stantly, by a fatality not to be withstood, his 
mind, responsive to the portent, swarmed 
with superstitious suspicions. He paused. 
In images far swifter than these sentences, 
the minutest details of all his former distrusts 
swept through him. 

Hitherto, credulous good-nature had been 
too ready to furnish excuses for reasonable 
fears. Why was the Spaniard, so super- 
fluously punctilious at times, now heedless of 
common propriety in not accompanying to 
the side his departing guest? Did indis- 
position forbid? Indisposition had not for- 
bidden more irksome exertion that day. 
His last equivocal demeanor recurred. He 
had risen to his feet, grasped his guest’s hand, 
motioned toward his hat; then, in an instant, 
all was eclipsed in sinister muteness and 
gloom. Did this imply one brief, repentant 
relenting at the final moment, from some 
iniquitous plot, followed by remorseless re- 


turn to it? His last glance seemed to ex- 
press a calamitous, yet acquiescent farewell 
to Captain Delano forever. Why decline 
the invitation to visit the sealer that evening? 
5 Or was the Spaniard less hardened than the 
Jew, who refrained not from supping at the 
board of him whom the same night he meant 
to betray? What imported all those day- 
long enigmas and contradictions, except 
10 they were intended to mystify, preliminary 
to some stealthy blow? Atufal, the pretended 
rebel, but punctual shadow, that moment 
lurked by the threshold without. He seemed 
a sentry, and more. Who, by his own con- 
15 fession, had stationed him there? Was the 
negro now lying in wait? 

The Spaniard behind — his creature be- 
fore: to rush from darkness to light was the 
involuntary choice. 

20 The next moment, with clenched jaw and 
hand, he passed Atufal, and stood unharmed 
in the light. As he saw his trim ship lying 
peacefully at her anchor, and almost within 
ordinary call; as he saw his household boat, 
25 with familiar faces in it, patiently rising and 
falling on the short waves by the San Dom- 
inick’s side; and then, glancing about the 
decks where he stood, saw the oakum-pickers 
still gravely plying their fingers; and heard 
30 the low, buzzing whistle and industrious 
hum of the hatchet-polishers, still bestirring 
themselves over their endless occupation; and 
more than all, as he saw the benign aspect of 
nature, taking her innocent repose in the 
35 evening; the screened sun in the quiet camp 
of the west shining out like the mild light 
from Abraham’s tent; as his charmed eye 
and ear took in all these, with the chained 
figure of the black, the clenched jaw and 
40 hand relaxed. Once again he smiled at the 
phantoms which had mocked him, and felt 
something like a tinge of remorse, that, by 
indulging them even for a moment, he should, 
by implication, have betrayed an almost 
45 atheist doubt of the ever-watchful Providence 
above. 

There was a few minutes’ delay, while, in 
obedience to his orders, the boat was being 
hooked along to the gangway. During this 
50 interval, a sort of saddened satisfaction stole 
over Captain Delano, at thinking of the kindly 
offices he had that day discharged for a 
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Stranger. Ah, thought he, after good actions 
one’s conscience is never ungrateful, however 
much so the benefited party may be. 

Presently, his foot, in the first act of descent 
mio ihe boat, the hrst toutvd of the 

side-ladder, his lace presented inward upon 
the deck. In the same moment, he heard 
his name courteously sounded; and, to his 
pleased surprise, saw Don Benito advancing 
— an unwonted energy in his air, as if, at the 
last moment, intent upon making amends for 
his recent discourtesy. With instinctive good 
feeling. Captain Delano, withdrawing his 
foot, turned and reciprocally advanced. As 
he did so, the Spaniard’s nervous eagerness 
increased, but his vital energy failed; so that, 
the better to support him, the servant, plac- 
ing his master’s hand on his naked shoulder, 
and gently holding it there, formed himself 
into a sort of crutch. 

When the two captains met, the Spaniard 
again fervently took the hand of the Ameri- 
can, at the same time casting an earnest 
glance into his eyes, but, as before, too much 
overcome to speak. 

I have done him wrong, self-reproachfully 
thought Captain Delano; his apparent cold- 
ness has deceived me; in no instance has he 
meant to offend. 

Meantime, as if fearful that the continu- 
ance of the scene might too much unstring 
his master, the servant seemed anxious to 
terminate it. And so, still presenting him- 
self as a crutch, and walking between the 
two captains, he advanced with them to- 
wards the gangway; while still, as if full of 
kindly contrition, Don Benito would not let 
go the hand of Captain Delano, but retained 
it in his, across the black’s body. 

Soon they were standing by the side, look- 
ing over into the boat, whose crew turned up 
their curious eyes. Waiting a moment for the 
Spaniard to relinquish his hold, the now em- 
barrassed Captain Delano lifted his foot, to 
overstep the threshold of the open gangway; 
but still Don Benito would not let go his 
hand. And yet, with an agitated tone, he 
said, “I can go no further; here I must bid 
you adieu. Adieu, my dear, dear Don 
Amasa. Go — go!” suddenly tearing his 
hand loose, “go, and God guard you better 
than me, my best friend.” 


Not unaffected, Captain Delano would 
now have lingered; but catching the meekly 
admonitory eye of the servant, with a hasty 
fai-ewell he descended into ’us boat, followed 

ing rooted in tVve gangway. 

Seating himself in the stern, Captain De- 
lano, making a last salute, ordered the boat 
shoved off. The crew had their oars on end. 
[o The bowsmen pushed the boat a sufficient 
distance for the oars to be lengthwise dropped. 
The instant that was done, Don Benito sprang 
over the bulwarks, falling at the feet of 
Captain Delano; at the same time, calling 
15 towards his ship, but in tones so frenzied, 
that none in the boat could understand him. 
But, as if not equally obtuse, three sailors, 
from three different and distant parts of the 
ship, splashed into the sea, swimming after 
20 their captain, as if intent upon liis rescue. 

The dismayed ofheer of the boat eagerly 
asked what this meant. To which. Captain 
Delano, turning a disdainful smile upon the 
unaccountable Spaniard, answered that, for 
his part, he neither knew nor cared; but it 
seemed as if Don Benito had taken it into his 
head to produce the impression among his 
people that the boat wanted to kidnap him. 
“Or else — give way for your lives,” he 
wildly added, starting at a clattering hub- 
hub in the ship, above which rang the tocsin 
of the hatchet-polishers; and seizing Don 
Benito by the throat he added, “this plotting 
pirate means murder!” Here, in apparent 
verification of the words, the servant, a dag- 
ger in his hand, was seen on the rail over- 
head, poised, in the act of leaping, as if with 
desperate fidelity to befriend his master to 
the last; while, seemingly to aid the black, 
the three Spanish sailors were trying to clam- 
ber into the hampered bow. Meantime, the 
whole host of negroes, as if inflamed at the 
sight of their jeopardized captain, impended 
in one sooty avalanche over the bulwarks. 

All this, with what preceded, and what 
followed, occurred with such involutions of 
rapidity, that past, present, and future 
seemed one. 

Seeing the negro coming, Captain Delano 
had flung the Spaniard aside, almost in the 
very act of clutching him and, by the un- 
conscious recoil, shifting his place, with arms 
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thrown up, so promptly grappled the servant 
in his descent, that with dagger presented 
at Captain Delano’s heart, the black seemed 
o^ purpose to have leaped there as to his 
mark. But the weapon was wrenched away, 
and the assailant dashed down into the bot- 
tom of the boat, which now, with disentangled 
oars, began to speed through the sea. 

At this juncture, the left hand of Captain 
Delano, on one side, again clutched the half- 
reclined Don Benito, heedless that he was in 
a speechless faint, while his right foot, on the 
other side, ground the prostrate negro; and his 
right arm pressed for added speed on the 
after oar, his eye bent forward, encouraging 
his men to their utmost. 

But here, the officer of the boat, who had 
at last succeeded in beating off the towing 
sailors, and was now, with face turned aft, 
assisting the bowsman at his oar, suddenly 
called to Captain Delano, to see what the 
black was about; while a Portuguese oars- 
man shouted to him to give heed to what the 
Spaniard was saying. 

Glancing down at his feet. Captain Delano 
saw the freed hand of the servant aiming with 
a second dagger — a small one, before con- 
cealed in his wool — with this he was snak- 
ishly writhing up from the boat’s bottom, at 
the heart of his master, his countenance 
lividly vindictive, expressing the centred 
purpose of his soul; while the Spaniard, half- 
choked, was vainly shrinking away, with 
husky words, incoherent to all but the 
Portuguese. 

That moment, across the long-benighted 
mind of Captain Delano, a flash of revelation 
swept, illuminating in unanticipated clear- 
ness his host’s whole mysterious demeanor, 
with every enigmatic event of the day, as 
well as the entire past voyage of the San 
Dominick. He smote Babo’s hand down, but 
his own heart smote him harder. With in- 
finite pity he withdrew his hold from Don 
Benito. Not Captain Delano, but Don 
Benito, the black, in leaping into the boat, 
had intended to stab. 

Both the black’s hands were held, as, 
glancing up towards the San Dominick, 
Captain Delano, now with the scales dropped 
from his eyes, saw the negroes, not in misrule, 
not in tumult, not as if frantically concerned 


for Don Benito, but with mask tom away, 
flourishing hatchets and knives, in ferocious 
piratical revolt. Like delirious black der- 
vishes, the six Ashantees danced on the poop. 
5 Prevented by their foes from springing into 
the water, the Spanish boys were hurrying 
up to the topmost spars, while such of the 
few Spanish sailors, not already in the sea, 
less alert, were descried, helplessly mixed in, 
lo on deck, with the blacks. 

Meantime Captain Delano hailed his own 
vessel, ordering the ports up, and the guns 
run out. But by this time the cable of the 
San Dominick had been cut; and the fag- 
15 end, in lashing out, whipped away the canvas 
shroud about the beak, suddenly revealing, 
as the bleached hull swung round towards 
the open ocean, death for the figurehead, in 
a human skeleton; chalky comment on the 
20 chalked words below, Follow your leader F 

At the sight, Don Benito, covering his face, 
wailed out: “’Tis he, Aranda! my murdered, 
unburied friend!” 

Upon reaching the sealer, calling for 
25 ropes. Captain Delano bound the negro, 
who made no resistance, and had him hoisted 
to the deck. He would then have assisted 
the now almost helpless Don Benito up the 
side; but Don Benito, wan as he was, refused 
30 to move, or be moved, until the negro should 
have been first put below out of view. When, 
presently assured that it was done, he no 
more shrank from the ascent. 

The boat was immediately dispatched back 
35 to pick up the three swimming sailors. 
Meantime, the guns were in readiness, 
though, owing to the San Dominick having 
glided somewhat astern of the sealer, only 
the aftermost one could be brought to bear. 
40 With this, they fired six times; thinking to 
cripple the fugitive ship by bringing down 
her spars. But only a few inconsiderable 
ropes were shot away. Soon the ship was 
beyond the gun’s range, steering broad out 
45 of the bay; the blacks thickly clustering 
round the bowsprit, one moment with 
taunting cries towards the whites, the next 
with upthrown gestures hailing the now 
dusky moors of ocean — cawing crows es- 
50 caped from the hand of the fowler. 

The first impulse was to slip the cables and 
give chase. But, upon second thoughts, to 
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pursue with whale-boat and yawl seemed 
more promising. 

Upon inquiring of Don Benito what fire- 
arms they had on board the San Dominick, 
Captain Delano was answered that they had 5 
none that could be used; because, in the 
earlier stages of the mutiny, a cabin-pas- 
senger, since dead, had secretly put out of 
order the locks of what few muskets there 
were. But with all his remaining strength, i, 
Don Benito entreated the American not to 
give chase, either with ship or boat; for the 
negroes had already proved themselves such 
desperadoes, that, in case of a present assault, 
nothing but a total massacre of the whites 1 
could be looked for. But, regarding this 
warning as coming from one whose spirit had 
been crushed by misery, the American did 
not give up his design. 

The boats were got ready and armed. : 
Captain Delano ordered twenty-five men 
into them. He was going himself when Don 
Benito grasped his arm. 

“What! have you saved my life, Senor, and 
are you now going to throw away your own?” 

The officers also, for reasons connected 
with their interests and those of the voyage, 
and a duty owing to the owners, strongly ob- 
jected against their commander’s going. 
Weighing their remonstrances a moment. 
Captain Delano felt bound to remain; ap- 
pointing his chief mate — an athletic and 
resolute man, who had been a privateer' s- 
man — to head the party. The more to 
encourage the sailors, they were told, that 
the Spanish captain considered his ship as 
good as lost; that she and her cargo, includ- 
ing some gold and silver, were worth more 
than a thousand doubloons. Take her, and 
no small part should be theirs. The sailors 
replied with a shout. 

The fugitives had now almost gained an 
offing. It was nearly night; but the moon 
was rising. After hard, prolonged pulling, 
the boats came up on the ship’s quarters, at 
a suitable distance laying upon their oars to 
discharge their muskets. Having no bullets 
to return, the negroes sent their yells. But, 
upon the second volley, Indian-like, they 
hurtled their hatchets. One took off a 
sailor’s fingers. Another struck the whale- 
boat’s bow, cutting off the rope there, and 
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remaining stuck in the gunwale like a wood- 
man’s axe. Snatching it, quivering from 
its lodgment, the mate hurled it back. 
The TttuTTved i\ons’ m Vht 

ship’s broken quarter-gallery, and so re- 
mained. 

The negroes giving too hot a reception, the 
whites kept a more respectful distance. 
Hovering now just out of reach of the hurtling 
I hatchets, they, with a view to the close en- 
counter which must soon come, sought to 
decoy the black' into entirely disarming 
themselves of tke.r most murderous weap)ons 
in a hand-to-hand fight, by foolishly flinging 
5 them, as missiles, short of the mark, into the 
sea. But ere long, perceiving the stratagem, 
the negroes desvsted, though not V^e^ore many 
of them had to replace lost hatchets 

with handspikes; an exchange which, as 
counted upon, proved, in the end, favorable 
to the assailants. 

Meantime, with a strong wind, the ship 
still clove the water; the boats alternately 
falling behind, and pulling up, to discharge 
fresh volleys. 

The fire was mostly directed towards the 
stern, since there, chiefly, the negroes, at 
present, were clustering. But to kill or 
maim the negroes was not the object. To 
take them, with the ship, was the object. To 
do it, the ship must be hoarded; which could 
not be done by boats while she was sailing so 
fast. 

A thought now struck the mate. Observ- 
ing the Spanish boys still aloft, high as they 
could get, he called to them to descend to 
the yards, and cut adrift the sails. It was 
done. About this time, owing to causes 
hereafter to he shown, two Spaniards, in the 
dress of sailors, and conspicuously showing 
themselves, were killed; not by volleys, but 
by deliberate marksman’s shots; while, as it 
afterwards appeared, during one of the gen- 
eral discharges, Atufal, the black, and the 
Spaniard at the helm likewise were killed. 
What now, with the loss of the sails, and loss 
of leaders, the ship became unmanageable 
to the negroes. 

With creaking masts, she came heavily 
round to the wind; the prow slowly swinging 
into view of the boats, its skeleton gleaming 
in the horizontal moonlight, and casting a 
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gigantic ribbed shadow upon the water. 
One extended arm of the ghost seemed 
beckoning the whites to avenge it. 

“Follow your leader!” cried the mate; and, 
one on each bow, the boats boarded. Seal- 5 
ing-s pears and cutlasses crossed hatches and 
handspikes. Huddled upon the long-boat 
amidships, the negresses raised a wailing 
chant, whose chorus was the clash of the 
steel. 10 

For a time the attack wavered; the negroes 
wedging themselves to beat it back; the half- 
repelled sailors, as yet unable to gain a foot- 
ing, fighting as troopers in the saddle, one 
leg sideways flung over the bulwarks, and 15 
one without, plying their cutlasses like car- 
ters’ whips. But in vain. They were almost 
overborne, when rallying themselves into a 
squad as one man, with a huzza, they sprang 
inboard, where, entangled, they involuntarily 20 
separated again. For a few breaths’ space 
there was a vague, muffled, inner sound, as 
of submerged sword-fish rushing hither and 
thither through shoals of black-fish. Soon, 
in a reunited band, and joined by the Span- 25 
ish seamen, the whites came to the surface, 
irresistibly driving the negroes toward the 
stern. But a barricade of casks and sacks, 
from side to side, had been thrown up by the 
mainmast. Here the negroes faced about, 30 
and though scorning peace or truce, yet 
fain would have had a respite. But, without 
pause, overleaping the barrier, the unflagging 
sailors again closed. Exhausted, the blacks 
now fought in despair. Their red tongues 35 
lolled, wolf-like, from their black mouths. 
But the pale sailors’ teeth were set; not a 
word spoken; and, in five minutes more, the 
ship was won. 

Nearly a score of the negroes were killed. 40 
Exclusive of those by the balls, many were 
mangled; their wounds — mostly inflicted 
by the long-edged sealing-spears — resem- 
bling those shaven ones of the English at 
Preston Pans, made by the poled scythes of 45 
the Highlanders. On the other side, none 
were killed, though several were wounded; 
some severely, including the mate. The 
surviving negroes were temporarily secured, 
and the ship, towed back into the harbor at 50 
midnight, once more lay anchored. 

Omitting the incidents and arrangements 


ensuing, suffice it that, after two days spent 
in refitting, the two ships sailed in company 
for Conception in Chili, and thence for 
Lima in Peru; where, before the vice-regal 
courts, the whole affair, from the beginning, 
underwent investigation. 

Though, midway on the passage, the ill- 
fated Spaniard, relaxed from constraint, 
showed some signs of regaining health with 
free-will; yet, agreeably to his own forebod- 
ing, shortly before arriving at Lima, he 
relapsed, finally becoming so reduced as to 
be carried ashore in arms. Hearing of his 
story and plight, one of the many religious 
institutions of the City of Kings opened an 
hospitable refuge to him, where both physi- 
cian and priest were his nurses, and a member 
of the order volunteered to be his one special 
guardian and consoler, by night and by day. 

The following extracts, translated from 
one of the official Spanish documents, will, 
it is hoped, shed light on the preceding nar- 
rative, as well as, in the first place, reveal 
the true port of departure and true history of 
the San Dominick’s voyage, down to the time 
of her touching at the island of St. Maria. 

But, ere the extracts come, it may be well 
to preface them with a remark. 

The document selected, from among many 
others, for partial translation, contains the 
deposition of Benito Cereno; the first taken 
in the case. Some disclosures therein were, 
at the time, held dubious for both learned 
and natural reasons. The tribunal inclined 
to the opinion that the deponent, not un- 
disturbed in his mind by recent events, raved 
of some things which could never have hap- 
pened. But subsequent depositions of the 
surviving sailors, bearing out the revelations 
of their captain in several of the strangest 
particulars, gave credence to the rest. So 
that the tribunal, in its final decision, rested 
its capital sentences upon statements which, 
had they lacked confirmation, it would have 
deemed it but duty to reject. 

I, DON JOSE DE ABOS AND PADILLA, His Majesty’s 
Notary for the Royal Revenue, and Register of this 
Province, and Notary Public of the Holy Crusade 
of this Bishopric, etc. 

Do certify and declare, as much as is requisite in 
law, that, in the criminal cause commenced the 
twenty-fourth of the month of September, in the 
year seventeen hundred and ninety-nine, against 



the Senegal negroes of the ship San Dominick the 
following declaration before me was made: ’ 
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[The catalogue over^ the deposition goes on:] 


Declaration of the first witness, don benito 

CERENO. 


. . . That all the negroes slept upon deck, as is 
customary in this navigation, and none wore fet- 
ters, because the o\\ner, his friend Aranda, told 

TVie , and monlYi, and year , Wonot ^ 

Doctor Juan Martinez de Rozas, Councilor of the day after leaving port, at three o'eloeh in 

Royal Audience of this Kingdom, and learned in morning, all the Spaniards being asleep except 

the law of this Intendency, ordered the captain of officers on the watch, who were the boat- 

the ship San Dominick, ^ Don Benito Cereno, to Robles, and the carpenter, Juan 

appear; which he did in his litter, attended by’ the ,0 Gayete, and the helmsman and his boy, 

monk Infelez; of whom he received the oath negroes revolted suddenly, wounded danger- 

which he took by God, our Lord, and a sign of the boatswain and the carpenter, and suc- 

Cr OSS ; under which he promised to tell the truth of ^'^ssively killed eighteen men of those who were 
whatever he should know and should be asked- — sleeping upon deck, some with hand-spikes and 
and being interrogated agreeably to the tenor of je b-^'^^bets, and others by throwing them alive over- 
the act commencing the process, he said, that on , h , Spaniards upon 

the twentieth of May last, he set sail with his ship about seven, as he thinks, alive and 

from the port of Valparaiso, bound to that of ^ed, to manoeuvre the ship, and three or four 
Callao; loaded with the produce of the country ^1°^ u remained also alive, 

beside thirty cases of hardware and one hundred .. Although m the act of revedt the negroes made 
and sixty blacks, of both sexes, mostly belonging to 
Don Alexandro Aranda, gentleman, of the city of 
Mendoza; that the crew of the ship consisted of 
thirty-six men, beside the persons who went as pas- 


themselves masters of the hatchway, six or seven 
wounded went through it to the cockpit, without 
any hindrance on their part; that in the act of re- 
volt, the mate and another person, whose name he 


1iiv.11, ucaivic Liic UC 15 UI 15 wao went as pas- j * n 1 11 

sengers; that the negroes were in part as follows:... 25 attempted to come up through 

^ ^ the hatchway, but being quickly wounded, were 

[Here, in the onsinal, follows a list of some obliged to return to the cabin; tliat the deponent 
rr.^ j j e.; j r Tcsolved at break of day to come up the compan- 

fifty names, descriptions, and ages, compiled firm ion-way, where the negro Babo was, being the 
certain recovered documents of Aranda^ s, and also ringleader, and Atufal, wlio assisted him, and 
from recollections of the deponent, from which 30 having spoken to them, exhorted them to cease 


portions only are extracted^ 

— One, from about eighteen to nineteen years, 
named Jos6, and this was the man that waited 


committing such atrocities, asking them, at the 
same time, what they wanted and intended to do, 
offering, himself, to obey their commands; that, 
notwithstanding this, they threw, in his presence, 


upon his master, Don Alexandro, and who speaks 35 three men, alive and tied, overboard; that they 

O • L t 1 I’pn I .1 1 111 . . 


well the Spanish, having served him four or five 
years; ... A mulatto, named Francesco, the cabin 
steward, of a good person and voice, having sung 
in the Valparaiso churches, native of the province 


told the deponent to come up, and that they would 
not kill him; which having done, the negro Babo 
asked him whether there wen- in those s<;as any 
negro countries where they might be carried, and 


of Buenos Ayres, aged about thirty-five years. A 4° he answered them, No; that the negro Babo after- 


smart negro, named Dago, who had been for many 
years a grave-digger among the Spaniards, aged 
forty-six years. . . . Four old negroes, bom in 
Africa, from sixty to seventy, but sound, caulkers 


wards told him to carry them to Senegal, or to the 
neighbouring islands of St. Nicholas; and he an- 
swered, that this was impossible, on account of the 
great distance, the necessity involved of rounding 
by trade, whose names are as follows: — the first 45 Cape Horn, the bad condition of the vessel, the 
was named Muri, and he was killed (as was tdso want of provisions, sails, and water, but that the 

his son named Diamelo); the second, Nacta; the negro Babo replied to him he must carry them in 

third, Yola, likewise killed; the fourth, Ghofan; any way; that they would do and conform them- 

and six full-grown negroes, aged from thirty to selves to everything the deponent should require as 

forty-five, all raw, and born among the Ashantees 5o to eating and drinking; that after a long confer- 
— Matiluqui, Yan, Lecbe, Mapenda, Yambaio, ence, being absolutely compelled to please them, 

Akim; four of whom were killed; ... a powerful for they threatened him to kill all the whites if they 

negro named Atufal, who being supposed to have were not, at all events, carried to Senegal, he told 

been a chief in Africa, his owner set great store by them that what was most wanting for the voya^e 

him. . . . And a small negro of Senegal, but some 55 was water; that they would go near the coaist to 
years among the Spaniards, aged about thirty, tcike it, and thence they would proceed on their 

which Negro’s name was Babo; . . . that he does course; that the negro Babo agreed to it; and the 

not remember the names of the others, but that still deponent steered towards the intermediate ports, 

expecting the residue of Don Alexandro’s papers hoping to meet some Spanish or foreign vessel that 

will be found, will then take due account of them 60 would save them; that within ten or eleven days 
all, and remit to the court; . . . and thirty-nine they saw the land, and continued by it in the vicin- 

women and children of all ages. ity of Nasca; that the deponent observed that the 
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negroes were not restless and mutinous, because he 
did not effect the taking in of water, the negro 
Babo having required, with threats, that it should 
be done, without fail, the following day; he told 
him he saw plainly that the coast was steep, and 
the rivers designated in the maps were not to be 
found, with other reasons suitable to the circum- 
stances; that the best way would be to go to the 
island of Santa Maria, where they might water 
easily, it being a solitary island, as the foreigners 
did; that the deponent did not go to Pisco, that 
was near, nor make any other port of the coast, 
because the negro Babo had intimated to him sev- 
eral times, that he would kill all the whites the very 
moment he should perceive any city, town, or set- 
tlement of any kind on the shores to which they 
should be carried: that having determined to go to 
the island of Santa Maria, as the deponent had 
planned, for the purpose of trying whether, on the 
passage or near the island itself, they could find 
any vessel that should favor them, or whether he 
could escape from it in a boat to the neighbouring 
coast of Arruco, to adopt the necessary means he 
immediately changed his course, steering for the 
island; that the negroes Babo and Atufal held daily 
conferences, in which they discussed what was 
necessary for their design of returning to Senegal, 
whether they were to kill all the Spaniards, and 
particularly the deponent; that eight days after 
parting from the coast of Nasca, the deponent be- 
ing on the watch a little after day-break, and soon 
after the negroes had their meeting, the negro 
Babo came to the place where the deponent was, 
and told him that he had determined to kill his 
master, Don Alexandro Aranda, both because he 
and his companions could not otherwise be sure of 
their liberty, and that to keep the seamen in sub- 
jection, he wanted to prepare a warning of what 
road they should be made to take did they or any 
of them oppose him; and that, by means of the 
death of Don Alexandro, that warning would best 
be given; but, that what this last meant, the de- 
ponent did not at the time comprehend, nor could 
not, further than that the death of Don Alexandro 
was intended; and moreover the negro Babo pro- 
posed to the deponent to call the mate Raneds, 
who was sleeping in the cabin, before the thing 
was done, for fear, as the deponent understood it, 
that the mate, who was a good navigator, should 
be killed with Don Alexandro and the rest; that 
the deponent, who was the friend, from youth of 
Don Alexandro, prayed and conjured, but all was 
useless; for the negro Babo answered him that the 
thing could not be prevented, and that all the 
Spaniards risked their death if they should attempt 
to frustrate his will in this matter, or any other; 
that, in this conflict, the deponent called the mate, 
Raneds, who was forced to go apart, and immedi- 
ately the negro Babo commanded the Ashantee 
Martinqui and the Ashantee Lccbe to go and com- 
mit the murder; that those two went down with 
hatchets to the berth of Don Alexandro; that, yet 
half alive and mangled, they dragged him on de^; 
that they were going to throw him overboard in 


that state, but the negro Babo stopped them, bid- 
ding the murder be completed on the deck before 
him, which was done, when, by his orders, the 
body was carried below, forward; that nothing 
more was seen of it by the deponent for three days; 
. . . that Don Alonzo Sidonia, an old man, long 
resident at Valparaiso, and lately appointed to a 
civil office in Peru, whither he had taken passage, 
was at the time sleeping in the berth opposite Don 
Alexandro’s; that awakening at his cries, surprised 
by them, and at the sight of the negroes with their 
bloody hatchets in their hands, he threw himself 
into the sea through a window which was near him 
and was drowned, without it being in the power of 
the deponent to assist or take him up; . . . that, a 
short time after killing Aranda, they brought upon 
deck his german-cousin, of middle-age, Don Fran- 
cisco Masa, of Mendoza, and the young Don Joa- 
quin, Marques de Aramboalaza, then lately from 
Spain, with his Spanish servant Ponce, and the 
three young clerks of Aranda, Jose Mozairi, Lo- 
renzo Bargas, and Hermenegildo Gandix, all of 
Cadiz; that Don Joaquin and Hermenegildo 
Gandix, the negro Babo, for purposes hereafter to 
appear, preserved alive; but Don Francisco Masa, 
Jose Mozairi, and Lorenzo Bargas, with Ponce the 
servant, beside the boatswain, Juan Robles, the 
boatswain’s mates, Manuel Viscaya and Roderigo 
Hurta, and four of the sailors, the negro Babo 
ordered to be thrown alive into the sea, although 
they made no resistance, nor begged for anything 
else but mercy; that the boatswain, Juan Robles, 
who knew how to swim, kept the longest above 
water, making acts of contrition, and, in the last 
words he uttered, charged this deponent to cause 
mass to be said for his soul to our Lady of Succor: 
. . . that, during the three days which followed, the 
deponent, uncertain what fate had befallen the 
remains of Don Alexandro, frequently asked the 
negro Babo where they were, and, if still on board, 
whether they were to be preserved for interment 
ashore, entreating him so to order it; that the 
negro Babo answered nothing till the fourth day, 
when at sunrise, the deponent coming on deck, the 
negro Babo showed him a skeleton, which had been 
substituted for the ship’s proper figurehead — the 
image of Christopher Colon, the discoverer of the 
New World; that the negro Babo asked him whose 
skeleton that was, and whether, from its whiteness, 
he should not think it a white’s; that, upon discov- 
ering his face, the negro Babo, coming close, said 
words to this effect: “Keep faith with the blacks 
from here to Senegal, or you shall in spirit, as now- 
in body, follow your leader,” pointing to the 
prow; . . . that the same morning the negro Babo 
took by succession each Spaniard forward, and 
asked him whose skeleton that was, and whether, 
from its whiteness, he should not think it a white’s; 
that each Spaniard covered his face; that then to 
each the negro Babo repeated the words in the 
first place said to the deponent; . . . that they (the 
Spaniards), being then assembled aft, the negro 
Babo harangued them, saying that he had now 
done all; that the deponent fas navie-ator for the 
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negroes) might pursue his course, warning him and 
all of them that they should, soul and body, go the 
way of Don Alexandro, if he saw them (the Span- 
iards') speak or plot anything against them (the 
negroes') — a threat which was repeated every day, 
that, before the events last mentioned, they had 
tied the cook to throw him overboard, for it is not 
known what thing they heard him speak, but fi- 
nally the negro Babo spared his life, at the request 
of the deponent; that a few days after, the depo- 
nent, endeavoring not to omit any means to pre- 
serve the lives of the remaining whites, spoke to 
the negroes peace and tranquillity, and agreed to 
draw up a paper, signed by the deponent and the 
sailors who could write, as also by the negro Babo, 
for himself and all the blacks, in which the depo- 
nent obliged himself to carry them to Senegal, and 
they not to kill any more, and he formally to make 
over to them the ship, with the cargo, with which 
they were for that time satisfied and quieted. . . . 
But the next day, the more surely to guard against 
the sailors’ escape, the negro Babo commanded all 
the boats to be destroyed but the long-boat, which 
was unseaworthy, and another, a cutter in good 
condition, which knowing it would yet be wanted 
for towing the water casks, he had it lowered down 
into the hold. 


[Various particulars of the prolonged and per- 
plexed navigation ensuing here follow, with in- 
cidents of a calamitous calm, from which portion one 
passage is extracted, to wit:'\ 

— That on the fifth day of the calm, all on board 
suffering much from the heat, and want of water, 
and five having died in fits, and mad, the negroes 
became irritable, and for a chance gesture, which 
they deemed suspicious — though it was harmless 
— made by the mate, Raneds, to the deponent in 
the act of handing a quadrant, they killed him; but 
that for this they were afterwards sorry, the mate 
being the only remaining navigator on board, 
except the deponent. 

— That omitting other events, which daily hap- 
pened, and which can only serve uselessly to recall 
past misfortunes and conflicts, after seventy-three 
days’ navigation, reckoned from the time they 
sailed from Nasca, during which they navigated 
under a scanty allowance of water, and were 
afflicted with the calms before mentioned, they at 
last arrived at the island of Santa Maria, on the 
seventeenth of the month of August, at about six 
o’clock in the afternoon, at which hour they cast 
anchor very near the American ship, Bachelor s 
Delight, which lay in the same bay, commanded 
by the generous Captain Amasa Delano; but at 
six o’clock in the morning, they had already de- 
scried the port, and the negroes became uneasy, as 6o 
soon as at distance they saw the ship, not having 
expected to see one there; that the negro Ba^ 
pacified them, assuring them that no fear need ^ 
had; that straightway he ordered the figure on the 
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bow to be covered with canvas, as for repairs, and 
had the decks a little set in order; that for a time 
the negro Baho and d\e negro AtuL\\ conferred; 
that the negro Atufal was for sailing away, but the 
5 negro Babo would not, and, by himself, cast about 
what to do; that at last he came to the deponent, 
proposing to him to say and do all that the de- 
ponent declares to have said and done to the 
Ameiican captain; . . . that the negro Babo 
10 vvarned him that if he varied in the least, or uttered 
any word, or gave any look that should give the 
least intimation of the past events or present state, 
he would instantly kill him, with all his compan- 
ions, showing a dagger, which he CLirried hid, say- 
15 ing something which, as he understood it, meant 
that that dagger would be alert as his eye, that the 
negro Babo then announced the plan to all his 
companions, which pleased them; that he then, 
the better to disguise the truth, devised many cx- 
20 pedients, in some of them uniling di'ceit and de- 
fense; that of this sort was the device of the six 
Ashantees before named, who weie his bravoes; 
that them he stationed on the break of the poop, as 
if to clean certain hatchets (in cases, which were 
25 part of the cargo), but in reality to use them, and 
distribute them at need, and at a given word he 
told them; that, among other devices, was the de- 
vice of presenting Atulal, his light li.ind man, as 
chained, though in a moment the chains could be 
30 dropped; that m every particular he informed the 
deponent what pai t he was exjiected to enact in 
every device, and what story he w-as to tell on 
every occasion, always threatening him with in- 
stant death if he varied in the least, that, conscious 
that many of the negroes would be turbulent, the 
negro Babo appointed the lour aged negroes, who 
were calkers, to keep what doinesiie ordci they 
could on the decks; that again and again he ha- 
rangued the Spaniards and his companions, in- 
forming them of his intent, and of his devices, and 
of the invented story that this deponent was to tell; 
charging them lest any of them varied from that 
story; that these arrangements were made and 
matured during the interval of tvv^o or three hours, 
45 between their first sighting the ship and the arrival 
on board of Captain .^masa Delano; that this hap- 
pened at about half-past seven o’clock in the 
morning, Captain Amasa Delano coming in his 
boat, and all gladly receiving him; that the de- 
50 ponent, as well as he could force himself, acting 
then the part of principal owner, and a free cap- 
tain of the ship, told Captain Amasa Delano, when 
called upon, that he came from Buenos Ayres, 
bound to Lima, with three hundred negroes; that 
35 oflT Cape Horn, and in a subsequent fever, many 
negroes had died; that also, by similar casualties, 
all the sea officers and the greatest part of the crew 
had died. 

[And so the deposition goes on, circumstantially 
recounting the fictitious story dictated to the de- 
ponent by Babo, and through the deponent imposed 
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Upon Captain Delano; and also recounting tiu 
friendly offers of Captain Delano^ with other 
things, but all of which is here omitted. After the 
fictitious story, etc., the deposition proceeds:'^ 

— that the generous Captain Amasa Delano re- 5 
mained on board all the day, till he left the ship 
anchored at six o’clock in the evening, deponent 
speaking to him always of his pretended misfor- 
tunes, under the forementioned principles, without 
having had it in his power to tell a single word, or lo 
give him the least lunt, that he might know the 
truth and state of things; because the negro Babo, 
performing the office of an officious servant with 
all the appearance of submission of the humble 
slave, did not leave the deponent one moment; 15 
that this was in order to observe the deponent’s 
actions and words, for the negro Babo understands 
well the Spanish; and besides, there were there- 
about some others who were constantly on the 
watch, and likewise understood the Spanish; ... 20 
that upon one occasion, while deponent was stand- 
ing on the deck conversing with Amasa Delano, by 
a secret sign the negro Babo drew him (the de- 
ponent) aside, the act appearing as if originating 
with the deponent; that then, he being drawn 25 
aside, the negro Babo proposed to him to gain 
from Amasa Delano full particulars about his ship, 
and crew, and arms; that the deponent asked “For 
what?” that the negro Babo answered he might 
conceive; that, grieved at the prospect of what 30 
might overt 2 ike the generous Captain Amasa 
Delano, the deponent at first refused to ask the de- 
sired questions, and used every argument to induce 
the negro Babo to give up this new design; that the 
negro Babo showed the point of his dagger; that, 35 
after the information had been obtained the negro 
Babo again drew him aside, telling him that that 
very night he (the deponent) would be captain of 
two ships instead of one, for that, great part of the 
American’s ship’s crew being to be absent fishing, 40 
the six Ashantees, without any one else, would 
easily take it; that at this time he said other things 
to the same purpose; that no entreaties availed; 
that before Amasa Delano’s coming on board, no 
hint had been given touching the capture of the 45 
American ship; that to prevent this project the 
deponent was powerless; ... — that in some 
things his memory is confused, he cannot dis- 
tincdy recall every event; . . . — that as soon as 
they had cast anchor at six of the clock in the eve- 50 
ning, as has before been stated, the American Cap- 
tciin took leave, to return to his vessel; that upon a 
sudden impulse, which the deponent believes to 
have come from God and his angels, he, after the 
farewell had been said, followed the generous Cap- 55 
tain Amasa Delano as far as the gunwale, where he 
stayed, under the pretense of taking leave, until 
Amasa Delano should have been seated in his 
boat; that on shoving off, the deponent sprang 
from the gunwale into the boat, and fell into it, he 
knows not how, God guarding him; that 


[Here, in the original, follows the account of 
what further happened at the escape, and how the 
San Dominick was retaken, and of the passage to 
the coast; including in the recital many expressions 
of eternal gratitude'^ to the generous Captain 
Amasa Delano."^^ The deposition then proceeds 
with recapitulatory remarks, and a partial re- 
numeration of the negroes, making record of their 
individual part in the past events, with a view to 
furnishing, according to command of the court, 
the data whereon to found the criminal sentence:^ 
to be pronounced. From this portion is the fol- 
lowing:^ 

— That he believes that all the negroes, though 
not in the first place knowing to the design of re- 
volt, when it was accomplished, approved it 

That the negro, Jose, eighteen years old, and in the 
personal service of Don Alexandro, was the one 
who communicated the information to the negro 
Babo, about the state of things in the cabin, before 
the revolt; that this is known, because, in the pre- 
ceding midnight, he used to come from his berth, 
which was under his master’s, in the cabin, to the 
deck where the ringleader and his associates were, 
and had secret conversations with the negro Babo, 
in which he was several times seen by the mate; 
that, one night, the mate drove him away twice; 

. . . that this same negro Jos6 was the one who, 
without being commanded to do so by the negro 
Babo, as Lecbe and Martinqui were, stabbed his 
master, Don Alexandro, after he had been dragged 
half-lifeless to the deck; . . . that the mulatto stew- 
ard, Francesco, was of the first band of revolters, 
that he was, in all things, the creature and tool of 
the negro Babo; that, to make his court, he, just 
before a repast in the cabin, proposed, to the negro 
Babo, poisoning a dish for the generous Captain 
Amasa Delano; this is known and believed, be- 
cause the negroes have said it; but that the negro 
Babo, having another design, forbade Francesco; 

. . . that the Ashantee Lecbe was one of the worst 
of them; for that, on the day the ship was retaken, 
he assisted in the defense of her, with a hatchet in 
each hand, with one of which he wounded, in the 
breast, the chief mate of Amasa Delano, in the 
first act of boarding; this all knew; that, in sight of 
the deponent, Lecbe struck, with a hatchet, Don 
Francisco Masa when, by the negro Babo’s orders, 
he was carrying him to throw him overboard, 
sdive; beside participating in the murder, before 
mentioned, of Don Alexandro Aranda, and others 
of the cabin-passengers; that, owing to the fury 
with which the Ashantees fought in the engage- 
ment with the boats, but this Lecbe and Yan sur- 
vived; that Yan was bad as Lecbe; that Yan was 
the man who, by Babo’s command, willingly pre- 
pared the skeleton of Don Alexandro, in a way the 
' negroes zifterwards told the deponent, but which 
he, so long as reason is left him, can never divulge; 
that Yan and Lecbe were the two who in * nalm 
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by night, riveted the skeleton to the bow; this also 
the negroes told him; that the negro Babo was he 
who traced the inscription below it; that the negro 
Babo was the plotter from first to last; he ordered 
every murder, and was the helm and keel of the 
revolt; that Atufal was his lieutenant in all; but 
Atufal, with his own hand, committed no murder; 
nor did the negro Babo; . . . that Atufal was shot, 
being killed in the fight with boats, ere boarding; 
. . . that the negresses, of age, were knowing to the 
revolt, and testified themselves satisfied at the 
death of their master, Don Alexandro; that, had 
the negroes not restrained them, they would have 
tortured to death, instead of simply killing, the 
Spaniards slain by command of the negro Babo; 
that the negresses used their utmost influence to 
have the deponent made away with; that, in the 
various acts of murder, they sang songs and danced 

— not gaily, but solemnly; and before the engage- 
ment with the boats, as well as during the action, 
they sang melancholy songs to the negroes, and 
that this melancholy tone was more inflaming than 
a different one would have been, and was so in- 
tended; that all this is believed because the negroes 
have said it. 

— that of the thirty-six men of the crew, exclusive 
of the passengers (all of whom are now dead), 
which the deponent had knowledge of, six only 
remained alive, with four cabin-boys and ship- 
boys, not included with the crew; ... — that the 
negroes broke an arm of one of the cabin-boys and 
gave him strokes with hatchets. 

[Then follow various random disclosures re- 
ferring to various periods of time. The following 
are extracted. ] 

— That during the presence of Captain Amasa 
Delano on board, some attempts were made by the 
sailors, and one by Hermenegildo Gandix, to con- 
vey hints to him of the true state of affairs; but that 
these attempts were ineffectual, owing to fear of 
incurring death, and, furthermore, owing to the 
devices which offered contradictions to the true 
state of affairs, as well as owing to the generosity 
and piety of Amasa Delano, incapable of sounding 
such wickedness; . . . that I.uys Galgo, a sailor 
about sixty years of age, and formerly of the king’s 
navy, was one of those who sought to convey 
tokens to Captain Amasa Delano; but his intent, 
though undiscovered, being suspected, he was, on a 
pretense, made to retire out of sight, and at last 
into the hold, and there was made away with. 
This the negroes have since said; . . . that one of 
the ship-boys feeling, from Captain Amasa Dela- 
no’s presence, some hopes of release, and not hav- 
ing enough prudence, dropped some chance-word 
respecting his expectations, which being overheard 
and understood by a slave-boy with w'hom he was 
eating at the time, the latter struck him on the 
head with a knife, inflicting a bad wound, but of 
which the boy is now healing; that likewise, not 
long before the ship was brought to anchor, one of 
the seamen, steering at the time, endangered him- 
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self by letting the blacks remark some expression in 
his countenance, arising from some cause similar to 
the above; but this sailor, by his heedful after con- 
duct, escaped; . . . that these statements are made 
5 to show the court that from the beginning to the 
end of the revolt, it was impossible for the depo- 
nent and his men to act otherwise than they did; 
... — that the third clerk, Hermenegildo Gandix, 
who before had been forced to live among the sea- 
lo men, wearing a seaman’s habit, and m all respects 
appearing to be one for the time: he, Gandix, was 
killed by a musket ball fired through mistake from 
the boats belorc boarding; having m his fright run 
up the mizzen-ngging, calling to the boats — 
15 “don’t board,” lest upon their boarding the ne- 
groes should kill him; that this inducing the Ameri- 
cans to believe he some way favored the cause of 
the negroes, they fired two balls at him, so that he 
fell wounded from the rigging, and was drowned in 
20 the sea; ... — that the young Don Joaquin, Mar- 
ques de Aramboalaza, like Hermenegildo Gandix, 
the third clerk, was degraded to the office and ap- 
pearance of a common seaman; that upon one 
occasion, when Don Joaquin shrank, the negro 
25 Babo commanded the Ashantee Lecbe to take tar 
and heat it, and pour it upon Don Joaquin’s hands; 
... — that Don Joaquin was killed owing to an- 
other mistake of the Americans, but one impossible 
to be avoided, as upon the approach of the boats, 
30 Don Joaquin, with a hatchet tied edge out and 
upright to his hand, was made by the negroes to 
appear on the bulwarks; whereupon, seen with 
arms in his hands and in a questionable attitude, 
he was shot for a renegade seaman; ... — that on 
35 the person of Don Joaquin was found secreted a 
jewel, which, by papers that were discovered, 
proved to have been meant for the shrine of our 
Lady of Mercy in Lima; a votive offering, before- 
hand prepared and guarded, to attest his gratitude, 
40 when he should have landed in Peru, his last des- 
tination, for the safe conclusion of his entire voyage 
from Spain; ... — that the jewel, with the other 
effects of the late Don Joaquin, is in the custody of 
the brethren of the Hospital de Sacerdotes, await- 
45 ing the disposition of the honorable court; ... — 
that, owing to the condition of the deponent, as 
well as the haste in which the boats departed for 
the attack, the Americans were not forewarned 
that there w^cre, among the apparent crew, a pas- 
50 senger and one of the clerks, disguised by the negro 
Bate; ... — that, beside the negroes killed in the 
action, some were killed after the capture and re- 
anchoring at night, when shackled to the ring- 
bolts on deck; that these deaths were committed 
55 by the sailors, ere they could be prevented. That 
so soon as informed of it, Captain Amasa Delanj 
used all his authority, and, in particular with his 
own hand, struck down Martinez Gola, who, hav- 
ing found a razor in the pocket of an old jacket of 
60 his, which one of the shackled negroes had on, was 
aiming it at the negro’s throat; that the noble Cap- 
tain Amasa Delano also wxenched from the hand 
of Bzu*tholomew Barlo, a dagger secreted at the 
time of the massacre of the whites, with which he 
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was in the act of stabbing a shackled negro, who, 
the same day, with another negro, had thrown him 
down and jumped upon him; ... — that, for all 
the events, befalling through so long a time, during 
which the ship was in the hands of the negro Babo, 
he cannot here give account; but that, wliat he has 
said is the most substantial of what occurs to him 
at present, and is the truth under the oath which 
he has taken; which declaration he affirmed and 
ratified, after hearing it read to him. 

He said that he is twenty-nine years of age, and 
broken in body and mind; that when finsdly dis- 
missed by the court, he shall not return home to 
Chili, but betake himself to the monastery on 
Mount Agonia without; and signed with his honor, 
and crossed himself, and, for the time, departed as 
he came, in his litter, with the monk Infelez, to the 
Hospital de Sacerdotes. 

BENITO CERENO 

DOCTOR ROZAS. 

If the deposition have served as the key to 
fit into the lock of the complications which 
precede it, then, as a vault whose door has 
been flung back, the San Dominick’s hull lies 
open to-day. 

Hitherto the nature of this narrative, be- 
sides rendering the intricacies in the be- 
ginning unavoidable, has more or less re- 
quired that many things, instead of being 
set down in the order of occurrence, should 
be retrospectively, or irregularly given; this 
last is the case with the following passages, 
which will conclude the account: 

During the long, mild voyage to Lima, 
there was, as before hinted, a period during 
which the sufferer a little recovered his health, 
or, at least in some degree, his tranquillity. 
Ere the decided relapse which came, the two 
captains had many cordial conversations — 
their fraternal unreserve in singular contrast 
with former withdrawments. 

Again and again, it was repeated, how 
hard it had been to enact the part forced on 
the Spaniard by Babo. 

“Ah, my dear friend,” Don Benito once 
said, “at those very times when you thought 
me so morose and ungrateful, nay when, as 
you now admit, you half thought me plotting 
your murder, at those very times my heart 
was frozen; I could not look at you, thinking 
of what, both on board this ship and your 
own, hung, from other hands, over my kind 
benefactor. And as God lives, Don Amasa, 
I know not whether desire for my own safety 
alone could have nerved me to that leap 


into your boat, had it not been for the 
thought that, did you, unenlightened, return 
to your ship, you, my best friend, with aU 
who might be with you, stolen upon, that 
5 night, in your hammocks, would never in this 
world have wakened again. Do but think 
how you walked this deck, how you sat in this 
cabin, every inch of ground mined into honey- 
combs under you. Had I dropped the least 
10 hint, made the least advance towards an 
understanding between us, death, explosive 
death — yours as mine — would have ended 
the scene.” 

“True, true,” cried Captain Delano, 
15 starting, “you saved my life, Don Benito, 
more than I yours; saved it, too, against my 
knowledge and will.” 

“Nay, my friend,” rejoined the Spaniard, 
courteous even to the point of religion, “God 
20 charmed your life, but you saved mine. To 
think of some things you did — those smilings 
and chattings, rash pointings and gesturings. 
For less than these, they slew my mate, 
Raneds; but you had the Prince of Heaven’s 
25 safe conduct through all ambuscades.” 

“Yes, all is owing to Providence, I know; 
but the temper of my mind that morning 
was more than commonly pleasant, while 
the sight of so much suffering, more apparent 
30 than real, added to my good-nature, com- 
passion, and charity, happily interweaving 
the three. Had it been otherwise, doubtless, 
as you hint, some of my interferences might 
have ended unhappily enough. Besides, 
35 those feelings I spoke of enabled me to get 
the better of momentary distrust, at times 
when acuteness might have cost me my life, 
without saving another’s. Only at the end 
did my suspicions get the better of me, and 
40 you know how wide of the mark they then 
proved.” 

“Wide indeed,” said Don Benito, sadly; 
“you were with me all day; stood with me, 
sat with me, talked with me, looked at me, ate 
45 with me, drank with me; and yet, your last 
act was to clutch for a monster, not only an 
innocent man, but the most pitiable of all 
men. To such degree many malign ma- 
chinations and deceptions impose. So far 
50 may even the best men err, in judging the 
conduct of one with the recesses of whose 
condition he is not acquainted. But you 
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were forced to it; and you were in time un- 
deceived. Would that, in both respects, it 
was so ever, and with all men.” 

“You generalize, Don Benito; and mourn- 
fully enough. But the past is passed ; why mor- 5 
alize upon it? Forget it. See, yon bright sun 
has forgotten it all, and the blue sea, and the 
blue sky; these have turned over new leaves.” 

“Because they have no memory,” he dejec- 
tedly replied; “because they are not human.” 10 

“But these mild trades that now fan your 
cheek, Don Benito, do they not come with a 
human-like healing to you? Warm friends, 
steadfast friends are the trades.” 

“With their steadfastness they but waft 15 
me to my tomb, Sehor,” was the foreboding 
response. 

“You are saved,” cried Captain Delano, 
more and more astonished and pained; “you 
are saved: what has cast such a shadow upon 20 
you?” 

“The negro.” 

There was silence, while the moody man 
sat, slowly and unconsciously gathering his 
mantle about him, as if it were a pall. 25 

There was no more conversation that day. 

But if the Spaniard’s melancholy sometimes 
ended in muteness upon topics like the above, 
there were others upon which he never spoke 
at all; on which, indeed, all his old reserves 30 
were piled. Pass over the worst and, only 
to elucidate, let an item or two of these be 
cited. The dress so precise and costly, worn 
by him on the day whose events have been 
narrated, had not willingly been put on. 35 
And that silver-mounted sword, apparent 
symbol of despotic command, was not, in- 
deed, a sword, but the ghost of one. The 
scabbard, artificially stiffened, was empty. 

As for the black — whose brain, not body, 40 
had schemed and led the revolt, with the 
plot — his slight frame, inadequate to that 
which it held, had at once yielded to the 
superior muscular strength of his captor, in 
the boat. Seeing all was over, he uttered no 45 
sound, and could not be forced to. His 
aspect seemed to say, since I cannot do deeds, 

I will not speak words. Put in irons in the 
hold, with the rest, he was carried to Lima. 
During the passage, Don Benito did not visit 50 
him. Nor then, nor at any time after, would 
he look at him. Before the tribunal he re- 


fused. When pressed by the judges he 
fainted. On the testimony of the sailors 
alone rested the legal identity of Babo. 

Some months after, dragged to the gibbet 
at the tail of a mule, the black met his voice- 
less end. The body was burned to ashes; 
but for many days, the head, that hive of 
subtlety, fixed on a pole in the Plaza, met, 
unabashed, the gaze of the whiles; and across 
the Plaza locked towards St. Bartholomew’s 
church, in whose vaults slept then, as now, 
the recovered bones of Aranda: and across 
the Rimac bridge looked toward the mon- 
astery, on Mount Agonia without; where, 
three months after being dismissed by the 
court, Benito Cereno, borne on the bier, did, 
indeed, follow his leader. 

The Portent 

{1859) 

Hanging from the beam. 

Slowly swa> mg (such the law), 

Gaunt the shadow on your green, 
Shenandoah ! 

The cut is on the crown S 

(Lo, John Blown), 

And the stabs shall heal no more. 

Hidden in the cap 

Is the anguish none can draw; 

So your future veils its face, 10 

Shenandoah ! 

But the streaming beard is shown 
(Weird John Brown), 

The meteor of the war. 

Malvern Hill 

{July, 1862) 

Ye elms that wave on Malvern Hill 
In prime of morn and May, 

Recall ye how McClellan’s men 
Here stood at bay? 

While deep within yon forest dim 5 

Our rigid comrades lay — 

Some with the cartridge in their mouth. 
Others with fixed arms lifted South — 
Invoking so 

The cypress glades? Ah wilds of woe ! 10 

The spires of Richmond, late beheld 
Through rifts in musket-haze, 
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Were closed from view in clouds of dust 
On leaf-walled ways, 

Where streamed our wagons in caravan; 15 
And the Seven Nights and Days 
Of march and fast, retreat and fight. 

Pinched our grimed faces to ghastly plight — 
Does the elm wood 

Recall the haggard beards of blood? 20 

The battle-smoked flag, with stars eclipsed. 
We followed (it never fell !) — 

In silence husbanded our strength — 
Received their yell; 

Till on this slope we patient turned 25 

With cannon ordered well; 

Reverse we proved was not defeat; 

But ah, the sod what thousands meet ! — 
Does Malvern Wood 

Bethink itself, and muse and brood? 30 

We elms of Malvern Hill 
Remember everything; 

But sap the twig will Jill: 

Wag the world how it will, 

Leaves must he green in Spring, 35 

Seedsmen of Old Saturn’s Land 

{Clarel, 1876) 

“Seedsmen of old Saturn’s land. 

Love and peace went hand in hand, 

And sowed the Era Golden! 


“Gk)lden time for man and mead: 

Title none, nor title-deed. 

Nor any slave, nor Soldan. 

“Venus burned both large and bright, 

Honey-moon from night to night. 

Nor bride, nor groom waxed olden. 

“Big the tears, but ruddy ones. 

Crushed from grapes in vats and tuns 
Of vineyards green and golden ! 

“Sweet to sour did never sue. 

None repented ardour true — 

Those years did so embolden. 

“Glum Don Graveairs slunk in den: 

Frankly roved the gods with men 
In gracious talk and golden. 

“Thrill it, cymbals of my rhyme, 

Power was love, and love in prime. 

Nor revel to toil beholden. 

“Back, come back, good age, and reign, 

Goodly age, and long remain — 
Saturnian Age, the Golden!” 


John Greenleaf Whittier (iSoy-iS^i) 


In the farmhouse at Haverhill, Mass., which he has romantically described in 
Snow-Bound, Whittier was born of Quaker parents whose ancestors had been in 
Massachusetts since 1638. Brought up in the busy life of a farm boy, Whittier at 
the age of fourteen read a volume of Burns and began to scribble verses. Some of 
these appeared in The Free Press, a weekly edited in Newburyport by William Lloyd 
Garrison. Garrison became interested in his young contributor and urged the boy’s 
parents to supplement their son’s scanty education by sending him to Haverhill 
Academy. Whittier studied at the academy during 1827 and 1828, and began his 
career as a cobbler, a teacher, and an editor of journals in Boston and Hartford. 

In 1831 he published his first work. Legends of New England in Prose and Verse, and 
two years later entered the lists for abolition with a pamphlet entitled Justice and 
Expediency. That year, 1833, was a turning point in Whittier’s career, just as 1832 
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had been a turning point in Emerson’s. In The Tent on the Beach he described him- 
self as 

a dreamer born, 

Who, with a mission to fulfill, 

Had left the Muses’ haunts to turn 
The crank of an opinion mill. 

The next three decades, the most vigorous vears of his life, Whittier gave to his opin- 
ion mill. He was a delegate to the anti-slavery convention of 1833 in Philadelphia. 
He served in the Massachusetts legislature in 1835 and 3 836. In this position, and 
publicly by prose, verse, and speech, he never ceased to argue against slavery. He 
risked his life before hostile mobs, he gave up his political career, and he spent 
strength and spirit on controversial publications that he might better have spent, 
many think, on other works. From 1838 until 1840 he edited The Pennsylvania 
Freeman. In 1843 he published Lays of My Home, and, in 1846, roices of Freedom. A 
collected edition of his Poems appeared in 1848, and two years later Songs of Labor. 

When the War of the Secession was ai an end, Whittier settled down to the peace- 
ful years he had earned. Almost three decades before this, he had established his 
home at Amesbury, and at this quiet spot he recalled his early years and wrote 
“Snow-Bound” in 1865. The Tent on the Beach was published in 1867 and The Penn- 
sylvania Pilgrim in 1872. His seventieth and eightieth birthdays were celebrated by 
his readers throughout the country. 

The standard edition is the Riverside, 7 volumes, 1888. H. E. Scudder edited 
the Cambridge edition of the poetical works, 1894. The fullest biography is Life and 
Letters of John Greenleaf Whittier, by S. T. Pickard, 2 volumes, 1894. There are shorter 
lives by T. W. Higginson, 1902, G. R. Carpenter, 1903, and W. Bennett, 1941. 


Democracy and Slavery 

(1843) 

This will serve as an example of the lucid and 
vigorous prose Whittier wrote through many years 5 
as a social reformer. 

For Jefferson on slavery see the selection from 
Notes on Virginia, p. 228, above. 

Other great Virginians, such as Washington, 
Madison, and Patrick Henry, agreed with Jeffer- 
son in favoring emancipation, but in the first half lo 
of the nineteenth century the liberal tradition of 
the Revolutionary epoch broke down. Among 
many reasons were the lesser stature of the new 
generation of Southern leaders; the intolerance of 
the uneducated common man; the fear of slave 
insurrection that swept sections of the South; the 15 
hot resentment of the crusade of the Abolitionists 
of the North, which rendered poised judgment of 
the problem impossible; the magnetic agitation of 
Calhoun in support of slavery; the fact that 
emancipation seemed to threaten the present and 
future economic security of the Southern States; 
the silencing and suppression of Southern anti- 
slavery men. For these facts, which Whittier was 
in no position fairly to understand and assess, the 
reader may be referred to a study by a recent 


Southern histori<in, Clement Eaton, Freedom of 
Thought in the Old South, 1940. 

The great leader of American Democracy, 
Thomas Jefferson, was an ultra-abolitionist 
in theory, while from youth to age a slave- 
holder in practice. With a zeal which never 
abated, with a warmth which the frost of 
years could not chill, he urged the great 
truths, that each man should be the guardian 
of his own weal; that one man should never 
have absolute control over another. He 
maintained the entire equality of the race, 
the inherent right of self-ownership, the equal 
claim of all to a fair participation in the en- 
actment of the laws by which they are gov- 
erned. 

He saw clearly that slavery, as it existed 
in the South and on his own plantation, was 
inconsistent with this doctrine. His early 
efforts for emancipation in Virginia failed of 
success; but he next turned his attention to 
the vast northwestern territory, and laid the 
foundation of that ordinance of 1787, which. 
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like the flaming sword of the angel at the 
gates of Paradise, has effectually guarded 
that territory against the entrance of slavery. 
Nor did he stop here. He was the friend and 
admirer of the ultra-abolitionists of revolu- 5 
tionary France; he warmly urged his British 
friend, Dr. Price, to send his anti-slavery 
pamphlets into Virginia; he omitted no op- 
portunity to protest against slavery as anti- 
democratic, unjust, and dangerous to the 
common welfare; and in his letter to the ter- 
ritorial governor of Illinois, written in old 
age, he bequeathed, in earnest and affecting 
language, the cause of negro emancipation 
to the rising generation. “This enterprise,” 
said he, “is for the young, for those who can 
carry it forward to its consummation. It 
shall have all my prayers, and these are the 
only weapons of an old man.” 

Such was Thomas Jefferson, the great 
founder of American Democracy, the ad- 
vocate of the equality of human rights, ir- 
respective of any conditions of birth, or 
climate, or color. His political doctrines, 
it is strange to say, found their earliest re- 
cipients and most zealous admirers in the 
slave states of the Union. The privileged 
class of slave-holders, whose rank and station 
“supersede the necessity of an order of no- 
bility,” became earnest advocates of equality 
among themselves — the democracy of aris- 
tocracy. With the misery and degradation 
of servitude always before them, in the 
condition of their own slaves, an intense 
love of personal independence, and a haughty 
impatience of any control over their actions, 
prepared them to adopt the democratic idea, 
so far as it might be applied to their own 
order. Of that enlarged and generous de- 
mocracy, the love, not of individual freedom 
alone, but of the rights and liberties of all 
men, the unselfish desire to give to others the 
privileges which all men value for themselves, 
we are constrained to believe the great body 
of Thomas Jefferson’s slave-holding admirers 
had no adequate conception. They were 
just such democrats as the patricians of Rome 
and the aristocracy of Venice; lords over 
their own plantations, a sort of “holy al- 
liance” of planters, admitting and defending 
each other’s divine right of mastership. 

Still, in Virginia, Maryland, and in other 


sections of the slave states, truer exponents 
and exemplifiers of the idea of democracy, 
as it existed in the mind of Jefferson, were not 
wanting. In the debate on the memorials 
presented to the first Congress of the United 
States, praying for the abolition of slavery, 
the voice of the Virginia delegation in that 
body was unanimous in deprecation of slav- 
ery as an evil, social, moral, and political. 
In the Virginia constitutional convention of 
1829 there were men who had the wisdom 
to perceive and the firmness to declare that 
slavery was not only incompatible with the 
honor and prosperity of the state, but wholly 
indefensible on any grounds which could be 
consistently taken by a republican people. 
In the debate on the same subject in the 
legislature in 1832, universal and impartial 
democracy found utterance from eloquent 
lips. We might say as much of Kentucky, 
the child of Virginia. But it remains true 
that these were exceptions to the general 
rule. With the language of universal liberty 
on their lips, and moved by the most zealous 
spirit of democratic propagandism, the 
greater number of the slave-holders of the 
Union seem never to have understood the 
true meaning, or to have measured the length 
and breadth of that doctrine which they were 
the first to adopt, and of which they have 
claimed all along to be the peculiar and 
chosen advocates. 

The Northern States were slow to adopt 
the Democratic creed. The oligarchy of 
New England, and the rich proprietors and 
landholders of the Middle States, turned 
with alarm and horror from the levelling 
doctrines urged upon them by the “liberty 
and equality” propagandists of the South. 
The doctrines of Virginia were quite as un- 
palatable to Massachusetts at the beginning 
of the present century as those of Massa- 
chusetts now are to the Old Dominion. De- 
mocracy interfered with old usages and time- 
honored institutions, and threatened to 
plough up the very foundations of the social 
fabric. It was zealously opposed by the 
representatives of New England in Congress 
and in the home legislatures; and in many 
pulpits hands were lifted to God in humble 
entreaty that the curse and bane of de- 
mocracy, an offshoot of the rabid Jacobinism 
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of revolutionary France, might not be per- denounced slave-holding, in common with 

mitted to take root and over-shadow Uie other forms of oppression. Barlow, fresh 

goodly heritage of Phiritanism. The alarmists from communion with Gregoire, Brissot, and 

of the South, in their most fervid pictures of Robespierre, des’^oted to negro slav^ery some 

the evils to be apprehended from the prev- 5 of the most vigorous and truthful lines of his 

alence of anti-slavery doctrines in their great poem. Eaton, returning from his ro- 

midst, have drawn nothing more fearful man tic achievements in Tunis for the de- 

than the visions of such liverance of white slaves, improved the oc- 

“Prophets of war and harbingers of ill” ^ ^oumrymen on 

10 the inconsistency and guilt of holding blacks, 
as Fisher Ames in the forum and Parish in in servitude. In the Missouri struggle of 

the desk, when contemplating the inroads 1819 - 20 , the people of the free states, with 

of Jeffersonian democracy upon the politics, a few ignoble exceptions, took issue with the 

religion, and property of the North. South against the extension of slaver>^ Some 

But great numbers of the free laborers of 15 ten years later, the present anti-slavery 

the Northern States, the mechanics and small agitation commenced. It originated, beyond 

farmers, took a very different view of the a v^uestion, in the democratic clement. With 

matter. The doctrines of Jefferson were re- the words of Jefferson on their lips, young, 

ceived as their political gospel. It was in earnest, and enthusiastic men called the at- 

vain that federalism denounced with in- 20 tention of the community to the moral wrong 

dignation the impertinent inconsistency of and political reproach of slavery. In the 

slave-holding interference in behalf of lib- name and spirit of democracy, the moral and 

erty in the free states. Gome the doctrine political powers of the people were invoked 

from whom it might, the people felt it to be to limit, discountenance, and put an end to 

true. State after state revolted from the 25 a system so manifestly subversive of its 

ranks of federalism, and enrolled itself on foundation principles. It was a revival of the 

the side of democracy. The old order of language of Jefferson and Page and Ran- 

things was broken up; equality before the dolph, an eclio of the voice of him who 

law was established, religious tests and re- penned the Declaration of Independence 

strictions of the right of suffrage were ab- 30 and originated the ordinance of 1787 . 
rogated. Take Massachusetts, for example. Meanwhile the South had wcllnigh for- 
There the resistance to democratic principles gotten the actual significance of the teachings 
was the most strenuous and longest continued. of its early political prophets, and their re- 

Yet, at this time, there is no state in the newal in the shape of abolitionism was, as 

Union more thorough in its practical adop- 35 might have been expected, strange and un- 

tion of them. No property qualifications or welcome. Pleasant enough it had been to 

religious tests prevail; all distinctions of sect, hold up occasionally these democratic ab- 

birth, or color, are repudiated, and suffrage stractions for the purpose of challenging the 

is universal. The democracy, which in the world’s admiration and cheaply acquiring the 

South has only been held in a state of gaseous 40 character of lovers of liberty and equality, 

abstraction, hardened into concrete reality Frederick of Prussia, apostrophizing the 

in the cold air of the North. The ideal be- shades of Cato and Brutus, 

came practical, for it had found lodgment «Vous de la libert6 h6ros que je r6v^c,” 

among men who were accustomed to act out 

their convictions and test all their theories 45 whUe in the full exercise of his despotic power 
by actual experience. quite as consistent as these democratic 

While thus making a practical application slave-owners, whose admiration of liberty 

of the new doctrine, the people of the free increased in exact ratio with its distance 

states could not but perceive the incongruity from their own plantations. They had not 

of democracy and slavery. 50 calculated upon seeing their doctrine clothed 

Sclleck Osborn, who narrowly escaped the with life and power, a practical reality, 

honor of a Democratic martyr in Connecticut, pressing for application to their slaves as 
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well as to themselves. They had not taken 
into account the beautiful ordination of 
Providence, that no man can vindicate his 
own rights, without directly or impliedly in- 
cluding in that vindication the rights of all 5 
other men. The haughty and oppressive 
barons who wrung from their reluctant mon- 
arch the Great Charter at Runnymede, act- 
ing only for themselves and their class, little 
dreamed of the universal application which 10 
has since been made of their guaranty of rights 
and liberties. As little did the nobles of the 
parliament of Paris, when strengthening 
themselves by limiting the kingly prerogative, 
dream of the emancipation of their own serfs, 15 
by a revolution to which they were blindly 
giving the first impulse. God’s truth is uni- 
versal; it cannot be monopolized by self- 
ishness. 

Massachusetts to Virginia 

(1843) 

“I set a higher value on my name as appended 
to the Anti-Slavery Declaration of 1833,” Whittier 
said, “than on the title-page of any book.” He 
steadfastly refused to omit from his collections of 
poems those which would offend Southern read- 
ers. He once wrote to a friend, “I was never an 
enemy to the South or the holders of slaves. I in- 
herited from my Quaker ancestry hatred of slav- 
ery, but not of slaveholders. To every call of suf- 
fering or distress in the South I have promptly 
responded to the extent of my ability. I was one 
of the very first to recognize the rare gift of the 
Carolinian poet Timrod, and I was the intimate 
friend of the lamented Paul H. Hayne, though 
both wrote fiery lyrics against the North.” 

The following poem was “written on reading an 
account of the proceedings of the citizens of Nor- 
folk, Va., in reference to George Latimer, the 
alleged fugitive slave, who was seized in Boston 
without warrant at the request of James B. Grey, 
of Norfolk, claiming to be his master. The case 
caused great excitement North and South, and led 
to the presentation of a petition to Congress, 
signed by more than fifty thousand citizens of 
Massachusetts, calling for such laws and proposed 
amendments to the Constitution as should relieve 
the Commonwealth from all further pcirticipation 
in the crime of oppression. George Latimer him- 
self was finally given free papers for the sum of four 
hundred dollars” (Whittier). 

The blast from Freedom’s Northern hills, 
upon its Southern way, 

Beais greeting to Virginia from Massachu- 
setts Bay: 


No word of haughty challenging, nor battle 
bugle’s peal, 

Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang 
of horsemen’s steel. 

No trains of deep-mouthed cannon along our 
highways go; 5 

Around our silent arsenals untrodden lies 
the snow; 

And to the land-breeze of our ports, upon 
their errands far, 

A thousand sails of commerce swell, but 
none are spread for war. 

We hear thy threats, Virginia! thy stormy 
words and high 

Swell harshly on the Southern winds which 
melt along our sky; 10 

Yet not one brown, hard hand foregoes its 
honest labor here. 

No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends 
his axe in fear. 

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs 
along St. George’s bank; 

Cold on the shores of Labrador the fog lies 
white and dank; 

Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, 
stout are the hearts which man 15 

The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea- 
boats of Cape Ann. 

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on 
their icy forms. 

Bent grimly o’er their straining lines or 
wrestling with the storms; 

Free as the winds they drive before, rough as 
the waves they roam. 

They laugh to scorn the slaver’s threat 
against their rocky home. 20 

What means the Old Dominion? Hath she 
forgot the day 

When o’er her conquered valleys swept the 
Briton’s steel array? 

How, side by side with sons of hers, the 
Massachusetts men 

Encountered Tarleton’s charge of fire, and 
stout Cornwallis, then? 
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Forgets she how the Bay State, in answer to 
the call 25 

Of her old House of Burgesses, spoke out 
from Faneuil Hall? 

When, echoing back her Henry’s cry, came 
pulsing on each breath 
Of Northern winds the thrilling sounds of 
“Liberty or Death!” 

What asks the Old Dominion? If now her 
sons have proved 

False to their fathers’ memory, false to the 
faith they loved; 30 

If she can scoff at Freedom, and its great 
charter spurn, 

Must we of Massachusetts from truth and 
duty turn? 

We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slav- 
ery’s hateful hell; 

Our voices, at your bidding, take up the 
bloodhound’s yell; 

We gather, at your summons, above our 
fathers’ graves, 35 

From Freedom’s holy altar-horns to tear 
your wretched slaves 1 

Thank God I not yet so vilely can Massachu- 
setts bow; 

The spirit of her early time is with her even 
now; 

Dream not because her Pilgrim blood moves 
slow and calm and cool, 

She thus can stoop her chainless neck, a 
sister’s slave and tool ! 40 

All that a sister State should do, all that a 
free State may. 

Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in our 
early day; 

But that one dark loathsome burden ye must 
stagger with alone. 

And reap the bitter harvest which ye your- 
selves have sown 1 

Hold, while ye may, your struggling slaves, 
and burden God’s free air 45 

With woman’s shriek beneath the lash, and 
manhood’s wild despair; 

Cling closer to the “cleaving curse” that 
writes upon your plains 
The blasting of Almighty wrath against a 
land of chains. 


Still shame your gallant ancestry, the cava- 
liers of old. 

By \^atching round the shambles where 
human flesh is sold; 50 

Gloat o’er the new-born child, and count his 
market value, when 

The maddened mother's cry of woe shall 
pierce the slaver’s den ! 

Lower titan plummet soundeth, sink the 
Virginia name; 

Plant, if ye will, your fathers’ graves with 
rankest weeds of shame; 

Be, if ye will, the scandal of Gktd’s fair uni- 
verse; 55 

We wash our hands forever of your sin and 
shame and curse. 

A voice from lips whereon the coal from 
Freedom’s shrine hath been, 

Thrilled, as but yesterday, the hearts of 
Berkshire's mountain men: 

The echoes of that solemn voice are sadly 
lingering still 

In all our sunny valleys, on every windswept 
hill. 60 

And when the prowling man-thief came hunt- 
ing for his prey 

Beneath the very shadow of Bunker’s shaft 
of gray. 

How, through the free lips of the son, the 
father’s warning spoke; 

How, from its bonds of trade and sect, the 
Pilgrim city broke! 

A hundred thousand right arms were lifted 
up on high, 65 

A hundred thousand voices sent back their 
loud reply; 

Through the thronged towns of Essex the 
startling summons rang. 

And up from bench and loom and wheel her 
young mechanics sprang ! 

The voice of free, broad Middlesex, of thou- 
sands as of one. 

The shaft of Bunker calling to that of Lex- 
ington; 70 

From Norfolk’s ancient villages, from Plym- 
outh’s rocky bound 

To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean 
close her round; 
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From rich and rural Worcester, where 
through the calm repose 

Of cultured vales and fringing woods the 
gentle Nashua flows, 

To where Wachuset’s wintry blasts the moun- 
tain larches stir, 75 

Swelled up to Heaven the thrilling cry of 
“God save Latimer!” 

And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with the 
salt sea spray; 

And Bristol sent her answering shout dovm 
Narragansett Bay! 

Along the broad Connecticut old Hampden 
felt the thrill, 

And the cheer of Hampshire’s woodmen 
swept down from Holyoke Hill. 8o 

The voice of Massachusetts! Of her free 
sons and daughters. 

Deep calling unto deep aloud, the sound of 
many waters ! 

Against the burden of that voice what tyrant 
power shall stand? 

No fetters in the Bay State! No slave upon 
her land ! 

Look to it well, Virginians! In calmness we 
have borne, 85 

In answer to our faith and trust, your insult 
and your scorn; 

You’ve spurned our kindest counsels; you’ve 
hunted for our lives; 

And shaken round our hearths and homes 
your manacles and gyves ! 

We wage no war, we lift no arm, we fling no 
torch within 

The fire-damps of the quaking mine be- 
neath your soil of sin; 90 

We leave ye with your bondmen, to wrestle, 
while ye can, 

With the strong upward tendencies and god- 
like soul of man ! 

But for us and for our children, the vow 
which we have given 

For freedom and humanity is registered in 
heaven ; 

No slave-hunt in our borders, — no pirate on 
our strand ! 95 

No fetters in the Bay State, — no slave upon 
our land ! 


Forgiveness 

( 7846 ?) 

My heart was heavy, for its trust had been 
Abused, its kindness answered with foul 
wrong; 

So, turning gloomily from my fellow-men. 

One summer Sabbath day I strolled among 
The green mounds of the village burial- 
place; 5 

Where, pondering how all human love and 
hate 

Find one sad level; and how, soon or late. 
Wronged and wrongdoer, each with meek- 
ened face. 

And cold hands folded over a still heart, 

Pass the green threshold of our common 
grave, xo 

Whither all footsteps tend, whence none 
depart, 

Awed for myself, and pitying my race. 

Our common sorrow, like a mighty wave. 
Swept all my pride away, and trembling I 
forgave ! 

Proem 

(1847) 

Written as an introduction to the collected po- 
enas published in 1848 (though dated 1849). 

I love the old melodious lays 
Which softly melt the ages through. 

The songs of Spenser’s golden days, 
Arcadian Sidney’s silvery phrase. 
Sprinkling our noon of time with freshest 
morning dew. 5 

Yet, vainly in my quiet hours 
To breathe their marvellous notes I try; 

I feel them, as the leaves and flowers 
In silence feel the dewy showers. 

And drink with glad, still lips the blessing 
of the sky. 10 

The rigor of a frozen clime. 

The harshness of an untaught ear. 

The jarring words of one whose rhyme 
Beat often Labor’s hurried time. 

Or Duty’s rugged march through storm and 
strife, are here. i5 

Of mystic beauty, dreamy grace. 

No rounded art the lack supplies: 
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Unskilled the subtle lines to trace, 

Or softer shades of Nature’s face, 

I view her common forms with unanointed 
eyes. 

Nor mine the seer-hke power to show 
The secrets of the heart and mind; 

To drop the plummet-line below 
Our common world of joy and w’oe, 

A more intense despair or brighter hope to 
find. 25 

Yet here at least an earnest sense 
Of human right and weal is shown; 

A hate of tyranny intense. 

And hearty in its vehemence, 

As if my brother’s pain and sorrow^ W’ere rny 
own. 

O Freedom ! if to me belong 
Nor mighty Milton’s gift divine, 

Nor Marvell’s wit and graceful song, 

Still with a love as deep and strong 
As theirs, I lay, like them, my best gifts 
thy shrine ! 


WHITTIER 

Lord of peoples, lord of lands, 

Look across these shining sands, 
Through the furnace of the noon, 
Through the while light of the moon. 
Strong the Ghiblee v\ind is blowing. 
Strange and large the w’orld is growing! 
Speak and tell us where we are going. 
Where are we going, Rubcc? 

Bornou land \vas rich and good, 

Wells of water, fields of food, 

Dourra fields, and bloom of bean, 

And the pahn-tree cool and green: 
Bornou land we see no longei. 

Here W’c tiiirst and here we hunger. 
Here the Moor-man smites in anger: 
W'hcrc are we going, Rubce? 

When we went from Bornou land, 

W e W’cre like the leaves and sand, 

^Ve were many, W(' are fewg 
Life has one, and de.ith has iwo: 
Whitened bones ouj ])<jth arc showing. 
Thou All-seeing, thou All-knowing! 

Hear us, tell us, where are w^c going, 
Wdieic are we going, Rubee^ 


Song of Slaves in the Desert 

(1847) 

Sebah, Oasis of Fezzan, 10/A March^ 1846. — 
This evening the female slaves were unusually ex- 
cited in singing, and I had the curiosity to ask my 
negro servant Said, wfiat they were singing about. 
As many of them were natives of his owm country, 
he had no difficulty in translating the Manara or 
Bornou language. I had often asked the Moors to 
translate their songs for me, but got no satisfactory 
account from them. Said at first said, “Oh, they 
sing of Rubee^’ (God). “What do you mean?” I re- 
plied, impatiently. “Oh, don’t you know^” he con- 
tinued, “they asked God to give them their Atka’’ 
(certificate of freedom). I inquired, “Is that all'^” 
Said: “No; they say, ‘Where are we going? The 
world is large. 0 God! Where are we going^ O 
GodP ” I inquired, “What else?” Said; “They re- 
member their country, Bornou, and say, ’’Bornou 
Was a pleasant country , full of all good things; but this is 
a bad country, and we are miserableP ” “Do they say 
anything else?” Said: “No; they repeat these words 
over and over again, and add, ‘O God! give us 
our Atka, and let us return ogam to our dear homeP ” 
— Richardson^ s Journal in Africa. (Wliittier’s note.) 

Where are we going? where are we going. 
Where are we going, Rubee? 


Moons of marches from our eyes 
Bornou land behind us lies; 

Stranger round us clay by day 

Bends the desert circle gray; 30 

Wild the w'avc'S of sand arc flcjwing, 

Hot the winds above them blowing, — 

Lord of all things! where are we gening? 
Where arc we going, Rubee? 

We arc weak, but Thou art strong; 35 

Short our lives, but Thine is long; 

\Vc are blind, but Thou hast eyes; 

Wc arc fords, but Thou art wise! 

Thou, our morrow’s pathway knowing 
Through the strange world round us growing. 
Hear us, tell us where are we going, 41 

W'here are we going, Rubee? 

Ichabod 

(1850) 

“This poem,” said WTiittier, “was the outcome 
of the surprise and grief and foiecast of evil conse- 
quences which I felt on reading the Seventh of 
March speech of Daniel Webster in support of the 
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‘Compromise,’ and the Fugitive Slave Law, No 
partisan or persona] enmity dictated it. On the 
contrary my admiration of the splendid person- 
ality and intellectual power of the great senator 
was never stronger than when I laid down his 
speech, and, in one of the saddest moments of my 
life, penned my protest.” 

For the significance of the title, see 1 Samuel^ rv, 
19-22 (“And she named the child Ichabod, saying, 
The glory is departed from Israel”). 

So fallen ! so lost ! the light withdrawn 
Which once he wore! 

The glory from his gray hairs gone 
Forevermore ! 

Revile him not, the Tempter hath 5 

A snare for all; 

And pitying tears, not scorn and wrath, 

Befit his fall ! 

Oh, dumb be passion’s stormy rage, 

When he who might lo 

Have lighted up and led his age, 

Falls back in night. 

Scorn ! would the angels laugh, to mark 
A bright soul driven, 

Fiend-goaded, dovvn the endless dark, 15 

From hope and heaven ! 

Let not the land once proud of him 
Insult him now. 

Nor brand with deeper shame his dim. 

Dishonored brow. 20 

But let its humbled sons, instead, 

From sea to lake, 

A long lament, as for the dead, 

In sadness make. 

Of all we loved and honored, naught 25 

Save power remains; 

A fallen angel’s pride of thought. 

Still strong in chains. 

All else is gone; from those great eyes 

The soul has fled: 30 

When faith is lost, when honor dies. 

The man is dead ! 

Then pay the reverence of old days 
To his dead fame; 

Walk backward, with averted gaze, 35 

And hide the shame! 


IG MOVEMENT 

First-Day Thoughts 
(1852) 

In calm and cool and silence, once again 
I find my old accustomed place among 
My brethren, where, perchance, no human 
tongue 

Shall utter words; where never hymn is 
sung. 

Nor deep-toned organ blown, nor censer 
swung, ^ 

Nor dim light falling through the pictured 
pane ! 

There, syllabled by silence, let me hear 
The still small voice which reached the 
prophet’s ear; 

Read in my heart a still diviner law 
Than Israel’s leader on his tables saw! 10 
There let me strive with each besetting sin 
Recall my wandering fancies, and restrain 
The sore disquiet of a restless brain; 

And, as the path of duty is made plain, 
May grace be given that I may walk 
therein, 

Not like the hireling, for his selfish gain, 
With backward glances and reluctant tread, 
Making a merit of his coward dread. 

But, cheerful, in the light around me 
thrown. 

Walking as one to pleasant service led; 20 
Doing God’s will as if it were my own. 

Yet trusting not in mine, but in his strength 
alone ! 

The Barefoot Boy 

{1855) 

Blessings on thee, little man. 

Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan ! 

With thy turned-up pantaloons. 

And thy merry whistled tunes; 

With thy red lip, redder still 5 

Kissed by strawberries on the hill; 

With the sunshine on thy face. 

Through thy torn brim’s jaunty grace; 

From my heart I give thee joy, — 

I was once a barefoot boy! lo 

Prince thou art, — the grown-up man 
Only is republican. 

Let the million-dollared ride ! 

Barefoot, trudging at his side. 
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Thou hast more than he can buy 15 

In the reach of ear and eye, — 

Outward sunshine, inward joy: 

Blessings on thee, barefoot boy ! 

Oh for boyhood’s painless play, 

Sleep that wakes in laughing day, 20 

Health that mocks the doctor’s rules, 
Knowledge never learned of schools, 

Of the wild bee’s morning chase. 

Of the wild-flower’s time and place. 

Flight of fowl and habitude 25 

Of the tenants of the wood; 

How the tortoise bears his shell. 

How the woodchuck digs his cell. 

And the ground-mole sinks his well; 

How the robin feeds her young, 30 

How the oriole’s nest is hung; 

Where the whitest lilies blow, 

Where the freshest berries grow. 

Where the ground-nut trails its vine. 

Where the wood-grape’s clusters shine; 35 
Of the black wasp’s cunning way. 

Mason of his walls of clay. 

And the architectural plans 
Of gray hornet artisans! 

For, eschewing books and tasks, 40 

Nature answers all he asks; 

Hand in hand with her he walks, 

Face to face with her he talks, 

Part and parcel of her joy, — 

Blessings on the barefoot boy 1 45 

Oh for boyhood’s time of June, 

Crowding years in one brief moon. 

When all things I heard or saw. 

Me, their master, waited for. 

I was rich in flowers and trees, 50 

Humming-birds and honey-bees; 

For my sport the squirrel played, 

Plied the snouted mole his spade; 

For my taste the blackberry cone 
Purpled over hedge and stone; 55 

Laughed the brook for my delight 
Through the day and through the night, 
Whispering at the garden wall. 

Talked with me from fall to fall; 

Mine the sand-rimmed pickerel pond, 60 
Mine the walnut slopes beyond. 

Mine, on bending orchard trees. 

Apples of Hesperides ! 

Still as my horizon grew, 


Larger grew my riches too; 65 

All the world I saw or knew 
Seemed a complex Chinese toy, 

Fashioned for a barefoot boy! 

Oh, lor festal dainties spread, 

Like my bowl of milk and bread; 70 

Pewter spoon and bowl of wood. 

On the door-stone, gray and rode! 

O'er me, like a regal lent. 

Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset bent, 
Purple-curtaincd, fringed with gold, 75 

Looped in man\ a wind-swung fold; 

While for music came the play 
Of the pied frogs’ orchestra; 

And, to light the noisy choir, 

Lit the fly his lamp of lire. 80 

I was monarch: pomp and joy 
Waited on the barefoot boy ! 

Cheerily, then, ni) little man, 

Live and laugh, as bovliood can! 

Though the flinty slopes be hard, 85 

Stubble-speared the new-mown sward, 

Every morn shall lead thee through 
Fresh baptisms of the dew; 

Every evening from thy feet 

Shall the cool wind kiss the heat: 90 

All too soon these feet must hide 

In the prison cells of pride. 

Lose the freedom of the scjd, 

Like a colt’s for work be shod, 

Made to tread the mills of toil, 95 

Up and down in ceaseless moil: 

Happy if their track be found 
Never on forbidden ground; 

Happy if they sink not in 

Quick and treacherous sands of sin, 100 

Ah! that thou couldst know thy joy, 

Ere it passes, barefoot boy! 

Skipper Ireson’s Ride 
{ 1828 , 1857 ) 

Of all the rides since the birth of time. 

Told in story or sung in rhyme, — 

On Apuleius’s Golden Ass, 

Or one-eyed Calender’s horse of brass, 

Witch astride of a human back, S 

Islam’s prophet on Al-Bor 4 k, — 

The strangest ride that ever was sped 



718 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


Was Ireson’s, out from Marblehead! 

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead I 1 1 

Body of turkey, head of owl, 

Wings a-droop like a rained-on fowl, 
Feathered and ruffled in every part, 

Skipper Ireson stood in the cart. 15 

Scores of women, old and young, 

Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue, 

Pushed and pulled up the rocky lane, 
Shouting and singing the shrill refrain: 
“Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 21 
By the women o’ Morble’ead I” 

Wrinkled scolds with hands on hips. 

Girls in bloom of cheek and lips. 

Wild-eyed, free-limbed, such as chase 25 
Bacchus round som.e antique vase. 

Brief of skirt, with ankles bare. 

Loose of kerchief and loose of hair, 

With conch-shells blowing and fish-horns’ 
twang. 

Over and over the Maenads sang: 30 

“Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 
By the women o’ Morble’ead !” 

Small pity for him 1 — He sailed away 
From a leaking ship in Chaleur Bay, — 35 

Sailed away from a sinking wreck, 

With his own town’s-people on her deck I 
“Lay by! lay by!” they called to him. 

Back he answered, “Sink or swim! 

Brag of your catch of fish again !” 40 

And off he sailed through the fog and rain ! 
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead ! 

Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur 45 

That wreck shall lie forevermore. 

Mother and sister, wife and maid. 

Looked from the rocks of Marblehead 
Over the moaning and rainy sea, — 

Looked for the coming that might not be ! 50 

What did the winds and the sea-birds say 
Of the cruel captain who sailed away — ? 

Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 


Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead! 55 

Through the street, on either side. 

Up flew windows, doors swung wide; 
Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray. 
Treble lent the fish-horn’s bray. 

Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bound, 60 

Hulks of old sailors run aground. 

Shock head, and fist, and hat, and cane, 

And cracked with curses the hoarse refrain: 
“Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 65 
By the women o’ Morble’ead !” 

Sweetly along the Salem road 
Bloom of orchard and lilac showed. 

Little the wicked skipper knew 

Of the fields so green and the sky so blue. 70 

Riding there in his sorry trim. 

Like an Indian idol glum and grim, 

Scarcely he seemed the sound to hear 
Of voices shouting, far and near: 

“Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 75 
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 
By the women o’ Morble’ead !” 

“Hear me, neighbors!” at last he cried, — 
“What to me is this noisy ride? 

What is the shame that clothes the skin 80 
To the nameless horror that lives within? 
Waking or sleeping, I see a wreck. 

And hear a cry from a reeling deck ! 

Hate me and curse me, — I only dread 
The hand of God and the face of the dead!” 
Said old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 86 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead ! 

Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea 
Said, “God has touched him! why should 
we!” go 

Said an old wife mourning her only son, 

“Gut the rogue’s tether and let him run!” 

So with soft relentings and rude excuse, 

Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose. 

And gave him a cloak to hide him in, 95 
And left him alone with his shame and sin. 
Poor Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart. 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead ! 
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Telling the Bees 

( 1 S 58 ) 

“A remarkable custom, brought from the Old 
Country, formerly prevailed in the rural districts 
of New England. On the death of a member of 
the family, the bees were at once informed of the 
event, and their hives dressed in mourning. This 
ceremonial was supposed to be necessary" to pre- 
vent the swarms from leaving their hives and seek- 
ing a new home” (Whittier). The place Whittier 
had in mind in writing this poem was his birth- 
place. 

Here is the place; right over the hill 
Runs the path I took; 

You can see the gap in the old wall still, 

And the stepping-stones in the shallow 
brook. 

There is the house, with the gate red-barred, 
And the poplars tall; 6 

And the barn’s brown length, and the cattlc- 
yard. 

And the white horns tossing above the wall. 

There are the beehives ranged in the sun; 

And down by the brink lo 

Of the brook are her poor flowers, weed- 
o’errun, 

Pansy and daffodil, rose and pink. 

A year has gone, as the tortoise goes. 

Heavy and slow; 

And the same rose blows, and the same sun 
glows, 15 

And the same brook sings of a year ago. 

There’s the same sweet clover-smell in the 
breeze; 

And the June sun warm 
Tangles his wings of fire in the trees. 

Setting, as then, over Fernside farm. 20 

I mind me how with a lover’s care 
From my Sunday coat 
I brushed off the burrs, and smoothed my 
hair. 

And cooled at the brookside my brow and 
throat. 

Since we parted, a month had passed, — 25 

To love, a year; 


Down through the beeches I looked at last 
On the little red gate and tlie w'ell-sweep 
near. 

I can see it all now, — the slantwise rain 
Of light through the leaves, 30 

The sundown's blaze on her window-pane, 
Ihe bloom ol her roses under the eaves. 

Just the same as a month before, — 

The house and tlie trees, 

Tlic barn's brown gable, the vine by the 
door, — 35 

Notliing changed but the hives of bees. 

Before them, under the garden w all. 

Forward and back, 

Went cliearily singing the chore-girl small, 
Dra])ing each hiv'e with a shred of black. 40 

Trembling, I list('ned: the summer sun 
Had the chill of snow; 

For I knew she was telling the bees of one 
Gone on the journey wc all must go! 

Then I said to myself, “My Mary weeps 45 
For the dead lo-day: 

Haply her blind old grandsirc sleeps 
The fret and the j)ain of his age away.” 

But her dog whined low; on the doorway sill, 
With his cane to his chin, 50 

The old man sat; and the chore-girl still 
Sung to the bees stealing out and in. 

And the song she was singing ever since 
In my ear semnds on: — 

“Stay at hcane, pretty bees, fly not hence 1 55 

Mistress Mary is dead and gone!” 

Barbara Frictchic 
{ 1863 ) 

“The pocm’of ‘Barbara Frictchic,’ ” Whittier said, 
“was written in good faith. The story was no ’ 1- 
vention of mine. It came to me from sources 
which I regarded as entircl> reliable; it had been 
published in newspapers, and had gained public 
credence in Washington and Maryland before my 
poem was written. I had no reason to doubt its 
accuracy then, and I am still constrained to be- 
lieve that it had foundation in fact.” If the story 
did have “foundation in fact,” it is probable that 
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the fact was very freely elaborated in the version 
that Whittier followed. 

Up from the meadows rich with corn, 

Clear in the cool September morn, 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland. 

Round about them orchards sweep, 5 

Apple and peach tree fruited deep. 

Fair as the garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of the famished rebel horde. 

On that pleasant morn of the early fall 
When Lee marched over the mountain- 
wall; 

Over the mountains winding down, 

Horse and foot, into Frederick town. 

Forty flags with their silver stars, 

Forty flags with their crimson bars, 

Flapped in the morning wind: the sun 15 
Of noon looked down, and saw not one. 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then. 

Bowed with her fourscore years and ten; 

Bravest of all in Frederick town, 

She took up the flag the men hauled down; 20 

In her attic window the staff she set. 

To show that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street came the rebel tread. 

Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 

Under his slouched hat left and right ' 25 

He glanced; the old flag met his sight. 

“Halt!” — the dust-brown ranks stood fast, 
“Fire!” — out blazed the rifle-blast. 


:g movement 

“Shoot, if you must, this old gray head, 35 
But spare your country’s flag,” she said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame. 

Over the face of the leader came; 

The nobler nature within him stirred 
To life at that woman’s deed and word; 40 

“Who touches a hair on yon gray head 
Dies like a dog ! March on !” he said. 

All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet: 

All day long that free flag tost 45 

Over the heads of the rebel host. 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell 
On the loyal winds that loved it well; 

And through the hill-gaps sunset light 
Shone over it with a warm good-night. 50 

Barbara Frietchie’s work is o’er. 

And the Rebel rides on his raids no more. 

Honor to her! and let a tear 

Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall’s bier. 

Over Barbara Frietchie’s grave, 55 

Flag of Freedom and Union, wave ! 

Peace and order and beauty draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law; 

And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stars below in Frederick town ! 60 

Laus Deo ! 

( 7865 ) 


It shivered the window, pane and sash; 
It rent the banner with seam and gash. 

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff 
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf. 

She leaned far out on the window-sill. 
And shook it forth with a royal will. 


“The poem ‘Laus Deo!’ was suggested to Mr. 
Whittier as he sat in the Friends’ meeting-house in 
Amesbury, and listened to the bells and the cannon 
which were proclaiming the passage of the consti- 
tutional amendment abolishing slavery, in 1865. 
It was the regular Fifth day meeting, and as the 
Friends sat in silence, their hearts responded to the 
joy that filled all the outside air” (Pickard, II, 
488). “The poem,” said Whittier, “wrote itself, or 
rather sang itself, while the bells ranff.” 
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It is done! 

Clang of bell and roar of gun 
Send the tidings up and down„ 

How the belfries rock and reel! 
How the great guns, peal on peal, 
Fling the joy from town to town ! 

Ring, O bells! 

Every stroke exulting tells 
Of the burial hour of crime 

Loud and long, that all may hear. 
Ring for every listening ear 
Of Eternity and Time ! 

Let us kneel: 

God’s own voice is in that peal. 
And this spot is holy ground. 

Lord, forgive us ! What are we. 
That our eyes this glory see. 

That our ears have heard the sound ! 


Freer breathe the universe 
As it rolls its heavy curse 
On the dead and buried sin ! 

5 It is done ! 

In the circuit of the sun 
Shall the sound thereof go forth. 

It shall bid the sad rejoice. 

It shall <rivc the dumb a voice, 

It shall belt with joy the earth! 

lO 

Ring and swing, 

Bells of joy ! On morning’s wing 
Send the song of praise abroad ! 
With a sound of broken chains 
Tell the nations that He reigns, 
25 Who alone is Lord and God ! 


The Eternal Goodness 


so 


ss 


60 


For the Lord 

On the whirlwind is abroad; 20 

In the earthquake He has spoken: 

He has smitten with this thunder 
The iron walls asunder. 

And the gates of brass are broken ! 

Loud and long 25 

Lift the old exulting song; 

Sing with Miriam by the sea, 

He has cast the mighty down; 

Horse and rider sink and drown; 

“He hath triumphed gloriously!’’ 30 

Did we dare. 

In our agony of prayer, 

Ask for more than He has done? 

When was ever his right hand 
Over any time or land 35 

Stretched as now beneath the sun? 

How they pale. 

Ancient myth and song and tale, 

In this wonder of our days. 

When the cruel rod of war 40 

Blossoms white with righteous law 
And the wrath of man is praise ! 

Blotted out! 

All within and all about 
Shall a fresher life begin; 45 


{JS65) 

0 Friends! with wliom my feet have trod 
The quiet aisles of prayer, 

Glad witness to your zeal for God 
And love of man 1 bear. 

1 trace your lines of argument; 5 

Your logic linked and strong 

I Vv'cigh as one who dreads dissent. 

And fears a doubt as wrong. 

But still my human hands are weak 

To hold your iron creeds: 10 

Against the words ye bid me speak 
My heart within me pleads. 

Who fathoms the Eternal Thought? 

Who talks of scheme and plan? 

The Lord is God! He needelh not 15 

The poor device of man. 

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground 
Ye tread with boldness shod; 

I dare not fix with mete and bound 

The love and power of God. 20 

Ye praise his justice; even such 
His pitying love I deem: 

Ye seek a king; I fain would touch 
The robe that hath no seam. 
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Ye see the curse which overbroods 25 

A world of pain and loss; 

I hear our Lord’s beatitudes 
And prayer upon the cross. 

More than your schoolmen teach, within 
Myself, alas! I know: 30 

Too dark ye cannot paint the sin, 

Too small the merit show. 

I bow my forehead to the dust, 

I veil mine eyes for shame, 

And urge, in trembling self-distrust, 35 

A prayer without a claim. 

I see the wrong that round me lies, 

I feel the guilt within; 

I hear, with groan and travail-cries. 

The world confess its sin. 40 

Yet, in the maddening maze of things. 

And tossed by storm and flood. 

To one fixed trust my spirit clings; 

I know that God is good ! 

Not mine to look where cherubim 45 

And seraphs may not see, 

But nothing can be good in Him 
Which evil is in me. 

The wrong that pains my soul below 

I dare not throne above, 50 

1 know not of his hate, — I know 
His goodness and his love. 

I dimly guess from blessings known 
Of greater out of sight. 

And, with the chastened Psalmist, own 55 
His judgments too are right. 

I long for household voices gone. 

For vanished smiles I long. 

But God hath led my dear ones on, 

And he can do no wrong. 60 

I know not what the future hath 
Of marvel or surprise. 

Assured alone that life and death 
His mercy underlies. 

And if my heart and flesh are weak 65 


The bruised reed He will not break. 

But strengthen and sustain. 

No oflfering of my own I have, 

Nor works my faith to prove; 70 

I can but give the gifts He gave. 

And plead his love for love. 

And so beside the Silent Sea 
I wait the muffled oar; 

No harm from Him can come to me 75 

On ocean or on shore. 

I know not where his islands lift 
Their fronded palms in air; 

I only know I cannot drift 

Beyond his love and care. 80 

O brothers ! if my faith is vain, 

If hopes like these betray, 

Pray for me that my feet may gain 
The sure and safer way. 

And Thou, O Lord 1 by whom are seen 85 
Thy creatures as they be. 

Forgive me if too close I lean 
My human heart on Thee ! 

Snow-Bound 

A WINTER IDYL 

{ 1865 ) 

‘The inmates of the family at the Whittier 
homestead who are referred to in the poem were 
my father, mother, my brother and two sisters, and 
my uncle and aunt, both unmarried. In addition, 
there was the district schoolmaster, who boarded 
with us. The ‘not unfeared, half-welcome guest’ 
was Harriet Livermore, daughter of Judge Liver- 
more, of New Hampshire, a young woman of fine 
natural ability, enthusiastic, eccentric, with slight 
control over her violent temper, which sometimes 
made her religious profession doubtful. She was 
equally ready to exhort in school-house prayer- 
meetings and dance in a Washington ball-room, 
while her father was a member of Congress. She 
early embraced the doctrine of the Second Ad- 
vent, and felt it her duty to proclaim the Lord’s 
speedy coming. With this message she crossed the 
Atlantic and spent the greater part of a long life in 
travelling over Europe and Asia” (Whittier). 

As the Spirits of Darkness be stronger in the 
dark, so Good Spirits, which be Angels of Light, 
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Sun, but also by our common Wood Fire: and as 
the Celestial Fire drives away dark spirits, so also 
this our Fire of Wood doth the same. — Cor. 
Agrippa, Occult Philosophy, Book I. ch. v. 

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky. 
Arrives the snow, and, driving o’er the fields, 
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air 
Hides hills and woods, the river and the heav’cn, 
And veils the farm-house at the garden's end. 
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier’s feet 
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit 
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed 
In a tumultuous privacy of storm 

Emerson. The Snow Storm. 

The sun that brief December day 
Rose cheerless over hills of gray. 

And, darkly circled, gave at noon 
A sadder light than waning moon. 

Slow tracing down the thickening sky 5 
Its mute and ominous prophecy, 

A portent seeming less than threat, 

It sank from sight before it set. 

A chill no coat, however stout, 

Of homespun stuff could quite shut out, lo 
A hard, dull bitterness of cold, 

That checked, mid-vein, the circling race 
Of life-blood in the sharpened face. 

The coming of the snow-storm told. 

The wind blew east; we heard the roar 
Of Ocean on his wintry shore. 

And felt the strong pulse throbbing there 
Beat with low rhythm our inland air. 

Meanwhile we did our nightly chores, — 
Brought in the wood from out of doors, 20 
Littered the stalls, and from the mows 
Raked down the herd’s-grass for the cows: 
Heard the horse whinnying for his corn; 

And, sharply clashing horn on horn, 
Impatient down the stanchion rows 25 

The cattle shake their walnut bows; 

While, peering from his early perch 
Upon the scaffold’s pole of birch. 

The cock his crested helmet bent 

And down his querulous challenge sent. 30 

Unwarmed by any sunset light 
The gray day darkened into night, 

A night made hoary with the swarm 
And whirl-dance of the blinding storm, 

As zigzag, wavering to and fro, 35 

Grossed and recrossed the winged snow: 

And ere the early bedtime came 


The white drift piled the window-frame, 
And through the glass the clothes-line posts 
Looked in like tail and sheeted ghosts. 4c 

So all night long the storm roared on: 

The morning broke without a sun; 

In tiny spherule traced with lines 
Of Nature's geometric siuns. 

In starry flake, and pellicle, 45 

All day the iiuary meteor fell; 

And, when the second morning shone, 
y\ e looked upon a world unknown, 
t )n nothing we could call our own. 

Around the glistening wonder bent 50 

The blue \.'alis of the firmament, 

No cloud aboxe, no earth below, — 

A universe of sky and snow ! 

The old familiar sights of ours 
Took marvellous shapes; strange domes and 
towers 55 

Rose up where stv or corn-crib stood. 

Or garden-wall, or belt of wood; 

A smooth white mound the brush-pile 
showed, 

A fenceless drift what once was road; 

The bridle-post an old man sat 60 

With loose-flung coat and high cocked hat; 
The well-curb had a Chinese roof; 

And even the long sweep, high aloof. 

In its slant s]flcndor, seemed to tell 
Of Pisa’s leaning miracle. 65 

A })rompt, decisive man, no breath 
Our father wasted: “Boys, a path!” 

Well pleased (for when did farmer boy 
Count such a summons less than joy?) 

Our buskins on our feet we drew; 70 

With mittened hands, and caps drawn low. 
To guard our necks and ears from snow, 

We cut the solid whiteness through. 

And, where the drift was deepest, made 
A tunnel walled and overlaid 75 

\Vith dazzling crystal : we had read 
Of rare Aladdin’s wondrous cave. 

And to our own his name we gave. 

With many a wish the luck were ours 
To test his lamp's supernal powers. 80 

We reached the bam with merry din, 

And roused the prisoned brutes within. 

The old horse thrust his long head out. 

And grave with wonder gazed about; 

The cock his lusty greeting said. 


85 
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And forth his speckled harem led; 

The oxen lashed their tails, and hooked, 
And mild reproach of hunger looked; 

The homed patriarch of the sheep. 

Like Egypt’s Amun roused from sleep, g 
Shook his sage head with gesture mute, 

And emphasized with stamp of foot. 

All day the gusty north-wind bore 
The loosening drift its breath before; 

Low circling round its southern zone, 9 
The sun through dazzling snow-mist shone. 
No church-bell lent its Christian tone 
To the savage air, no social smoke 
Curled over woods of snow-hung oak. 

A solitude made more intense loi 

By dreary-voiced elements, 

The shrieking of the mindless wind, 

The moaning tree-boughs swaying blind. 
And on the glass the unmeaning beat 
Of ghostly finger-tips of sleet. loj 

Beyond the circle of our hearth 
No welcome sound of toil or mirth 
Unbound the spell, and testified 
Of human life and thought outside. 

We minded that the sharpest ear ik 

The buried brooklet could not hear. 

The music of whose liquid lip 
Had been to us companionship, 

And, in our lonely life, had grown 
To have an almost human tone. iic 


As night drew on, and, from the crest 
Of wooded knolls that ridged the west, 

The sun, a snow-blown traveller, sank 
From sight beneath the smothering bank. 
We piled, wdth care, our nightly stack. 12 
Of wood against the chimney-back, — 

The oaken log, green, huge, and thick. 

And on its top the stout back-stick; 

The knotty forestick laid apart. 

And filled between with curious art 12 

The ragged brush; then, hovering near, 

We watched the first red blaze appear. 
Heard the sharp crackle, caught the gleam 
On whitewashed wall and sagging beam, 
Until the old, rude-furnished room 13 

Burst, flower-like, into rosy bloom; 

While radiant with a mimic flame 
Outside the sparkling drift became. 

And through the bare-boughed lilac-tree 
Our own warm hearth seemed blazing free. 


The crane and pendent trammels showed, 136 
The Turks’ heads on the andirons glowed: 
While childish fancy, prompt to tell 
The meaning of the miracle. 

Whispered the old rhyme: Under the tree. 
When fire outdoors burns merrily, 14 1 

There the witches are making teal*^ 

The moon above the eastern wood 
Shone at its full; the hill-range stood 
Transfigured in the silver flood, 145 

Its blown snows flashing cold and keen. 

Dead white, save where some sharp ravine 
Took shadow, or the sombre green 
Of hemlocks turned to pitchy black 
Against the whiteness at their back. 150 

For such a world and such a night 
Most fitting that unwarming light. 

Which only seemed where’er it fell 
To make the coldness visible. 


Shut in from all the world without, 

We sat the clean-winged hearth about, 
Content to let the north-wind roar 
In baflied rage at pane and door. 

While the red logs before us beat 
The frost-line back with tropic heat; 

And ever, when a louder blast 
Shook beam and rafter as it passed. 

The merrier up its roaring draught 
The great throat of the chimney laughed; 
The house-dog on his paws outspread 165 
Laid to the fire his drowsy head. 

The cat’s dark silhouette on the wall 
A couchant tiger’s seemed to fall; 

And, for the winter fireside meet. 

Between the andirons’ straddling feet, 170 
The mug of cider simmered slow. 

The apples sputtered in a row. 

And, close at hand, the basket stood 
With nuts from brown October’s wood. 

What matter how the night behaved? 1 75 
What matter how the north-wind raved? 
Blow high, blow low, not all its snow 
Could quench our hearth-fire’s ruddy glow. 
O Time and Change ! — with hair as gray 
As was my sire’s that winter day, 180 

How strange it seems, with so much gone 
Of life and love, to still live on ! 

Ah, brother! only I and thou 
Are left of all that circle now, — 

The dear home faces whereunon t»c 


155 


160 
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That fitful firelight paled and shone. 
Henceforward, listen as we will, 

The voices of that hearth are still; 

Look where we may, the wide earth o’er 
Those lighted faces smile no more. 190 

We tread the paths their feet have worn. 

We sit beneath their orchard trees, 

We hear, like them, the hum of bees 
And rustle of the bladed corn; 

We turn the pages that they read, 195 

Their written words we linger o’er, 

But in the sun they cast no shade. 

No voice is heard, no sign is made. 

No step is on the conscious floor! 

Yet Love will dream, and Faith will trust 200 
(Since He who knows our need is just) 

That somehow, somewhere, meet we must. 

Alas for him who never sees 

The stars shine through his cypress-trees ! 

Who, hopeless, lays his dead away, 205 

Nor looks to see the breaking day 

Across the mournful marbles play! 

Who hath not learned, in hours of faith. 

The truth to flesh and sense unknown. 
That Life is ever lord of Death, 210 

And Love can never lose its own ! 

We sped the time with stories old. 

Wrought puzzles out, and riddles told. 

Or stammered from our school-book lore 
“The Chief of Gambia’s golden shore.” 215 
How often since, when all the land 
Was clay in Slavery’s shaping hand. 

As if a far-blown trumpet stirred 
The languorous sin-sick air, I heard: 

Does not the voice oj reason cry, 220 

Claim the first right which Nature gave. 

From the red scourge of bondage fly. 

Nor deign to live a burdened slave!'^ 

Our father rode again his ride 
On Memphremagog’s wooded side; 225 

Sat down again to moose and samp 
In trapper’s hut and Indian camp; 

Lived o’er the old idyllic ease 
Beneath St. Francois’ hemlock-trees; 

Again for him the moonlight shone 230 

On Norman cap and bodiced zone; 

Again he heard the violin play 
Which led the village dance away. 

And mingled in its merry whirl 

The grandam and the laughing girl. 23s 

Or, nearer home, our steps he led 


Where Salisbury’s level marshes spread 
Miie-wide as flies the laden bee; 

Where merry mowers, hale and strong, 
Swept, scythe on scythe, their swaths along 
The low green prairies of the sea. 241 
VVe shared the fishing off Boar’s Head, 

And round the rocky Isles of Shoals 
The hake-broil on the drift-wood coals; 
The chowder on the sand-beach made, 245 
Dipped by the hungry, steaming hot, 

With spoons of clam-shell from the pot. 

We heard the tales of witchcraft old, 

A.nd dream and sign and marvel told 
To sleepy listeners as they lay 250 

Stretched idly on the salted hay, 

Adrift along the winding shores, 

When favoring breezes deigned to blow 

The square sail of the gundelow 

And idle lay the useless oars. 255 

Our mother, wliile she turned her wheel 
Or run the new-knit stocking-heel, 

Told how the Indian hordes came down 
At midnight on Cocheco town. 

And how her own great-uncle bore 260 

His cruel scalp-mark to fourscore. 

Recalling, in her fitting phrase, 

So rich and picturesque and free 
(The common unrhymed poetry 
Of simple life and country ways), 265 

The story of her early days, — 

She made us welcome to her home; 

Old hearths grew wide to give us room; 

We stole with her a frightened look 
At the gray wizard’s conjuring-book, 270 
The fame whereof went far and wide 
Through all the simple country-side; 

We heard the hawks at twilight play. 

The boat-horn on Piscataqua, 

The loon’s weird laughter far away; 27s 
We fished her little trout-brook, knew 
What flowers in wood and meadow grew. 
What sunny hillsides autumn-brown 
She climbed to shake the ripe nuts down. 
Saw where in sheltered cove and bay 280 
The ducks’ black squadron anchored lay, 
And heard the wild-geese calling loud 
Beneath the gray November cloud. 

Then, haply, with a look more grave, 

And soberer tone, some tale she gave 285 
From painful Sewel’s ancient tome, 
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Beloved in every Quaker home, 

Of faith fire-winged by martyrdom, 

Or Chalkley’s Journal, old and quaint, — 
Gentlest of skippers, rare sea-saint! — 290 

Who, when the dreary calms prevailed, 

And water-butt and bread-cask failed. 

And cruel, hungry eyes pursued 
His portly presence mad for food. 

With dark hints muttered under breath 295 
Of casting lots for life or death. 

Offered, if Heaven withheld supplies. 

To be himself the sacrifice. 

Then, suddenly, as if to save 

The good man from his living grave, 300 

A ripple on the water grew, 

A school of porpoise flashed in view. 

Take, eat,” he said, “and be content; 

These fishes in my stead are sent 

By Him who gave the tangled ram 305 

To spare the child of Abraham.” 


Our uncle, innocent of books. 

Was rich in lore of fields and brooks. 
The ancient teachers never dumb 
Of Nature’s unhoused lyceum. 

In moons and tides and weather wise, 
He read the clouds as prophecies, 

And foul or fair could well divine. 

By many an occult hint and sign, 
Holding the cunning-warded keys 
To all the woodcraft mysteries; 
Himself to Nature’s heart so near 
That all her voices in his ear 
Of beast or bird had meanings clear. 
Like Apollonius of old, 

Who knew the tales the sparrows told. 
Or Hermes, who interpreted 
What the sage cranes of Nilus said; 

A simple, guileless, childlike man. 
Content to live where life began; 
Strong only on his native grounds, 

The little world of sights and sounds 
Whose girdle was the parish bounds. 
Whereof his fondly partial pride 
The common features magnified, 

As Surrey hills to mountains grew 
In White of Selborne’s loving view, — 
He told how teal and loon he shot. 
And how the eagle’s eggs he got, 

The feats on pond and river done. 

The prodigies of rod and gun; 

Till, warming with the tales he told, 
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335 


Forgotten was the outside cold. 

The bitter wind unheeded blew. 

From ripening corn the pigeons flew, 340 
The partridge drummed i’ the wood, the mink 
Went fishing down the river-brink; 

In fields with bean or clover gay. 

The woodchuck, like a hermit gray. 

Peered from the doorway of his cell; 345 
The muskrat plied the mason’s trade. 

And tier by tier his mud -walls laid; 

And from the shagbark overhead 

The grizzled squirrel dropped his shell. 


Next, the dear aunt, whose smile of cheer 350 
And voice in dreams I see and hear — 

The sweetest woman ever Fate 
Perverse denied a household mate. 

Who, lonely, homeless, not the less 
Found peace in love’s unselfishness, 355 
And welcome whereso’er she went, 

A calm and gracious element, 

Whose presence seemed the sweet income 
And womanly atmosphere of home — 

Called up her girlhood memories, 

The huskings and the apple-bees, 

The sleigh-rides and the summer sails, 
Weaving through all the poor details 
And homespun warp of circumstance 
A golden woof-thread of romance. 

For well she kept her genial mood 
And simple faith of maidenhood; 

Before her still a cloud-land lay. 

The mirage loomed across her way; 

The morning dew, that dries so soon 
With others, glistened at her noon; 

Through years of toil and soil and care, 

From glossy tress to thin gray hair, 

All unprofaned she held apart 
The virgin fancies of the heart. 

Be shame to him of woman born 
Who hath for such but thought of scorn. 
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There, too, our elder sister plied 
Her evening task the stand beside; 

A full, rich nature, free to trust, 3 

Truthful and almost sternly just, 

Impulsive, earnest, prompt to act, 

And make her generous thought a fact. 
Keeping with many a light disguise 
The secret of self-sacrifice. 3 

O heart sore-tried ! thou hast the best. 

That Heaven itself could give thee, — rest, 
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Rest from all bitter thoughts and things! 
How many a poor one’s blessing went 
With thee beneath the low green tent 390 
Whose curtain never outward swings ! 

As one who held herself a part 
Of all she saw, and let her heart 
Against the household bosom lean, 

Upon the motley-braided mat 395 

Our youngest and our dearest sat, 

Lifting her large, sweet, asking eyes. 

Now bathed in the unfading green 
And holy peace of Paradise. 

Oh, looking from some heavenly hill, 400 
Or from the shade of saintly palms, 

Or silver reach of river calms. 

Do those large eyes behold me still? 

With me one little year ago: — 

The chill weight of the winter snow 405 
For months upon her grave has lain; 

And now, when summer south-winds blow 
And brier and harebell bloom again, 

I tread the pleasant paths we trod, 

I see the violet-sprinkled sod 410 

Whereon she leaned, too frail and weak 
The hillside flowers she loved to seek. 

Yet following me where’er I went 
With dark eyes full of love’s content. 

The birds are glad; the brier-rose fills 415 
The air with sweetness; all the hills 
Stretch green to June’s unclouded sky; 

But still I wait with ear and eye 

For something gone which should be nigh, 

A loss in all familiar things, 420 

In flower that blooms, and bird that sings. 
And yet, dear heart 1 remembering thee, 

Am I not richer than of old? 

Safe in thy immortality, 424 

What change can reach the wealth I 
hold? 

What chance can mar the pearl and gold 
Thy love hath left in trust with me? 

And while in life’s late afternoon. 

Where cool and long the shadows grow, 

I walk to meet the night that soon 430 

Shall shape and shadow overflow, 

I cannot feel that thou art far. 

Since near at need the angels are; 

And when the sunset gates unbar. 

Shall I not see thee waiting stand, 435 
And, white against the evening star. 

The welcome of thy beckoning hand? 


Brisk wielder of the birch and rule, 

The master of the district school 
Held at the fire his favored place, 440 

Its warm glow lit a laughing face 
Fresh-hued and fair, wnere scarce appeared 
The uncertain prophecy of beard. 

He teased the mitten-blinded cat, 

Played cross-pms on my uncle’s hat, 445 
Sang sones and told us what befalls 
In classic D iriinouih’s college halls. 

Born the wild Northern hills among, 

From whence his yeoman father wrung 
By patient toil subsistence scant, 450 

Not competence and yet not want, 

He early gained the jxiwcr to pay 
His cheerful, self-reliant w'ay; 

Could doff at ease his scholar's gown 
To peddle wares from towai to town; 455 
Or through the long vacation’s reach 
In lonely low'land districts teach, 

Where all the droll experience found 
At stranger hearths in boarding round. 

The moonlit skater’s keen delight, 460 

The sleigh-drive through the frosty night. 

The rustic-party, with its rough 
Accompaniment of blind-man’s-buff, 

And whirling-plate, and forfeits paid. 

His winter task a pastime made. 465 

Happy the snow-locked homes wherein 
He tuned his merrv violin, 

Or played the athlete in the barn. 

Or held the good dame’s winding-yam. 

Or mirth-provoking versions told 470 

Of classic legends rare and old. 

Wherein the scenes of Greece and Rome 
Had all the commonplace of home. 

And little seemed at best the odds 
’Twixt Yankee pedlers and old gods; 475 
Where Pindas-born Arachthus look 
The guise of any grist-mill brook, 

And dread Olympus at his will 
Became a huckleberry hill. 

A carelfss boy that night he seemed; 480 
But at his desk he had the look 
And air of one who wisely schemed, 

And hostage from the future took 
In train?td thought and lore of book. 
Large-brained, clear-eyed, of such as he 485 
Shall Fr' edom’s young apostles be. 

Who, following in War’s bloody trail. 

Shall every lingering wrong assail: 



728 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


All chains from limb and spirit strike, 

Uplift the black and white alike; 490 

Scatter before their swift advance 
The darkness and the ignorance, 

The pride, the lust, the squalid sloth. 

Which nurtured Treason’s monstrous growth. 
Made murder pastime, and the hell 495 
Of prison-torture possible; 

The cruel lie of caste refute. 

Old forms remould, and substitute 
For Slavery’s lash the freeman’s will. 

For blind routine, wise-handed skill; 500 
A school-house plant on every hill, 

Stretching in radiate nerve-lines thence 
The quick wires of intelligence; 

Till North and South together brought 
Shall own the same electric thought, 505 
In peace a common flag salute. 

And, side by side in labor’s free 
And unresentful rivalry. 

Harvest the fields wherein they fought. 

Another guest that winter night 510 

Flashed back from lustrous eyes the light. 
Unmarked by time, and yet not young. 

The honeyed music of her tongue 
And words of meekness scarcely told 
A nature passionate and bold, 515 

Strong, self-concentred, spurning guide. 

Its milder features dwarfed beside 
Her unbent will’s majestic pride. 

She sat among us, at the best, 

A not unfeared, half-welcome guest, 520 
Rebuking with her cultured phrase 
Our homeliness of words and ways. 

A certain pard-like, treacherous grace 
Swayed the lithe limbs and dropped the lash, 
Lent the white teeth their dazzling flash; 525 
A.nd under low brows, black with night. 
Rayed out at times a dangerous light; 

The sharp heat-lightnings of her face 
Presaging ill to him whom Fate 
Condemned to share her love or hate. 530 
A woman tropical, intense 
In thought and act, in soul and sense. 

She blended in a like degree 
The vixen and the devotee. 

Revealing with each freak or feint 535 

The temper of Petruchio’s Kate, 

The raptures of Siena’s saint. 

Her tapering hand and rounded wrist 
Had facile power to form a fist; 


The warm, dark languish of her eyes 540 
Was never safe from wrath’s surprise. 

Brows saintly calm and lips devout 
Knew every change of scowl cuid pout; 

And the sweet voice had notes more high 
And shrill for social battle-cry. 545 

Since then what old cathedral town 
Has missed her pilgrim staff and gown. 

What convent-gate has held its lock 
Against the challenge of her knock ! 

Through Smyrna’s plague-hushed thorough- 
fares, 550 

Up sea-set Malta’s rocky stairs. 

Gray olive slopes of hills that hem 
Thy tombs and shrines, Jerusalem, 

Or startling on her desert throne 

The crazy Queen of Lebanon 555 

With claims fantastic as her own. 

Her tireless feet have held their way; 

And still, unrestful, bowed, and gray. 

She watches under Eastern skies, 

With hope each day renewed and fresh, 
The Lord’s quick coming in the flesh, 561 
Whereof she dreams and prophesies ! 

Where’er her troubled path may be. 

The Lord’s sweet pity with her go ! 

The outward wayward life we see, 565 

The hidden springs we may not know. 

Nor is it given us to discern 

What threads the fatal sisters spun. 
Through what ancestral years has run 
The sorrow with the woman born, 570 

What forged her cruel chain of moods. 

What set her feet in solitudes. 

And held the love within her mute. 

What mingled madness in the blood, 

A life-long discord and annoy, 575 

Waters of tears with oil or joy, 

And hid within the folded bud 
Perversities of flower and fruit. 

It is not ours to separate 

The tangled skein of will and fate, 580 
To show what metes and bounds should 
stand 

Upon the soul’s debatable land. 

And between choice and Providence 
Divide the circle of events; 

But He who knows our frame is just, 585 
Merciful and compassionate. 

And full of sweet assurances 



729 


JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER 


And hope for all the language is, 

That He remembereth we are dust ! 

At last the great logs, crumbling low, 590 
Sent out a dull and duller glow, 

The bull s-eye watch that hung in view, 
Ticking its weary circuit through, 

Pointed with mutely warning sign 

Its black hand to the hour of nine. 595 

That sign the pleasant circle broke: 

My uncle ceased his pipe to smoke, 

Knocked from its bowl the refuse gray, 

And laid it tenderly away; 

Then roused himself to safely cover 600 

The dull red brands with ashes over. 

And while, with care, our mother laid 
The work aside, her steps she stayed 
One moment, seeking to express 
Her grateful sense of happiness 60s 

For food and shelter, warmth and health, 
And love’s contentment more than wealth. 
With simple wishes (not the weak, 

Vain prayers which no fulfilment seek. 

But such as warm the generous heart, 610 
O’er-prompt to do with Heaven its part) 
That none might lack, that bitter night, 

For bread and clothing, warmth and light. 

Within our beds awhile we heard 

The wind that round the gables roared, 615 

With now and then a ruder shock. 

Which made our very bedsteads rock. 

We heard the loosened clapboards tost, 

The board-nails snapping in the frost; 

And on us, through the unplastered wall, 620 
Felt the light sifted snow-flakes fall. 

But sleep stole on, as sleep will do 
When hearts are light and life is new; 

Faint and more faint the murmurs grew, 

Till in the summer-land of dreams 625 

They softened to the sound of streams. 

Low stir of leaves, and dip of oars, 

And lapsing waves on quiet shores. 

Next morn we wakened with the shout 
Of merry voices high and clear; 630 

And saw the teamsters drawing near 
To break the drifted highways out. 

Down the long hillside treading slow 
We saw the half-buried oxen go. 

Shaking the snow from heads uptost, 63s 
Their straining nostrils white with frost. 


Before our door the straggling train 
Drew up, an added team to gain. 

The elders threshed their hands a-cold, 
Passed, with the cider-mug, their jokes 640 
From lip to lip; the younger folks 
Down the loose snow-banks, wrestling, rolled, 
Then toiled again the cavalcade 

O’er windy hill, through clogged ravine, 
And woodland paths that wound be- 

lw<‘en 64s 

Low drooping pine-boughs winter-weighed. 
From every barn a team afoot. 

At every house a new recruit. 

Where, drawn by Nature's subtlest law, 
Haply the watchful young men saw 650 

Sweet doorway pictures of the curls 
And curious eyes of merry girls, 

Lifting their hands in mock defence 
Against the snow-ball's compliments. 

And reading in each missive tost 655 

The charm with Lden never lost. 

We heard once more the sleigh-bells’ sound; 

And, following where the teamsters led. 
The wise old Doctor went his round, 

Just pausing at our door to say, 660 

In the brief autocratic way 
Of one who, prompt at Duty’s call, 

Was free to urge her claim on all, 

That some poor neighbor sick abed 
At night our mother’s aid would need. 665 
For, one in generous thought and deed, 

What mattered in the sufferer’s sight 
The Quaker matron’s inward light, 

The Doctor’s mail of Calvin’s creed? 

All hearts conf(‘ss the saints elect 67c 

Who, twain in faith, in love agree, 

And melt not in an acid sect 
The Christian pearl of charity! 

So days went on; a week had passed 
Since the great world v/as heard from 
last. 675 

The Almanac we studied o’er. 

Read and reread our little store 
Of books and pamphlets, scarce a score; 

One harmless novel, mostly hid 

From younger eyes, a book forbid, 68Q 

And poetry (or good or bad, 

A single book was all we had), 

Where Ellwood’s meek, drab-skirted Muse, 

A stranger to the heathen Nine, 



730 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


Sang, with a somewhat nasal whine, 685 
The wars of David and the Jews. 

At last the floundering carrier bore 
The village paper to our door. 

Lo ! broadening outward as we read, 

To warmer zones the horizon spread; 690 
In panoramic length unrolled 
We saw the marvels that it told. 

Before us passed the painted Creeks, 

And daft McGregor on his raids 
In Costa Rica’s everglades. 695 

And up Taygetos winding slow 
Rode Ypsilanti’s Mainote Greeks, 

A Turk’s head at each saddle-bow! 

Welcome to us its week-old news, 

Its corner for the rustic Muse, 700 

Its monthly gauge of snow and rain, 

Its record, mingling in a breath 
The wedding bell and dirge of death: 

Jest, anecdote, and love-lorn tale, 

The latest culprit sent to jail; 705 

Its hue and cry of stolen and lost, 

Its vendue sales and goods at cost, 

And traffic calling loud for gain. 

We felt the stir of hall and street, 

The pulse of life that round us beat; 710 
The chill embargo of the snow 
Was melted in the genial glow; 

Wide swung again our ice-locked door, 

And all the world was ours once more! 

Clasp, Angel of the backward look 715 

And folded wings of ashen gray 
And voice of echoes far away. 

The brazen covers of thy book; 

The weird palimpsest old and vast. 

Wherein thou hid’st the spectral past; 720 
Where, closely mingling, pale and glow 
The characters of joy and woe; 

The monographs of outlived years. 

Or smile-illumed or dim with tears. 

Green hills of life that slope to death, 725 
And haunts of home, whose vistaed trees 
Shade off to mournful cypresses 

With the white amaranths underneath. 
Even while I look, I can but heed 

The restless sands’ incessant fall, 730 

Importunate hours that hours succeed. 

Each clamorous with its own sharp need. 
And duty keeping pace with all. 

Shut down and clasp the heavy lids; 

I hear again the voice that bids 735 


The dreamer leave his dream midway 
For larger hopes and graver fears; 

Life greatens in these later years. 

The century’s aloe flowers to-day! 

Yet, haply, in some lull of life, 740 

Some Truce of God which breaks its strife. 
The worldling’s eyes shall gather dew, 
Dreaming in throngful city ways 
Of winter joys his boyhood knew; 

And dear and early friends — the few 745 
Who yet remain — shall pause to view 
These Flemish pictures of old days; 

Sit with me by the homestead hearth. 

And stretch the hands of memory forth 
To warm them at the wood-fire’s blaze I 
And thanks untraced to lips unknown 751 
Shall greet me like the odors blown 
From unseen meadows newly mown, 

Or lilies floating in some pond, 
Wood-fringed, the wayside gaze beyond; 755 
The traveller owns the grateful sense 
Of sweetness near, he knows not whence, 
And, pausing, takes with forehead bare 
The benediction of the air. 

Abraham Davenport 
( 1866 ) 

“The famous Dark Day of New England, May 
19 , 1780 , was a physical puzzle for many years to 
our ancestors, but its occurrence brought some- 
thing more than philosophical speculation into the 
minds of those who passed through it. The inci- 
dent of Colonel Abraham Davenport’s sturdy pro- 
test is a matter of history” (Whittier). 

In the old days (a custom laid aside 
With breeches and cocked hats) the people 
sent 

Their wisest men to make the public laws. 
And so, from a brown homestead, where the 
Sound 

Drinks the small tribute of the Mianas, 5 
Waved over by the woods of Rippowams, 
And hallowed by pure lives and tranquil 
deaths, 

Stamford sent up to the councils of the State 
Wisdom and grace in Abraham Davenport. 

’Twas on a May-day of the far old year 10 
Seventeen hundred eighty, that there fell 
Over the bloom and sweet life of the Spring, 



JOHN GREENLE 

Over the fresh earth and the heaven of noon, 

A horror of great darkness, like the night 
In day of which the Norland sagas tell, — 15 
The Twilight of the Gods. The low-hung sky 
Was black with ominous clouds, save where 
its rim 

Was fringed with a dull glow, like that which 
climbs 

The crater’s sides from the red hell below. 

Birds ceased to sing, and all the barn-yard 
fowls 20 

Roosted; the cattle at the pasture bars 
Lowed, and looked homeward; bats on 
leathern wings 

Flitted abroad; the sounds of labor died; 

Men prayed, and women wept; all ears grew 
sharp 

To hear the doom-blast of the trumpet shat- 
ter 25 

The black sky, that the dreadful face of 
Christ 

Might look from the rent clouds, not as he 
looked 

A loving guest at Bethany, but stern 
As Justice and inexorable Law. 
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Then by the flaring lights the Speaker read, 
Albeit with husky v'oice and shaking hands, 
An act to amend an act to regulate 51 

The shad and alewive fisheries. Whereupon 
^\isely and well spake Abraham Davenp>ort, 
Straight to the question, with no figures of 
speech 

Save the ten Arab signs, yet not without 55 
The shrewd dry humor natural to the man: 
His awe-struck colleagues listening all the 
while, 

Between the pauses of his argument, 

To hear the thunder of the wrath of God 
Break from the hollow trumpet of the 
cloud. 60 

And there he stands in memory to this day, 
Erect, self-poiscd, a rugged face, half seen 
Against the background of unnatural dark, 

A witness to the ages as they pass, 

That simple duty hath no place for fear. 65 


The Meeting 


Meanwhile in the old State House, dim as 
ghosts 30 

Sat the lawgivers of Connecticut, 

Trembling beneath their legislative robes. 

“It is the Lord’s Great Day! Let us ad- 
journ,” 

Some said; and then, as if with one accord. 
All eyes were turned to Abraham Daven- 
port. 35 

He rose, slow cleaving with his steady voice 
The intolerable hush. “This well may be 
The Day of Judgment which the world 
awaits; 

But be it so or not, I only know 
My present duty, and my Lord’s command 
To occupy till He come. So at the post 41 
Where He hath set me in his providence, 

I choose, for one, to meet Him face to face, — 
No faithless servant frightened from my task, 
But ready when the Lord of the har\^est 
calls; 45 

And therefore, with all reverence, I would 
say, 

Let God do his work, we will see to ours. 
Bring in the candles.” And they brought 
them in. 


( 1868 ) 

This poem and “The Eternal Goodness” express 
much of Whittier’s spiritual experience. Compare 
the following prose passages, given in Pickard’s 
Life, II, 262 fol. 

“We believe in the Scriptures, because they be- 
lieve m us, because they r(*p(‘at the warnings and 
admonitions and promises of the indwelling Light 
and Truth, because we find the law and prophets 
in our souls. We agree with Luther, that ‘the 
Scriptures are not to be understood but by that 
very spirit by which they were written,’ and with 
Calvin, that ‘it is necessary that the same spirit 
which spoke by the mouth of the prophets should 
convince our hearts that they faithfully delivered 
that which God committed tcy them.’ 

“My ground of hope for myself and for human- 
ity is in that Divine fullness of love which was 
manifested in the life, teachings, and self-sacrifice 
of Christ. In the infinite mercy of God so revealed, 
and not in any work or merit of our nature, I 
humbly, vet very hopefully trust. I regard Chris- 
tianity as a life, rather than a creed; and in judging 
of my fellow-men I can use no other standard than 
that which our Lord and Masier has given us. ‘By 
their fruits ye shall know them.’ ” 

The elder folks shook hands at last, 

Down seat by seat the signal passed. 

To simple ways like ours unused, 

Half solemnized and half amused, 
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With long-drawn breath and shrug, my 
guest 5 

His sense of glad relief expressed. 

Outside, the hills lay warm in sun; 

The cattle in the meadow-run 
Stood half-leg deep; a single bird 
The green repose above us stirred. lo 

“What part or lot have you,” he said, 

“In these dull rites of drowsy-head? 

Is silence worship? Seek it where 
It soothes with dreams the summer air. 

Not in this close and rude-benched hall, 15 
But where soft lights and shadows fall. 

And all the slow, sleep-walking hours 
Glide soundless over grass and flowers ! 

From time and place and form apart. 

Its holy ground the human heart, 20 

Nor ritual-bound nor templeward 
Walks the free spirit of the Lord! 

Our common Master did not pen 
His followers up from other men; 

His service liberty indeed, 25 

He built no church. He framed no creed; 

But while the saintly Pharisee 
Made broader his phylactery. 

As from the synagogue was seen 
The dusty-sandalled Nazarene 30 

Through ripening cornfields lead the way 
Upon the awful Sabbath day, 

His sermons were the healthful talk 
That shorter made the mountain-walk, 

His wayside texts were flowers and birds, 35 
Where mingled with his gracious words 
The rustle of the tamarisk-tree 
And ripple-wash of Galilee.” 

“Thy words are well, O friend,” I said; 
“Unmeasured and unlimited, 40 

With noiseless slide of stone to stone. 

The mystic Church of God has grown. 

Invisible and silent stands 

The temple never made with hands. 

Unheard the voices still and small 45 

Of its unseen confessional. 

He needs no special place of prayer 
Whose hearing ear is everywhere; 

He brings not back the childish days 
That ringed the earth with stones of praise, 50 
Roofed Karnak’s hall of gods, and laid 
The plinths of Philae’s colonnade. 

Still less He owns the selfish good 
And sickly growth of solitude, — 


The worthless grace that, out of sight, 5^ 
Flowers in the desert anchorite; 

Dissevered from the suffering whole. 

Love hath no power to save a soul. 

Not out of Self, the origin 

And native air and soil of sin, 60 

The living waters spring and flow. 

The trees with leaves of healing grow. 

“Dream not, O friend, because I seek 
This quiet shelter twice a week, 

I better deem its pine-laid floor 65 

Than breezy hill or sea-sung shore; 

But nature is not solitude: 

She crowds us with her thronging wood; 

Her many hands reach out to us. 

Her many tongues are garrulous; 70 

Perpetual riddles of surprise 
She offers to our ears and eyes; 

She will not leave our senses still, 

But drags them captive at her will: 

And, making earth too great for heaven, 75 
She hides the Giver in the given. 

“And so I find it well to come 
For deeper rest to this still room. 

For here the habit of the soul 
Feels less the outer world’s control; 80 

The strength of mutual purpose pleads 
More earnestly our common needs; 

And from the silence multiplied 
By these still forms on either side. 

The world that time and sense have known 
Falls off and leaves us God alone. 86 

“Yet rarely through the charmed repose 
Unmixed the stream of motive flows, 

A flavor of its many springs, 

The tints of earth and sky it brings; 90 

In the still waters needs must be 
Some shade of human sympathy; 

And here, in its accustomed place, 

I look on memory’s dearest face; 

The blind by-sitter guesseth not 95 

What shadow haunts that vacant spot; 

No eyes save mine alone can see 
The love wherewith it welcomes me 1 
And still, with those alone my kin. 

In doubt and weakness, want and sin, 100 
I bow my head, my heart I bare. 

As when that face was living there. 

And strive (too oft, alas ! in vain) 
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The peace of simple trust to gain, 

Fold fancy’s restless wings, and lay 105 
The idols of my heart away. 

‘‘Welcome the silence all unbroken, 

Nor less the words of fitness spoken, — 

Such golden words as hers for whom 109 
Our autumn flowers have just made room; 
Whose hopeful utterance through and 
through 

The freshness of the morning blew; 

Who loved not less the earth that light 
Fell on it from the heavens in sight. 

But saw in all fair forms more fair 115 

The Eternal beauty mirrored there. 

Whose eighty years but added grace 
And saintlier meaning to her face, — 

The look of one who bore away 
Glad tidings from the hills of day, 120 

While all our hearts went forth to meet 
The coming of her beautiful feet ! 

Or haply hers, whose pilgrim tread 
Is in the paths where Jesus led; 

Who dreams her childhood’s sabbath dream 
By Jordan’s willow-shaded stream, 126 
And, of the hymns of hope and faith, 

Sung by the monks of Nazareth, 

Hears pious echoes, in the call 
To prayer, from Moslem minarets fall, 130 
Repeating where his works were wrought 
The lesson that her Master taught, 

Of whom an elder Sibyl gave, 

The prophecies of Cumae’s cavel 

‘T ask no organ’s soulless breath 135 

To drone the themes of life and death, 

No altar candle-lit by day, 

No ornate wordsman’s rhetoric-play. 

No cool philosophy to teach 

Its bland audacities of speech 140 

To double-tasked idolaters 

Themselves their gods and worshippers. 

No pulpit hammered by the fist 
Of loud-asserting dogmatist. 

Who borrows for the Hand of love 145 

The smoking thunderbolts of Jove. 

I know how well the fathers taught. 

What work the later schoolmen wrought; 

I reverence old-time faith and men. 

But God is near us now as then; 150 

His force of love is still unspent, 

His hate of sin as imminent; 
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And still the measure of our needs 
Outgrows the cramping bounds of creeds; 

The manna gathered yesterday 155 

Already savors of decay; 

Doubts to the world’s child-heart unknown 
Q\iestion us now from star and stone; 

Too liule or too much we know, 

And sight is swift and faith is slow; 160 

The power is lost to self-deccive 
With shallow forms of make-believe. 

We walk at high noon, and the bells 
Call to a thousand oracles, 

But the sound deafens, and the light 165 
Is stronger than our dazzled sight; 

The letters of the sacied Book 
Glimmer and swim beneath our look; 

Still struggles in the Age's breast 

With deepening agony of quest 170 

The old entreaty: ‘Art thou He, 

Or look we for the Christ to be?’ 

“God should be most w’herc man is least: 

So, where is neither church nor priest, 

And never rag of form or creed 175 

To clothe the nakedness of need, — 

Where farmer-folk in silence meet, — 

I turn my bcll-unsurnmoned feet; 

I lay the critic’s glass aside, 

I tread upon my lettered pride, 180 

And, lowest-seated, testify 
To the oneness of humanity; 

Confess the universal want, 

And share whatever Heaven may grant. 

He findeth not who seeks his own, 185 

The soul is Icxst (hat’s saved alone. 

Not on one favored forehead fell 
Of old the fire-tongued miracle. 

But flamed o’er all the thronging host 
The baptism of the Holy Ghost; 190 

Heart answers heart: in one desire 
The blending lines of prayer aspiie; 

‘Where, in my name, meet two or three,’ 

Our Lord hath said, T there will be!’ 

“So sometimes comes to soul and sense 1 15 
The feeling which is evidence 
That very near about us lies 
The realm of spiritual mysteries. 

The sphere of the supernal powers 
Impinges on this world of ours. 200 

The low and dark horizon lifts, 

To light the scenic terror shifts; 
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The breath of a diviner air 
Blows down the answer of a prayer: 

That all our sorrow, pain, and doubt 205 
A great compassion clasps about. 

And law and goodness, love and force, 

Are wedded fast beyond divorce. 

Then duty leaves to love its task, 

The beggar Self forgets to ask; 210 

With smile of trust and folded hands. 

The passive soul in waiting stands 
To feel, as flowers the sun and dew, 

The One true Life its own renew. 

“So to the calmly gathered thought 215 
The innermost of truth is taught, 

The mystery dimly understood. 

That love of God is love of good. 

And, chiefly, its divinest trace 

In Him of Nazareth’s holy face; 220 

That to be saved is only this, — 

Salvation from our selfishness, 

From more than elemental fire, 


The soul’s unsanctified desire, 

From sin itself, and not the pain 225 

That warns us of its chafing chain; 

That worship’s deeper meaning lies 
In mercy, and not sacrifice. 

Not proud humilities of sense 

And posturing of penitence, 230 

But love’s unforced obedience; 

That Book and Church and Day are given 
For man, not God, — for earth, not 
heaven, — 

The blessed means to holiest ends, 

Not masters, but benignant friends; 235 

That the dear Christ dwells not afar. 

The king of some remoter star. 

Listening, at times, with flattered ear 
To homage wrung from selfish fear, 

But here, amidst the poor and blind, 240 
The bound and suffering of our kind. 

In works we do, in prayers we pray. 

Life of our life. He lives to-day.” 


Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1881) 


Longfellow was born in Portland, Maine, February 27, 1807. His mother was a 
descendant of John Alden, his father a trustee of Bowdoin College, where Longfellow 
matriculated as a sophomore at the age of fifteen. One of his classmates was Nathan- 
iel Hawthorne. When he graduated from Bowdoin in 1825, he had already shown 
enough ability at writing verse to make him desire a literary career. His father 
wished him to study law. Bowdoin settled the matter by offering him six hundred 
dollars a year for three years of European study to prepare him to teach modem lan- 
guages. Longfellow went to Europe, returned with knowledge of German, French, 
Italian, and Spanish, and, late in 1829, joined the faculty of Bowdoin. 

Six years later Harvard offered him the Smith professorship of modern languages, 
just vacated by Ticknor. He spent another year in Europe and began in 1836 his 
long residence in Cambridge. Installed in beautiful Craigie House, married again 
in 1843 (his first wife died in Europe), and happy amid congenial minds, the Smith 
Professor began to produce prose and verse rather than grammars and linguistic 
studies. Outre Mer appeared in 1835 and Hyperion and Voices of the Kight in 1839. 
Evangeline, his most popular narrative, appeared in 1847, and The Golden Legend in 
1851. In 1854 the poet had begun to chafe at the professor’s duties, and he resigned 
his position after eighteen years of service during which he had introduced thousands 
of young men to the literatures of Europe. The Song of Hiawatha in 1855 at once 
caught the popular taste for Indian legend, and The Courtship of Miles Standish, three 
years later, sold ten thousand copies in London on the day of its appearance. Long- 
fellow was famous throughout both Europe 2 ind America. 
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He suffered the great tragedy of his life in 1 861, when his wife was burned to death. 
When he recovered from this, he put together a series of verse stories previously begun 
and somewhat in the nature of Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, Tales of a Wayside Inn, 
1863. Later he buried himself in a translation of Dante’s Divina Cowmedia, his ver- 
sion of which appeared in three volumes between 1867 and 1870. Another trip 
abroad brought him the highest academic honors of European universities. His last 
great work was The Masque of Pandora, and Other Poems, 1875. 

Longfellow’s verse, amazingly popular in his day, suffered from a severe reaction. 
Cooler judgment now sees the injustice of this reaction and places a surer value on his 
work. Beyond controversy this fact remains: no man of his day, possibly no man in 
America, did so much for the popularization of poetry. He was translated into 
nearly every European language, and in turn he translated from most European 
languages. 

Longfellow’s view of the right relation of American literature to foreign cultures 
was expressed in the nov^el Kavanagh (1849): 

Nationality is a good thing to a certain extent, but universality is better. All that is best in 
the great poets of all countries is not what is national in them, but what is universal. Their 
roots are in their native soil; but their branches wave in the unpatriotic air that speaks the 
same language unto all men, and their leaves shine with the illimitable lic^ht that perv'^ades all 
lands. Let us throw all the window's open; let us admit the light and air on all sides. As the 
blood of all nations is mingling with our own, so wall their thoughts and fi'cimgs finally mingle 
in our literature. We shall draw from the Germans, tenderness; from the Spaniards, passion; 
from the French, vivacity, to mingle more and more with our English solid sense. And this 
will give us universality, so much to be desired. 

The standard edition of Longfellow is the Riverside, 11 volumes, 1886. The 
standard biography is by Samuel Longfellow, The Life of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 
in 3 volumes, 1891. There is a short biography by T. W. Higginson, 1902 Aids to 
a critical reappraisal of Longfellow’s poetry are the essay “Gentle Shades of Long- 
fellow” in G. R. Elliott, The Cycle of Modern Poetry, 1929, and the Introduction to the 
volume of selections in the AWS by Odell Shepard, 1934. 


Hymn to the Night 

Aairaair}, TpCWiaros 

(1839) 

“Welcome, thrice prayed-for” (Iliad, VIII, 488) 
seemed the repose of the Night to Longfellow', 
“while sitting at my chamber window, on one of 
the balmiest nights of the year. I endeavored to 
reproduce the impression of the hour and scene.” 

I heard the trailing garments of the Night 
Sweep through her marble halls! 

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light 
From the celestial walls! 

I felt her presence, by its spell of might, s 
Stoop o’er me from above; 


The calm, majestic presence of the Night, 

As of the one I love. 

I heard the .sounds of sorrow and delight. 
The manifold, soft chimes, lo 

That fill the haunted chambers of the Night, 
Like some old poet’s ihymes. 

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air 
My spirit drank repose; 

The fountain of perpetual peace flows 
there, — is 

From those deep cisterns flows. 

O holy Night ! from thee I learn to bear 
What man has borne before ! 

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care, 
And they complain no more. 


20 
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Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this 
prayer ! 

Descend with broad-winged flight. 

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the 
most fair, 

The best-beloved Night! 

Serenade 

{ 1840 ) 

Stars of the summer night ! 

Far in yon azure deeps. 

Hide, hide your golden light ! 

She sleeps ! 

My lady sleeps ! 

Sleeps I 

Moon of the summer night ! 

Far down yon western steeps. 

Sink, sink in silver light 1 
She sleeps! 

My lady sleeps ! 

Sleeps ! 

Wind of the summer night! 

Where yonder woodbine creeps. 

Fold, fold thy pinions light! re 

She sleeps! 

My lady sleeps ! 

Sleeps ! 

Dreams of the summer night ! 

Tell her, her lover keeps 
Watch! while in slumbers light 
She sleeps ! 

My lady sleeps ! 

Sleeps ! 


The Skeleton in Armor 


{ 1840 ) 

‘‘A skeleton had been dug up at Fall River clad 
in broken and corroded armor; and the idea oc- 
^rrcd to me of connecting it with the Round 
Tower at Newport.” — Longfellow’s note. This 
tower was once thought to be of Norse origin. 


Speak ! speak ! thou fearful g^est ! 
Who, with thy hollow breast. 

Still in rude armor drest, 

Gomest to daunt me! 

Wrapt not in Eastern balms, 


MOVEMENT 

But with thy fleshless palms 
Stretched, as if asking alms, 
Why dost thou haunt me?” 

Then from those cavernous eyes 
Pale flashes seemed to rise, 

As when the Northern skies 
Gleam in December; 

And, like the water’s flow 
Under December’s snow, 

Game a dull voice of woe 
From the heart’s chamber. 

“I was a Viking old ! 

My deeds, though manifold. 

No Skald in song has told, 

No Saga taught thee! 

Take heed that in thy verse 
Thou dost the tale rehearse, 

Else dread a dead man’s curse; 
For this I sought thee. 

“Far in the Northern Land, 

By the wild Baltic’s strand, 

I, with my childish hand. 

Tamed the gerfalcon; 

And, with my skates fast-bound, 
Skimmed the half-frozen Sound, 
That the poor whimpering hound 
Trembled to walk on. 

“Oft to his frozen lair 
Tracked I the grisly bear. 

While from my path the hare 
Fled like a shadow; 

Oft through the forest dark 
Followed the were-wolfs bark, 
Until the soaring lark 
Sang from the meadow. 

‘‘But when I older grew. 

Joining a corsair’s crew. 

O’er the dark sea I flew 
With the marauders. 

Wild was the life we led; 

Many the souls that sped, 

Many the hearts that bled. 

By our stern orders. 

“Many a wassail-bout 
Wore the long winter out; 


5 
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Often our midnight shout 
Set the cocks crowing, 

As we the Berserk’s tale 
Measured in cups of ale, 

Draining the oaken pail 55 

Filled to o’erflowing. 

“Once as I told in glee 
Tales of the stormy sea, 

Soft eyes did gaze on me, 

Burning yet tender; 60 

And as the white stars shine 
On the dark Norway pine, 

On that dark heart of mine 
Fell their soft splendor. 

“I wooed the blue-eyed maid, 65 

Yielding, yet half afraid, 

And in the forest’s shade 
Our vows were plighted. 

Under its loosened vest 
Fluttered her little breast, 70 

Like birds within their nest 
By the hawk frighted. 

“Bright in her father’s hall 
Shields gleamed upon the wall, 

Loud sang the minstrels all, 75 

Chanting his glory; 

When of ofd Hildebrand 
I asked his daughter’s hand, 

Mute did the minstrels stand 

To hear my story. 80 

“While the brown ale he quaffed. 

Loud then the champion laughed. 

And as the wind-gusts waft 
The sea-foam brightly. 

So the loud laugh of scorn 85 

Out of those lips unshorn. 

From the deep drinking-horn 
Blew the foam lightly. 

“She was a Prince’s child, 

I but a Viking wild, 90 

And though she blushed and smiled, 

I was discarded! 

Should not the dove so white 
Follow the sea-mew’s flight? 

Why did they leave that night 95 

Her nest unguarded? 


“Scarce had I put to sea, 

Bearing the maid with me, 

Fairest of all was she 

Among the Norsemen! 100 

When on the white sea-strand. 

Waving his armed hand, 

Saw we old Hildebrand, 

With twenty horsemen. 

“Then launched they to the blast, 105 
Bent like a reed each mast, 

Yet we were gaining fast, 

\Vhcn the wind failed us; 

And with a sudden flaw 
Came lound the gusty Skaw, no 

So that our foe we saw 
Laugh as he hailed us. 

“And as to catch the gale 
Round veered the flapping sail, 

‘Death!’ was the helmsman's hail, 115 
‘Death without quarter!’ 

Midships with non keel 
Struck we her ribs of steel; 

Down her black hulk did reel 

Through the black water! i^o 

“As with his wings aslant, 

Sails the fierce cormorant. 

Seeking some rocky haunt. 

With his ))rey laden, --- 
So toward the open main, 125 

Beating to sea again, 

Through the wild hurricane. 

Bore 1 the maiden. 

“Three weeks we westward bore. 

And when the stfirin was o’er, ijo 

Cloud -1 ike we saw the shore 
Stretching to leeward; 

There lor my lady’s bower 
Built I the loftv tower, 

Which, to this very hour, 135 

Stands looking seaward. 

“There lived we many years; 

Time dried the maiden’s tears; 

She had forgot her fears, 

She was a mother, 140 

Death closed her mild blue eyes; 

Under that tower she lies; 

Ne’er shall the sun arise 
On such another! 
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“Still grew my bosom then, 
Still as a stagnant fen ! 

Hateful to me were men, 

The sunlight hateful ! 

In the vast forest here, 

Clad in my warlike gear, 

Fell I upon my spear, 

Oh, death was grateful ! 


ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 

145 band by remarking how like an organ looked the 
ranged and shining gun-barrels which covered the 
walls from floor to ceiling, and suggesting what 
mournful music Death would bring from them 
‘We grew quite warlike against war,’ she wrote 
and I urged H. to write a peace poem.’ ” The 
150 poem was written some months later and pub- 
lished in Graham’s Magazine, April, 1844 (Note in 
Riverside Edition). 


“Thus, seamed with many scars, 
Bursting these prison bars 
Up to its native stars 
My soul ascended ! 

There from the flowing bowl 
Deep drinks the warrior’s soul, 
Skoal! to the Northland ! skoals 
Thus the tale ended. 

Mezzo Cammin 


This is the Arsenal. From floor to ceiling, 
Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms’; 
But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing 
Startles the villages with strange alarms. 

Ah! what a sound will rise, how wild and 
dreary, ^ 

When the death-angel touches those swift 
keys! 

What loud lament and dismal Miserere 
Will mingle with their awful symphonies! 


{1842) 

Half of my life is gone, and I have let 
The years slip from me and have not 
fulfilled 

The aspiration of my youth, to build 
Some tower of song with lofty parapet. 

Not indolence, nor pleasure, nor the fret 5 
Of restless passions that would not be 
stilled. 

But sorrow, and a care that almost killed. 
Kept me from what I may accomplish yet; 
Though, half-way up the hill, I see the Past 
Lying beneath me with its sounds and 
. sights, — ^ ^ 

A city in the twilight dim and vast. 

With smoking roofs, soft bells, and gleaming 
lights, — 

And hear above me on the autumnal blast 
The cataract of Death far thundering 
from the heights. 

The Arsenal at Springfield 

( 1844 ) 

On his wedding journey in the summer of 1843, 
Mr. Longfellow passed through Springfield, Mass- 
achusetts, and visited the United States arsenal 
company with Mr. Charles Sumner. 
While Mr. Sumner was endeavoring,” says Mr. 
Longfellow, “to impress upon the attendant 
that the money expended upon these weapons of 
war would have been much better spent upon a 
great library, Mrs. Longfellow pleased her hus- 


I hear even now the infinite fierce chorus. 
The cries of agony, the endless groan, 10 

Which, through the ages that have gone be- 
fore us. 

In long reverberations reach our own. 

On helm and harness rings the Saxon ham- 
mer. 

Through Cimbric forest roars the Norse- 
man’s song, 

And loud, amid the universal clamor, 15 
O er distant deserts sounds the Tartar 
gong. 

I hear the Florentine, who from his palace 
Wheels out his battle-bell with dreadful 
din. 

And Aztec priests upon their teocallis 

Beat the wild war-drum made of serpent’s 
skin, 

’ 20 

The tumult of each sacked and burning 
village : 

The shout that every prayer for mercy 
drowns; 

The soldiers’ revels in the midst of pillage; 
The wail of famine in beleaguered towns; 

The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched 
asunder, 25 

The rattling musketry, the clashing blade; 

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder, 

The diapason of the cannonade. 



nvadswort 

[s it, O man, with such discordant noises, 

With such accursed instruments as these 
rhou drownest Nature’s sweet and kindly 

voices, ^ 

’ 3 1 

And j arrest the celestial harmonies? 

Were half the power, that fills the world 
with terror. 

Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps 
and courts, 

Given to redeem the human mind from error. 
There were no need of arsenals nor foris: 


H LONGFELLOW 739 

a prose account of his v'isit to the city see his letter 
to the German poet Freiligrath, in the Life, I, 436. 

In the vallev of the Pecnitz, where across 
broad meadow-lands 

Rise the blue Franconian mountains, Nurem- 
berg, the ancient, stands. 

Quaint old toNcn nf toil and traffic, quaint 
o\d towv vA arx and sow" , 

Alemones \\aunV thy pointed galdes, like the 
rooks tliat round litem throng: 


The warrior’s name would be a name ab- 
horred ! 

And every nation, that should lift again 
Its hand against a brother, on its forehead 
Would wear forevermore the curse of 
Cain ! 40 

Down the dark future, through long genera- 
tions, 

The echoing sounds grow fainter and then 
cease; 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibra- 
tions, 

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, 
“Peace!” 

Peace! and no longer from its brazen por- 
tals 45 

The blast of War’s great organ shakes the 
skies ! 

But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 

The holy melodies of love arise. 

Nuremberg 

(7844) 

“The very choice of Nuremberg as the subject 
of a poem is enough to classify the poet, for was not 
that dreamy old city, ‘that pearl of the middle 
ages,’ the very apotheosis of romanticism? When 
Tieck and Wackenroder traveled together over 
Germany, they had entered the old town in a sort 
of dream. ‘In a species of aesthetic intoxication,’ 
says Brandes, ‘the friends wandered around the 
churches and the graveyards; they stood by the 
grave of Albert Diirer and Hans Sachs; a vanished 
world arose before their eyes, and the life of an- 
cient Nuremberg became to them the romance of 
art.’ It became in a way the capital city of the 
romantic movement, and all that it was to those 
early dreamers Longfellow has caught in his poem” 
(Pattee, Side-Lights on Amnican Literature^ 236). For 


^Icmorics of the \hddlc A"cs, when the cm- 
penrs, rough and hold, 5 

Had their dwelling in thy castle, time- 
dcfving, centuries old; 

And thy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, 
in their unc oulh rhyme, 

That their great i'upcrial city stretched its 
hand through every clime. 

In the court-yard of the castle, bound with 
many an iron band, 

Stands the mighty linden planted by Queen 
Cunigundc’s hand; lo 

On the squ.irc the oriel window, where in old 
heroic chiys 

Sat the poet Melchior singing Kaiser Maxi- 
milian’s praise. 

Everywhere I see around me rise the won- 
drous world of An: 

Fountains wrought with richest sculpture 
standing in the common mart; 

And above cal heel ral doorways saints and 
hishofis carved in stone, 15 

By a former age commissioned as apostles 
to our own. 

In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps en- 
shrined his holy dust, 

And in bronze the Twelve Apostles guard 
from age to age their trust; 

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a 
pix of sculpture rare, 

Like the foamy sheaf of fountains, rising 

through the painted air. 20 
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Here, when Art was still religion, with a 
simple, reverent heart. 

Lived and labored Albrecht Diirer, the 
Evangelist of Art; 

Hence in silence and in sorrow, toiling still 
with busy hand. 

Like an emigrant he wandered, seeking for 
the Better Land. 

Emigravit is the inscription on the tombstone 
where he lies; 25 

Dead he is not, but departed, — for the 
artist never dies. 

Fairer seems the ancient city, and the sun- 
shine seems more fair. 

That he once has trod its pavement, that he 
once has breathed its air! 

Through these streets so broad and stately, 
these obscure and dismal lanes. 

Walked of yore the Mastersingers, chanting 
rude poetic strains. 30 

From remote and sunless suburbs came they 

to the friendly guild. 

Building nests in Fame’s great temple, as in 
spouts the swallows build. 

As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove he too 
the mystic rhyme. 

And the smith his iron measures hammered 
to the anvil’s chime; 

Thanking God, whose boundless wisdom 
makes the flowers of poesy bloom 35 

In the forge’s dust and cinders, in the tissues 
of the loom. 


Here Hans Sachs, the cobbler-poet, laureate 
of the gentle craft. 

Wisest of the Twelve Wise Masters, in huge 
folios sang and laughed. 

But his house is now an ale-house, with a 
nicely sanded floor. 

And a garland in the window, and his face 
above the door; 40 

Painted by some humble artist, as in Adam 
Puschman’s song, 

As the old man gray and dove-like, with his 
great beard white and long. 

And at night the swart mechanic comes to 
drown his cark and care, 

Quaffing ale from pewter tankards, in the 
master’s antique chair. 

Vanished is the ancient splendor, and before 
my dreamy eye 45 

Wave these mingled shapes and figures, like a 
faded tapestry. 

Not thy Councils, not thy Kaisers, win for 
thee the world’s regard; 

But thy painter, Albrecht Diirer, and Hans 
Sachs thy cobbler bard. 

Thus, O Nuremberg, a wanderer from a 
region far away, 

As he paced thy streets and court-yards, 

sang in thought his careless lay: 50 

Gathering from the pavement’s crevice, as a 
floweret of the soil. 

The nobility of labor, — the long pedigree 
of toil. 


Evangeline, Part the First 

A TALE OF ACADIE 


{ 1845 - 47 ) 


This paragraph was set down in Hawthorne’s 
American Note-Books: “H. L. Connoly heard from a 
French Canadian a story of a young couple in 
Acadie. On their marriage day all the men of the 
Province were summoned to assemble in the 
church to hear a proclamation. When assembled, 
they were all seized and shipped off to be distrib- 
uted throughout New England, — among them 


the new bridegroom. His bride set off in search of 
him — wandered about New England all her life- 
time, and at last, wEen she was old, found her 
bridegroom on his deathbed. The shock was so 
great that it killed her likewise.” 

Hawthorne apparently had no intention of mak- 
ing a story from the materials. Longfellow hap- 
pened upon the plot and asked permission to de- 
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velop it, which permission Hawthorne graciously 
granted. Thus it was that Evangeline became the 
heroine of an hexameter poem by Longfellow in- 
stead of a story or novel by Hawthorne. 

By Longfellow’s pen, Evangeline was sent upon 
far wanderings that had no place in the original 
story. He had read books of vivid description 
about Nova Scotia and the country of the lower 
Mississippi, and he had seen the PennsvKanid 
hospital, and was thus provided with settings lor 


his narrative. The poem was tremendously popu- 
lar. “Of the longer poems of our chief singer, I 
should not hesitate to select Evangeline as the 
masterpiece,” said Holmes. 

Nova Scotia ua.s ceded by France to England by 
the Treaty of Utrecht in 1"’13. After years spent 
in vain attempts to control its unruly subjects, the 
English gov'ernment in 1753 ordered the deporta- 
tion ol more than 6.000 Acadidiis — among whom, 
prcsuniablv, was Evangeline’s husband. 


This is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlocks, 

Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twdlight 
Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic. 

Stand like harpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms. 

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighboring ocean 5 

Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail ol the forest. 

This is the forest primeval; but w'here are the hearts that beneath it 
Leaped like the roe when he hears in the woodland the voice of the huntsman? 
Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian fanners. 

Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands, lo 

Darkened by shadows of earth but reflecting an image of hca\ cn? 

Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers forever departed ! 

Scattered like dust and leaves when the mighty blasts of October 
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o’er the ocean. 

Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pre. 15 

Ye who believe in affection that hopes and endures and is patient, 

Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of woman’s devotion. 

List to the mournful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest; 

List to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the happy. 

I 

In the Acadian land, on the shores of the Basin of Minas, 

Distant, secluded, still, the little village of Grand-Pre 

Lay in the fruitful valley. Vast meadows stretched to the eastward. 

Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without number. 

Dikes, that the hands of the farmers had rai.sed w ith labor incessant, S 

Shut out the turbulent tides; but at stated seasons the flocxl -gates 
Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander at wall o er the meadows. 

West and south there were fields of flax, and orchards and cornfields 
Spreading afar and unfenced o’er the plain, and away to the northward 
Blomidon rose and the forest old, and aloft on the mountains 10 

Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the mighty Adantic 
Looked on the happy valley but ne’er from their station descended. 

There, in the midst of its farms, reposed the Acadian village. 

Strongly built were the houses, with frames of oak and of chestnut. 

Such as the peasants of Normandy built in the reign of the Henries. 15 

Thatched were the roofs, with dormer-windows; and gables projecting 
Over the basement below protected and shaded the door-way. 

There in the tranquil evenings of summer, when brightly the sunset 
Lighted the village street and gilded the vanes on the chimneys, 

Matrons and maidens sat, in snow'-white caps and in kirtles 20 

Scarlet and blue and green, with distaffs spinning the golden 
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Flax for the gossiping looms, whose noisy shuttles within doors 

Mingled their sound with the whir of the wheels and the songs of the maidens. 

Solemnly down the street came the parish priest, and the children 

Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended to bless them: 25 

Reverend walked he among them; and up rose matrons and maidens, 

Hailing his slow approach with words of affectionate welcome. 

Then came the laborers home from the field; and serenely the sun sank 

Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. Anon from the belfry 

Softly the Angelas sounded, and over the roofs of the village 30 

Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of incense ascending. 

Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of peace and contentment. 

Thus dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers. 

Dwelt in the love of God and of man. Alike were they free from 

Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the vice of republics: 35 

Neither locks bad they to their doors nor bars to their windows. 

But their dwellings vere open as day and the hearts of the owners; 

There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in abundance. 

Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer the Basin of Minas, 

Benedict Bcllefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of Grand-Pre, 40 

Dwelt on his goodly acres; and with him, directing his household. 

Gentle Evangeline lived, his child, and the pride of the village. 

Stalworth and stately in form was the man of seventy winters; 

Hearty and hale was he, an oak that is covered with snow-flakes; 

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks as brown as the oak-leaves. 45 
Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers. 

Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on the thorn by the wayside — 

Black, yet how softly they gleamed beneath the brown shade of her tresses ! 

Sweet was her breath as the breath of kine that feed in the meadows. 

When in the harvest heat she bore to the reapers at noontide 50 

Flagons of home-brewed ale, ah, fair in sooth was the maiden. 

Fairer was she when, on Sunday morn, while the bell from its turret 
Sprinkled with holy sounds the air, as the priest with his hyssop 
Sprinkles the congregation and scatters blessings upon them, 

Down the long street she passed with her chaplet of beads and her missal, 55 

Wearing her Norman cap, and her kirtle of blue, and the ear-rings 
Brought in the olden time from France, and since, as an heirloom. 

Handed down from mother to child, through long generations. 

But a celestial brightness, a more ethereal beauty. 

Shone on her face and encircled her form when, after confession. 

Homeward serenely she walked with God’s benediction upon her: 

When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music. 

Firmly budded with rafters of oak, the house of the farmer 
Stood on the side of a hill commanding the sea; and a shady 
Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine wreathing around it. 

Rudely carved was the porch, with scats beneath; and a footpath 
Led through an orchard wide, and disappeared in the meadow. 

Under the sycamore-tree were hives overhung by a penthouse. 

Such as the traveller sees in regions remote by the roadside. 

Built o’er a box for the poor, or the blessed image of Mary. 

Farther down, on the slope of the hill, was the well with its moss-grown 
Bucket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses. 

Shielding the house from storms, on the north, were the bams and the farm-yard. 


60 


63 


70 
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3?ere stood the broad-wheeled wains and the antique ploughs and the harrows; 
There were the folds for the sheep; and there, in his feathered seraglio, , 

Strutted the lordly turkey, and crowed the cock with the self-same 
Voice that in ages of old had startled the penitent Peter. 

Bursting with hay were the barns, themselves a village: in each one 
Far o’er the gable projected a roof of thatch; and a staircase, 

Undei the sheltering eaves, led up to the odorous corn-ioft. g 

There too the dove-cot stood, wi^ its meek and innocent inmates 
Murmuring ever of love, while above in the variant bieczes 
Numberless noisy weathercocks rattled and sang of mutation. 

Thus, at peace with God and the world, the farmer of Grand-Pr6 
Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed his household. 

Many a youth, as he knelt in the church and opened his missal. 

Fixed his eyes upon her, as the saint of his deepest devotion; 

Happy was he who might touch her hand or the hem ol licr garment! 

Many a suitor came to her door, by the darkness befriended," 

And as he knocked and waited to hear the sound of her footsteps, pc 

Knew not which beat the louder, his heart or the knocker of iron; 

Or at the joyous feast of the Patron Saint of the village, 

Bolder grew, and pressed her hand in the dance as he tvhispercd 
Hurried words of love, that seemed a part of the music. 

But among all who came young Gabriel only was welcome, P5 

Gabriel Laieunesse, the son of Basil the blacksmith, 

Who was a mighty man in the village, and honored of all men — 

For since the birth of time, throughout all ages and nations. 

Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by the people. 

Basil was Benedict’s friend. Their children from earliest childhood lOo 

Grew up together as brother and sister, and Father Felician, 

Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had taught them their letters 
Out of the selfsame book, with the hymns of the church and the plain-song. 

But when the hymn was sung, and the daily lesson completed, 

Swiftly they hurried away to the forge of Basil the blacksmith. 105 

There at the door they stood, with wondering eyes to behold him 
Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the horse as a plaything. 

Nailing the shoe in its place; while near him the tire of the cartwheel 
Lay like a fiery snake, coiled round in a circle of cinders. 

Oft on autumnal eves, when without in the gathering darkness no 

Bursting with light seemed the smithy through every cranny and crevice, 

Warm by the forge within they watched the laboring bellows; 

And as its panting ceased, and the sparks expired in the ashes. 

Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns going into the chapel. 

Oft on sledges in winter, as swift as the swoop of the eagle, xis 

Down the hillside bounding, they glided away o’er the meadow. 

Oft in the bams they climbed to the populous nests on the rafters, 

Seeking with eager eyes that wondrous stone which the swallow 
Brings from the shore of the sea to restore the sight of its fledglings; 


Lucky was he who found that stone in the nest of the swallow I 120 

Thus passed a few swdft years, and they no longer were children. 

He was a valiant youth; and his face, like the face of the morning, 

Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened thought into action, 

She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes of a woman. 

“Sunshine of Saint EuJalie” was she called; for that was the sunshine 125 
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Which, as the farmers believed, would load their orchards with apples; 
She, too, would bring to her husband’s house delight and abundance. 
Filling it full of love and the ruddy faces of children. 


n 

Now had the season returned when the nights grow colder and longer, 

And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion enters. 130 

Birds of passage sailed through the leaden air from the ice-bound, 

Desolate northern bays to the shores of tropical islands. 

Harvests were gathered in; and wild with the winds of September 
Wrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old with the angel. 

All the signs foretold a winter long and inclement: 135 

Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded their honey 
Till the hives overflowed; and the Indian hunters asserted 
Cold would the winter be, for thick was the fur of the foxes. 

Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful season 

Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints. 140 

Filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light; and the landscape 

Lay as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood. 

Peace seemed to reign upon earth, and the restless heart of the ocean 
Was for a moment consoled. All sounds were in harmony blended. 

Voices of children at play, the crowing of cocks in the farm-yards, 145 

Whir of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pigeons, 

All were subdued and low as the murmurs of love; and the great sun 
Looked with the eye of love through the golden vapors around him; 

While, arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and yellow, 

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest 150 

Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned with mantles and jewels. 

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection and stillness. 

Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight descending 
Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the herds to the homestead: 

Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other, 155 

And with their nostrils distended inhaling the freshness of evening. 

Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline’s beautiful heifer. 

Proud of her snow-white hide and the ribbon that waved from her collar. 

Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection. 

Then came the shepherd back with his bleating flocks from the seaside, 160 

Where was their favorite pasture. Behind them followed the watch-dog. 

Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride of his instinct. 

Walking from side to side with a lordly air, and superbly 
Waving his bushy tail, and urging forward the stragglers: 

Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept; their protector 165 

When from the forest at night, through the starry silence the wolves howled. 

Late, with the rising moon, returned the wains from the marshes. 

Laden with briny hay, that filled the air with its odor. 

Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their manes and their fetlocks. 

While aloft on their shoulders the wooden and ponderous saddles, 170 

Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned with tassels of crimson, 

Nodded in bright array, like hollyhocks heavy with blossoms. 

Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their udders 
Unto the milkmaid’s hand; whilst loud and in regular cadence 
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Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets descended. 

Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter w'ere heard in the farrn-y’^ard, 

Echoed back by the barns. Anon they sank into stillness, 

Heavily closed, with a jarring sound, the valves of the barn-doors, 

Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season was silent. 

Indoors, warm by the wide-mouthed fireplace, idly the farmer 
Sat in his elbow-chair, and watched how the flames and the smokc-wreaihs 
Struggled together like foes in a burning city. Behind him. 

Nodding and mocking along the wall, with gestures fantastic. 

Darted his own huge shadow, and vanished away into darkness. 

Faces, clumsily carved in oak, on the back of his arm-chair 
Laughed in the flickering light; and the pewter plates on the dresser 
Caught and reflected the flame, as shields ot armies the sunshine. 

Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols of Christmas, 

Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers before him 
Sang in their Norman orchards and bright Burgundian vaneyards. 

Close at her father’s side was the gentle Evangeline seated. 

Spinning flax for the loom, that stood in the corner behind her. 

Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle, 

While the monotonous drone of the w'heel, like the drone of a bagpipe, 
Followed the old man’s song and united the fragments together. 

As in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases. 

Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altar, 

So, in each pause of the song, with measured motion the clock clicked. 

Thus as they sat, there were footsteps heard, and, suddenly lifted, 
Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung back on its hinges. 

Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it w^as Basil the blacksmith. 

And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who w'as with him. 

“Welcome!” the farmer exclaimed, as their footsteps paused on the threshold, 
‘Welcome, Basil, my friend! Come, take thy place on the settle 
Close by the chimney-side, which is ahvays empty without thee; 

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco; 

Never so much thyself art thou as when through the curling 
Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams 
Round and red as the harvest moon through the mist of the marshes.” 

Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil the blacksmith. 

Taking with easy air the accustomed scat by the fireside: 

“Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest and thy ballad ! 

Ever in cheerfullest mood art thou, when others are filled with 
Gloomy forebodings of ill, and see only rum before them. 

Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst picked up a horse-shoe.” 

Pausing a moment, to take the pipe that Evangeline brought him, 

And with a coal from the embers had lighted, he slow'ly continued: 

“Four days now are passed since the English ships at their anchors 
Ride in the Gaspereau’s mouth, with their cannon pointed against us. 

What their design may be is unknown; but all are commanded 
On the morrow to meet in the church, where his Majesty’s mandate 
Will be proclaimed as law in the land. Alas, in the mean time 
Many surmises of evil alarm the hearts of the people.” 

Then made answer the farmer: “Perhaps some friendlier purpose 
Brings these ships to our shores. Perhaps the harvests in England 
By untimely rains or untimelier heat have been blighted. 
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And from our bursting bams they would feed their cattle and children.” 

“Not so thinketh the folk in the village,” said warmly the blacksmith, 

Shaking his head as in doubt; then, heaving a sigh, he continued: 

“Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Sejour, nor Port Royal. 230 

Many already have fled to the forest, and lurk on its outskirts, 

Waiting with anxious hearts the dubious fate of to-morrow. 

Arms have been taken from us, and warlike weapons of all kinds; 

Nothing is left but the blacksmith’s sledge and the scythe of the mower.” 

Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial farmer: 235 

“Safer are we unarmed, in the midst of our flocks and our cornfields. 

Safer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by the ocean, 

Than our fathers in forts, besieged by the enemy’s cannon. 

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow 

Fall on this house and hearth; for this is the night of the contract. 240 

Built are the house and the barn: the merry lads of the village 
Strongly have built them and well; and, breaking the glebe round about them. 
Filled the barn with hay, and the house with food for a twelve-month. 

Rene Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers and ink-horn. 

Shall we not, then, be glad, and rejoice in the joy of our children?” 245 

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand in her lover’s. 

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken, 

And as they died on his lips the worthy notary entered. 

Ill 

Bent like a laboring oar that toils in the surf of the ocean. 

Bent, but not broken, by age was the form of the notary public; 250 

Shocks of yellow hair, like the silken floss of the maize, hung 
Over his shoulders; his forehead was high; and glasses with horn-bows 
Sat astride on his nose, with a look of wisdom supernal. 

Father of twenty children was he; and more than a hundred 

Children’s children rode on his knee, and heard his great watch tick. 255 

Four long years in the times of the war had he languished a captive. 

Suffering much in an old French fort as the friend of the English. 

Now, though warier grown, without all guile or suspicion. 

Ripe in wisdom was he, but patient and simple and childlike. 

He was beloved by all, and most of all by the children; 260 

For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in the forest, 

And of the goblin that came in the night to water the horses, 

And of the white Letiche, the ghost of a child who unchristened 
Died, and was doomed to haunt unseen the chambers of children; 

And how on Christmas eve the oxen talked in the stable, 265 

And how the fe\^er was cured by a spider shut up in a nutshell, 

And of the marvellous powers of four-leaved clover and horse-shoes, 

With whatsoever else was writ in the lore of the village. 

Then up rose from his seat by the fireside Basil the blacksmith, 

Knocked from his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right hand, 270 

“Father Leblanc,” he exclaimed, “thou hast heard the talk in the village. 

And perchance canst tell us some news of these ships and their errand.” 

Then with modest demeanor made answer the notary public: 

“Gossip enough have I heard, in sooth, yet am never the wiser; 

And what their errand may be I know not better than others. 
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Yet am I not of those who imagine some evil intention 

Brings them here; for we are at peace, and why, then, molest us?” 

^God s name ! shouted the hasty and somewhat irascible blacksmith; 

Must we in all things look for the how and the why and the wherefore? 
Daily injustice is done, and might is the right of the strongest!” 

But, without heeding his warmth, continued the notary public! 

“Man is unjust, but God is just, and finally justice 
Triumphs; and well I remember a story, that often consoled me, 

When as a captive I lay in the old French fort at Port Ro> al.” 

This was the old man’s favorite tale, and he loved to lepcc't it 
When his neighbors complained that any injustice was done them. 

“Once in an ancient city, whose name I no longer remember, 

Raised aloft on a column, a brazen statue of Justice 
Stood in the public square, upholding the scales in its left hand 
And in its right a sword, as an emblem that justice presided 
Over the laws of the land and the hearts and homes of the people. 

Even the birds had built their nests in the scales of the balance, 

Having no fear of the sword that flashed in the sunshine above them. 

But in the course of time the laws of the land were corrupted; 

Might took the place of right, and the weak were oppressed, and the mighty 
Ruled with an iron rod. Then it chanced in a nolileman’s palac e 
That a necklace of pearls was lost, and erelong a suspicion 
Fell on an orphan girl who lived cis maid in the household. 

She, after form of trial condemned to die on the scaffold. 

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of Justice. 

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit ascended, 

Lo, o’er the city a tempest rose; and the bolts of the thunder 
Smote the statue of bronze, and hurled in wrath from its left hand 
Down on the pavement below the clattering scales of the balance. 

And in the hollow thereof was found the nest of a magpie. 

Into whose clay-built walls the necklace of pearls was inwoven.” 

Silenced but not convinced, when the story was ended the blacksmith 
Stood like a man who fain would speak but findeth no language; 

All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his face, as the vajrors 
Freeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes in the winter. 

Then Evangeline lighted the brazen lamp on the table. 

Filled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with home-brewed 
Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength in the village of Grand-Pre; 
While from his pocket the notary drew his papers and ink-horn. 

Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age of the parties. 

Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep and in cattle. 

Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well were ccjmpleted, 

And the great seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin. 

Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table 
Three times the old man’s fee in solid pieces of silver; 

And the notary, rising, and blessing the bride and the bridcgioom, 

Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their welfare. 

Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly bowed and departed, 

While in silence the others sat and mused by the fireside. 

Till Evangeline brought the draught-board out of its corner. 

Soon was the game begun: in friendly contention the old men 
Laughed at each lucky hit or unsuccessful manoeuvre. 
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Laughed when a man was crowned or a breach was made in the king-row. 
Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window’s embrasure. 

Sat the lovers and whispered together, beholding the moon rise 330 

Over the pallid sea and the silvery mist of the meadows. 

Silently, one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven, 

Blossomed the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots of the angels. 

Thus was the evening passed. Anon the bell from the belfry 
Rang out the hour of nine, the village curfew, and straightway 335 

Rose the guests and departed; and silence reigned in the household. 

Many a farewell word and sweet good-night on the door-step 
Lingered long in Evangeline’s heart, and filled it with gladness. 

Carefully then were covered the embers that glowed on the hearthstone. 

And on the oaken stairs resounded the tread of the farmer. 340 

Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed: 

Up the staircase moved a luminous space in the darkness. 

Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face of the maiden. 

Silent she passed the hall, and entered the door of her chamber. 

Simple that chamber was, with its curtains of white, and its clothes-press 345 

Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were carefully folded 
Linen and woollen stuffs, by the hand of Evangeline woven: 

This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in marriage, 

Better than flocks and herds, being proofs of her skill as a housewife. 

Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow and radiant moonlight 350 

Streamed through the windows and lighted the room, till the heart of the maiden 
Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean. 

Ah, she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as she stood with 
Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of her chamber ! 

Little she dreamed that below, among the trees of the orchard, 355 

Waited her lover and watched for the gleam of her lamp and her shadow. 

Yet were her thoughts of him, and at times a feeling of sadness 
Passed o’er her soul, as the sailing shade of clouds in the moonlight 
Flitted across the floor and darkened the room for a moment. 

And as she gazed from the window, she saw serenely the moon pass 360 

Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps. 

As out of Abraham’s tent young Ishmael wandered with Hagar ! 


IV 

Pleasantly rose next morn the sun on the village of Grand-Pre. 

Pleasantly gleamed in the soft, sweet air the Basin of Minas, 

Where the ships, with their wavering shadows, were riding at anchor. 365 

Life had long been astir in the village, and clamorous labor 
Knocked with its hundred hands at the golden gates of the morning. 

Now from the country around, from the farms and neighboring hamlets. 

Came in their holiday dresses the blithe Acadian peasants. 

Many a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh from the young folk 370 

Made the bright air brighter, as up from the numerous meadows. 

Where no path could be seen but the track of wheels in the greensward, 

Group after group appeared, and joined, or passed on the highway. 

Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of labor were silenced. 

Thronged were the streets with people; and noisy groups at the house-doors 375 
Sat in the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and gossiped together. 
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Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasted; 

For with this simple people, who lived like brothers together, 

were held in common, and what one had was another’s. 

Yet under Benedict s roof hospitality seemed more abundant: 

For Evangeline stood among the guests of her father; 

Bright was her face with smiles, and words of welcome and gladness 
Fell from her beautiful lips and blessed the cup as she gave it. 

Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the orchard 
Stript of its golden fruit, was spread the feast of betrothal. 

There in the shade of the porch were the priest and the notary seated; 
There good Benedict sat, and sturdy Basil the blacksmith. 

Not far withdrawn from these, by the cider-press and the beehives, 

Michael the fiddler was placed, with the gayest of hearts and of waistcoats: 
Shadow and light from the leaves alternately played on his snow-white 
Hair, as it waved in the wind; and the jolly face of the fiddler 
Glowed like a living coal when the ashes are blown from the embers. 

Gayly the old man sang to the vibrant sound of his fiddle. 

Tons les Bourgeois de Chartres and Le CariHon de Dunkerque^ 

And anon with his wooden shoes beat time to the music. 

Merrily, merrily whirled the wheels of the dizzying dances 
Under the orchard-trees and down the path to the meadows; 

Old folk and young together, and children mingled among them. 

Fairest of all the maids was Evangeline, Benedict’s daughter! 

Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the blacksmith ! 

So passed the morning away. And, lo, with a summons sonorous 
Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the meadows a drum beat. 
Thronged erelong was the church with men. Without, in the churchyard, 
Waited the women: they stood by the graves, and hung on the headstones 
Garlands of autumn leaves and evergreens fresh from the forest. 

Then came the guard from the ships, and, marching proudly among them, 
Entered the sacred portal: with loud and dissonant clangor 
Echoed the sound of their brazen drums from ceiling and casement, 

Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponderous portal 
Closed, and in silence the crowd awaited the will of the soldiers. 

Then up rose their commander, and spake from the steps of the altar, 
Holding aloft in his hands, with its seals, the royal commission: 

“You are convened this day,” he said, “by his Majesty’s orders. 

Clement and kind has he been; but how you have answered his kindness. 
Let your own hearts reply! To my natural make and my tempei 
Painful the task is I do, which to you I know must be grievous; 

Yet must I bow and obey, and deliver the will of our monarch: 

Namely, that all your lands and dwellings and cattle of all kinds 
Forfeited be to the crown; and that you yourselves from this province 
Be transported to other lands. God grant you may dwell there 
Ever as feithful subjects, a happy and peaceable people! 

Prisoners now I declare you, for such is his Majesty’s pleasure!” 

As, when the air is serene in the sultry solstice of summer. 

Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling of the hailstones 
Beats down the farmer’s com in the field and shatters his windows. 

Hiding the sun and strewing the ground with thatch from the house-roofs. 
Bellowing fly the herds and seek to break their inclosures; 

So on the hearts of the people descended the words of the speaker. 
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Silent a moment they stood in speechless wonder, and then rose 

Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and anger, 439 

And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed to the doorway. 

Vain was the hope of escape; and cries and fierce imprecations 
Rang through the house of prayer, and high o’er the heads of the others 
Rose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Basil the blacksmith. 

As, on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by the billows: 435 

Flushed was his face and distorted with passion, and wildly he shouted, 

“Down with the tyrants of England! We never have sworn them allegiance! 
Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our harvests!” 

More he fain would have said, but the merciless hand of a soldier 
Smote him upon the mouth and dragged him down to the pavement. 440 

In the midst of the strife and tumult of angry contention, 

Lo, the door of the chancel opened, and Father Felician 
Entered, with serious mien, and ascended the steps of the altar. 

Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed into silence 

All that clamorous throng; and thus he spake to his people 445 

(Deep were his tones and solemn; in accents measured and mournful 
Spake he, as, after the tocsin’s alarum, distinctly the clock strikes) : 

“What is this that ye do, my children? What madness has seized you? 

Forty years of my life have I labored among you, and taught you. 

Not in word alone, but in deed, to love one another! 450 

Is this the fruit of my toils, of my vigils and prayers and privations? 

Have you so soon forgotten all lessons of love and forgiveness? 

This is the house of the Prince of Peace, and would you profane it 
Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hatred? 

Lo, where the crucified Christ from his cross is gazing upon you ! 455 

See ! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy compassion 1 
Hark! how those lips still repeat the prayer, ‘O Father, forgive them!’ 

Let us repeat that prayer in the hour when the wicked assail us; 

Let us repeat it now, and say, ‘O Father, forgive them!’ ” 

Few were his words of rebuke, but deep in the hearts of his people 460 

Sank they, and sobs of contrition succeeded the passionate outbreak; 

While they repeated his prayer, and said, “O Father, forgive them!” 

Then came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from the altar 
Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and the people responded, 

Not with their lips alone, but their hearts; and the Ave Maria 465 

Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion translated, 

Rose on the ardor of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven. 

Meanwhile had spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all sides 
Wandered, wailing, from house to house the women and children. 

Long at her father’s door Evangeline stood, with her right hand 470 

Shielding her eyes from the level rays of the sun, that, descending. 

Lighted the village street with mysterious splendor, and roofed each 
Peasant’s cottage with golden thatch, and emblazoned its windows. 

Long within had been spread the snow-white cloth on the table: 

There stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with wild flowers; 475 

There stood the tankard of ale, and the cheese fresh brought from the dairy. 

And at the head of the board the great arm-chair of the farmer. 

Thus did Evangeline wait at her father’s door, as the sunset 
Threw the long shadows of trees o’er the broad ambrosial meadows. 

Ah, on her spirit within a deeper shadow had fallen. 
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And from the fields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended — 

Charity, meekness, love, and hope, and forgiveness, and patience! 

Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village, 

Cheering with looks and words the mournful hearts of the women, 

As o er the darkening fields with lingering steps they departed, 

Urged by their household cares and the weary feet ol their children. 
Down sank the great red sun, and in golden, glimmering vapors 
Veiled the light of his face, like the Prophet descending from Sinai. 
Sweetly over the village the bell of the Angelus sounded. 

Meanwhile, amid the gloom, by the church Evangeline lingered. 

All was silent within 5 and in vain at the door and the windows 
Stood she, and listened and looked, till, overcome by emotion, 

Gabriel! ’ cried she aloud with tremulous voice; but no answer 
Came from the graves of the dead nor the gloomier grave of the living. 
Slowly at length she returned to the tenantless house of her father: 
Smouldered the fire on the hearth, on the board was the supper un tasted; 
Empty and drear was each room, and haunted with phantoms of terror; 
Sadly echoed her step on the stair and the floor of her chamber. 

In the dead of the night she heard the disconsolate rain fall 
Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamore-tree by the window; 

Keenly the lightning flashed; and the voice of the echoing thunder 
Told her that God was in heaven and governed the world he created ! 
Then she remembered the tale she had heard of the justice of heaven; 
Soothed was her troubled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till morning. 
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Four times the sun had risen and set; and now on the fifth day 505 

Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping maids of the farmhouse. 

Soon o’er the yellow fields, in silent and mournful procession, 

Came from the neighboring hamlets and farms the Acadian women, 

Driving in ponderous wains their household goods to the sea-shore. 

Pausing and looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings, 510 

Ere they were shut from sight by the winding road and the woodland. 

Close at their sides their children ran, and urged on the oxen. 

While in their little hands they clasped some fragments of playthings. 

Thus to the Gaspereau’s mouth they hurried; and there on the sea-beach. 
Piled in confusion, lay the household goods of the peasants. 515 

All day long between the shore and the ships did the boats ply; 

All day long the wains came laboring down from the village. 

Late in the afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting, 

Echoed far o’er the fields came the roll of drums from the churchyard. 

Thither the women and children thronged: on a sudden the church-doors 520 

Opened, and forth came the guard, and, marching in gloomy procession, 

Followed the long-imprisoned but patient Acadian farmers. 

Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their country, 

Sing as they go, and in singing forget they are weary and wayworn. 

So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants descended 525 

Down from the church to the shore, amid their wives and their daughters. 
Foremost the young men came; and, raising together their voices, 

Sang with tremulous lips a chant of the Catholic Missions: 

“Sacred heart of the Saviour ! O inexhaustible fountain 1 
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Fill our hearts this day with strength and submission and patience!” 530 

Then the old men, as they marched, and the women that stood by the wayside 
Joined in the sacred psalm; and the birds in the sunshine above them 
Mingled their notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed. 

Half-way down to the shore Evangeline waited in silence, 

Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour of affliction; 535 

Calmly and sadly she waited, until the procession approached her 
And she beheld the face of Gabriel pale with emotion. 

Tears then filled her eyes, and, eagerly running to meet him, 

Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered, 

“Gabriel, be of good cheer ! for if we love one another, 54e 

Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mischances may happen!” 

Smiling she spake these words; then suddenly paused, for her father 
Saw she slowly advancing. Alas, how changed was his aspect ! 

Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire from his eye, and his footstep 
Heavier seemed with the weight of the heavy heart in his bosom. 545 

But with a smile and a sigh she clasped his neck and embraced him. 

Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not. 

Thus to the Gaspereau’s mouth moved on that mournful procession. 

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking. 

Busily plied the freighted boats; and in the confusion 550 

Wives were torn from their husbands, and mothers, too late, saw their children 
Left on the land, extending their arms with wildest entreaties. 

So unto separate ships were Basil and Gabriel carried. 

While in despair on the shore Evangeline stood with her father. 

Half the task was not done when the sun went down, and the twilight SS5 

Deepened and darkened around; and in haste the refluent ocean 
Fled away from the shore, and left the line of the sand-beach 
Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the slippery seaweed. 

Farther back, in the midst of the household goods and the wagons, 

Like to a gypsy camp or a leaguer after a battle, 560 

All escape cut off by the sea and the sentinels near them. 

Lay encamped for the night the houseless Acadian farmers. 

Back to its nethermost caves retreated the bellowing ocean. 

Dragging adown the beach the rattling pebbles, and leaving 

Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors. 56s 

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned from their pastures; 

Sweet was the moist still air with the odor of milk from their udders: 

Lowing they waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farmyard, 

Waited and looked in vain for the voice and the hand of the milkmaid. 

Silence reigned in the streets; from the church no Angelas sounded, 570 

Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights from the windows. 

But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires had been kindled, 

Built of the drift-wood thrown on the sands from wrecks in the tempest. 

Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered. 

Voices of women were heard, and of men, and the crying of children. 575 

Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to hearth in his parish, 

Wandered the faithful priest, consoling and blessing and cheering. 

Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita’s desolate sea-shore. 

Thus he approached the place where Evangeline sat with her father, 

And in the flickering light beheld the face of the old man. 

Haggard and hollow and wan, and without either thought or emotion, 
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E’en as the face of a clock from which the hands have been taken. 

Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresses to cheer him, 

Vainly offered him food; yet he moved not, he looked not, he spake not, 

But with a vacant stare ever gazed at the flickering fire-light. 585 

BenediciteP'^ murmured the priest, in tones of compassion. 

More he fain would have said; but his heart was full, and his accents 
Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet of a child on a threshold. 

Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the awful presence of sorrow. 

Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the innidcn, Spe 

Raising his tearful eyes to the silent stars that above them 

Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs and sorrows of mortals; 

Then sat he down at her side, and they wept together in silence. 

Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in autumn the blood-red 
Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and oVr the horizon 595 

Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon mountain ai'd meadow, 

Seizing the rocks and the rivers, and piling huge shadows together. 

Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village, 

Gleamed on the sky and the sea, and the ships that lay in the roadstead. 

Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were 600 

Thrust through their folds and withdrawn, like the qui\ ering hands of a martyr. 
Then as the wind seized the gleeds and the burning thatch, and, uplifting. 

Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a hundred housetojjs 
Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled. 

These things beheld in dismay the crowd on the shore and on shipboard: 60s 

Speechless at first they stood, then cried aloud in their anguish, 

“We shall behold no more our homes in the village of Grand-Pre!” 

Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the farm-yards, 

Thinking the day had dawned; and anon the lowing of cattle 

Game on the evening breeze, by the barking of dogs interrupted. 610 

Then rose a sound of dread, such as startles the sleef)ing encampments, 

Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt the Nebraska, 

When the wild horses affrighted sweep by with the speed of the whirlwind, 

Or the loud bellowing herds of buffaloes rush to the river: 

Such was the sound that arose on the night, as the herds and the horses 615 

Broke through their folds and fences, and madly rushed o’er the meadows. 

Overwhelmed with the sight, yet speechless, the priest and the maiden 
Gazed on the scene of terror that reddened and widened before them; 

And as they turned at length to speak to their silent companion, 

Lo, from his seat he had fallen, and, stretched abroad on the seashore, 

Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had departed ! 

Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless head, and the maiden 
Knelt at her father’s side, and wailed aloud in her terror; 

Then in a swoon she sank, and lay wath her head on his bosom. 

Through the long night she lay in deep, oblivious slumber; 

And when she woke from the trance, she beheld a multitude near her; 

Faces of friends she beheld, that were mournfully gazing upon her. 

Pallid, with tearful eyes and looks of saddest compassion. 

Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the landscape. 

Reddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her, 

And like the day of doom it seemed to her wavering senses. 

Then a familiar voice she heard, as it said to the p)eople, 

‘‘Let us bury him here by the sea: when a happier season 
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Brings us again to our homes from the unknown land of our exile. 

Then shall his sacred dust be piously laid in the churchyard.” 635 

Such were the words of the priest; and there in haste by the seaside, 

Having the glare of the burning village for funeral torches, 

But without bell or book, they buried the farmer of Grand-Pre. 

And as the voice of the priest repeated the service of sorrow, 

Lo, with a mournful sound, like the voice of a vast congregation, 640 

Solemnly answered the sea and mingled its roar with the dirges: 

’Twas the returning tide, that afar from the waste of the ocean. 

With the first dawn of the day, came heaving and hurrying landward. 

Then recommenced once more the stir and noise of embarking; 

And with the ebb of the tide the ships sailed out of the harbor, 645 

Leaving behind them the dead on the shore and the village in ruins. 


The Jewish Cemetery at Newport 

( 1852 ) 

At Newport, Rhode Island, on July 9 , 1852 , 
Longfellow wrote in his diary: 

“Went this morning into the Jewish burying- 
ground, with a polite old gentleman who keeps the 
key. There are few graves; nearly all are low 
tombstones of marble with Hebrew inscriptions, 
and a few words added in English or Portuguese. 
At the foot of each, the letters S.A.G.D.G. [May 
his soul enjoy divine glory.] It is a shady nook, at 
the corner of two dusty, frequented streets, with an 
iron fence and a granite gateway, erected at the 
expense of Mr. Touro, of New Orleans.” 

How strange it seems! These Hebrews in 
their graves, 

Close by the street of this fair seaport town. 
Silent beside the never-silent waves. 

At rest in all this moving up and down 1 

The trees are white with dust, that o’er their 
sleep 5 

Wave their broad curtains in the south- 
wind’s breath, 

While underneath these leafy tents they keep 
The long, mysterious Exodus of Death. 

And these sepulchral stones, so old and 
brown. 

That pave with level flags their burial- 
place, 10 

Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown 
down 

And broken by Moses at the mountain’s 
base. 

The very names recorded here are strange. 
Of foreign accent, and of difierent climes; 


Alvares and Rivera interchange 15 

With Abraham and Jacob of old times. 

“Blessed be God ! for he created Death !” 

The mourners said, “and Death is rest and 
peace;” 

Then added, in the certainty of faith, 

“And giveth Life that nevermore shall 
cease.” 20 

Closed are the portals of their Synagogue, 

No Psalms of David now the silence break, 
No Rabbi reads the ancient Decalogue 
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake. 

Gone are the living, but the dead remain, 25 
And not neglected; for a hand unseen, 
Scattering its bounty, like a summer rain, 
Still keeps their graves and their remem- 
brance green. 

How came they here? What burst of 
Christian hate. 

What persecution, merciless and blind, 30 
Drove o’er the sea — that desert desolate — 
These Ishmaels and Hagars of mankind? 

They lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure, 
Ghetto and Judenstrass, in mirk and mire; 
Taught in the school of patience to endure 
The life of anguish and the death of fire. 36 

All their lives long, with the unleavened 
bread 

And bitter herbs of exile and its fears, 

The wasting famine of the heart they fed, 
And slaked its thirst with marah of their 
tears. 40 
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Anathema maranatha! was the cry 

That rang from town to town, from street 
to street; 

At every gate the accursed Mordecai 

Was mocked and jeered, and spurned by 
Christian feet. 

Pride and humiliation hand in hand 45 

Walked with them through the world 
where’er they went; 

Trampled and beaten were they as the sand, 
And yet unshaken as the continent. 

For in the background figures vague and 
vast 

Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sub- 
lime, 50 

And all the great traditions of the Past 
They saw reflected in the coming time. 

And thus forever with reverted look 

The mystic volume of the world they read, 
Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book, 55 
Till life became a Legend of the Dead. 

But ah ! what once has been shall be no more ! 

The groaning earth in travail and in pain 
Brings forth its races, but does not restore. 
And the dead nations never rise again. 60 

The Warden of the Cinque Ports 
(1852) 

The Warden was the Duke of Wellington, who 
died September 13, 1852. 

A mist was driving down the British Channel, 
The day was just begun. 

And through the window-panes, on floor and 
panel, 

Streamed the red autumn sun. 

It glanced on flowing flag and rippling 
pennon, 5 

And the white sails of ships; 

And, from the frowning rampart, the black 
cannon 

Hailed it with feverish lips. 

Sandwich and Romney, Hastings, Hithe, 
and Dover 

Were all alert that day, 
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To see the French war-steamers speeding 
over, 

When the fog cleared away. 

Sullen and silent, and like couchant lions. 
Their cannon, through the night, 

Holding their breath, had watched, in grim 
defiance, 15 

The sea-cc'ast opposite. 

And now they roared at drum-beat from 
their stations 
On every citadel; 

Each answering each, whth morning saluta- 
tions. 

That all was well. 20 

And dowai the coast, all taking up the burden, 
Replied the distant forts, 

As if to summon from his sleep the Warden 
And Lord of the Canque Ports. 

Him shall no sunshine from the fields of 
azure, 25 

No drum-beat from the wall, 

No mornine gun from the black fort’s em- 
brasure, 

Awaken with its call ! 

No more, surveying with an eye impartial 
The long line of the coast, 30 

Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field Marshal 
Be seen upon his jiost! 

For in the night, unseen, a single warrior, 

In sombre harness mailed, 

Dreaded of man, and surnamed the De- 
stro> cr, 3S 

The rampart wall had scaled. 

He passed into the chamber of the sleeper, 
The dark and si lent room, 

And as he entered, darker grew, and deeper. 
The .silence and the gloom. 4c 

He did not pause to parley or dissemble, 

But smote the Worden hoar; 

Ah! what a blcjwl that niade all England 
trembh* 

And groan from shore to shore. 

Meanwhile, without, the surly cannon 
waited, 45 
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The sun rose bright o’erhead; 

Nothing in Nature’s aspect intimated 
That a great man was dead. 

My Lost Youth 

{ 1855 ) 

Longfellow’s Journal “March 29 , 1855 — At 
night as I lie in bed, a poem comes into my mind, 
— a memory of Portland, — my native town, the 
city by the sea. 

Siede la terra dove nato fui 
Sulla marina. 

[The city where I was born sits by the side of the 
sea.] 

“March 30 — Wrote the poem; and am rather 
pleased with it, and with the bringing in of the two 
lines of the old Lapland song. 

A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

The sea-fight referred to in the fifth stanza oc- 
curred in 1813 : it “was the engagement,” Long- 
fellow said, “between the Enterprise and Boxer off 
the harbor of Portland, in which both captains 
were slain. They were buried side by side in the 
cemetery on Mountjoy.” 

Often I think of the beautiful town 
That is seated by the sea; 

Often in thought go up and down 
The pleasant streets of that dear old town, 
And my youth comes back to me. 5 

And a verse of a Lapland song 
Is haunting my memory still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

I can see the shadowy lines of its trees, lo 
And catch, in sudden gleams, 

The sheen of the far-surrounding seas. 

And islands that were the Hesperides 
Of all my boyish dreams. 

And the burden of that old song, 15 
It murmurs and whispers still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

I remember the black wharves and the slips. 
And the sea-tides tossing free, 20 

And Spanish sailors wath bearded lips, 

And the beauty and mystery of the ships. 

And the magic of the sea. 

And the voice of that wayw^ard song 


Is singing and saying still: 25 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

I remember the bulwarks by the shore. 

And the fort upon the hill; 

The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar, 30 
The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er. 

And the bugle wild and shrill. 

And the music of that old song 
Throbs in my memory still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 35 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

I remember the sea fight far away. 

How it thundered o’er the tide ! 

And the dead captains, as they lay 
In their graves, o’erlooking the tranquil 
bay 40 

Where they in battle died. 

And the sound of that mournful song 
Goes through me with a thrill: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 45 

I can see the breezy dome of groves. 

The shadows of Deering’s Woods; 

And the friendships old and the early loves 
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves 
In quiet neighborhoods. 50 

And the verse of that sweet old song. 

It flutters and murmurs still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 54 

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart 
Across the school-boy’s brain; 

The song and the silence in the heart. 

That in part are prophecies, and in part 
Are longings wild and vain. 

And the voice of that fitful song 60 

Sings on, and is never still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

There are things of which I may not speak; 
There are dreams that cannot die; 65 
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There are thoughts that make the strong 
heart weak, 

And bring a pallor into the cheek, 

And a mist before the eye. 

And the words of that fatal song 
Gome over me like a chill: 70 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

Strange to me now are the forms I meet 
When I visit the dear old town; 

But the native air is pure and sweet, 75 

And the trees that o’ershadow each well- 
known street. 

As they balance up and down. 

Are singing the beautiful song. 

Are sighing and whispering still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will, 80 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair. 

And with joy that is almost pain 
My heart goes back to wander there. 

And among the dreams of the days that were, 
I find my lost youth again. 86 

And the strange and beautiful song. 

The groves are repeating it still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long 
thoughts.” 90 

Sandalphon 

{ 1857 ) 

Have you read in the Talmud of old. 

In the Legends the Rabbins have told 
Of the limitless realms of the air. 

Have you read it, — the marvellous story 
Of Sandalphon, the Angel of Glory, 5 

Sandalphon, the Angel of Prayer? 

How, erect, at the outermost gates 
Of the City Celestial he waits. 

With his feet on the ladder of light, 

That, crowded with angels unnumbered, 10 
By Jacob was seen, as he slumbered 
Alone in the desert at night.' 

The Angels of Wind and of Fire 
Chant only one hymn, and expire 


With the song’s irresistible stress; 15 

Expire in their rapture and wonder, 

As harp-strings are broken asimder 
By music they throb to express. 

But serene in the rapturous throng, 

Linmoved by the rush ol ihe song, 20 

With eyes unimpassioned and slow. 

Among th<' dead angels, the deathless 
Sandalphun stands listening breathless 
To sounds that ascend from below; — 

From the sj)irits on earth that adore, 25 

From the souls that entreat and implore 
In tL- fervor and passion of prayer; 

From the hearts that are broken with losses, 
And wearv with dr.iggmg the crosses 

Too heavy for mortals to hear. 30 

And he gathers th(‘ pravers .is he stands. 

And they chance into flowers in his hands, 
Into garlands of purple and red; 

And beneath the great arch of the portal, 
Through the streets of the City Immortal 35 
Is wafted the fr.igi.mcc they shed. 

1; is but a legend, I know, -- 
A fabl(‘, a ph.mtom, a show. 

Of the andenl Rabbinical lore; 

Yet the old iru^diaiw'.al traditu)n, 40 

The beautiful, strange superstition. 

But haunts me and holds me the more. 

When I look from my window at night, 

And the welkin above is all white. 

All throbbing and panting w'ith stars, 45 
Among th(*in inajestir is standing 
Sandalphon the angi'l. exi;anding 
His pinions in nebulou'^ b.ars. 

And the legend, I fee], is a jiart 
Of the hunger and 1 -hirst of the heart, 50 
The frenzy and fire of the brain. 

That grasps at the fruitage forbidden. 

The golden pomegranates of Eden, 

To quiet its fever and pain. 

Divina Ctjmmedia 

imi-Gi) 

Although the popularity of Longfellow 
rested mainly on his long narrative poerrrs and his 
lyrics of sentiment or morals, latter-day critics have 
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perhaps oftenest singled out, as his finest achieve- 
ment, the sonnets that he wrote from 1864 onward. 
Thus, P. E. More placed Longfellow “as a peer 
among the great sonnet writers of England’* (“The 
Centenary of Longfellow,” in Shelburne Essays^ 
Fifth Series). In the centenary year, 1907, F. 
Greenslet edited a separate collection of Longfellow's 
Sonnets. 

The series of sonnets headed “Divina Corn- 
media” was written in connection with the long 
labor of translating Dante’s great work — labor 
that constituted a refuge from the enduring sor- 
row that followed the death of his wife, by fire, in 
1861. This sorrow finds restrained expression in 
the first sonnet, and again in “The Cross of Snow,” 
page 760. 

I 

Oft have I seen at some cathedral door 
A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat, 

Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet 
Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor 
Kneel to repeat his paternoster o’er; 5 

Far off the noises of the world retreat; 

The loud vociferations of the street 
Become an undistinguishable roar. 

So, as I enter here from day to day. 

And leave my burden at this minster gate, lo 
Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray. 
The tumult of the time disconsolate 
To inarticulate murmurs dies away. 

While the eternal ages watch and wait. 

II 

How strange the sculptures that adorn these 
towers ! 15 

This ci'owd of statues, in whose folded sleeves 
Birds build their nests; while canopied with 
leaves 

Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bowers. 
And the vast minster seems a cross of flowers ! 
But fiends and dragons on the gargoyled 
eaves 20 

Watch the dead Christ between the living 
thieves. 

And, underneath, the traitor Judas lowers ! 

Ah ! from what agonies of heart and brain. 
What exultations trampling on despair. 

What tenderness, what tears, what hate of 
wrong, 25 

What passionate outcry of a soul in pain. 
Uprose this poem of the earth and air. 

This mediaeval miracle of song ! 

Ill 

I enter, and I see thee in the gloom 


Of the long aisles, O poet saturnine! 30 
And strive to make my steps keep pace with 
thine. 

The air is filled with some unknown perfume- 
The congregation of the dead make room 
For thee to pass; the votive tapers shine; 
Like rooks that haunt Ravenna’s groves of 

The hovering echoes fly from tomb to tomb. 
From the confessionals I hear arise 
Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies. 

And lamentations from the crypts below; 
And then a voice celestial that begins 40 
With the pathetic words, “Although your 
sins 

As scarlet be,” and ends with “as the snow.” 

IV 

With snow-white veil and garments as of 
flame. 

She stands before thee, who so long ago 
Filled thy young heart with passion and the 
woe 45 

From which thy song and all its splendors 
came; 

And while with stern rebuke she speaks thy 
name. 

The ice about thy heart melts as the snow 
On mountain heights, and in swift overflow 
Comes gushing from thy lips in sobs of 
shame. 

Thou makest full confession; and a gleam. 

As of the dawn on some dark forest cast. 
Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase; 
Lethe and Eunoe — the remembered dream 
And the forgotten sorrow — bring at last 55 
That perfect pardon which is perfect peace. 

V 

I lift mine eyes, and all the windows blaze 
With forms of Saints and holy men who 
died. 

Here martyred and hereafter glorified; 

And the great Rose upon its leaves dis- 
^ plays 60 

Christ s Triumph, and the angelic rounde- 
lays. 

With splendor upon splendor multiplied; 

And Beatrice again at Dante’s side 
No more rebukes, but smiles her words of 
praise. 
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And then the organ sounds, and unseen 
choirs 

Sing the old Latin hymns of peace and love 
And benedictions of the Holy Ghost; 

And the melodious bells among the spires 
O er all the house-tops and through heaven 
above 

Proclaim the elevation of the Host ! 70 

VI 

O star of morning and of liberty ! 

O bringer of the light, whose splendor shines 
Above the darkness of the Apennines, 
Forerunner of the day that is to be! 

The voices of the city and the sea, 75 

The voices of the mountains and the pines, 
Repeat thy song, till the familiar lines 
Are footpaths for the thought of Italy! 

Thy flame is blown abroad from all the 
heights. 

Through all the nations, and a sound is 
heard, 80 

As of a mighty wind, and men devout. 
Strangers of Rome, and the new proselytes, 

In their own language hear the wondrous 
word. 

And many are amazed and many doubt. 

Chaucer 

{ 1873 ) 

An old man in a lodge within a park; 

The chamber walls depicted all around 
With portraitures of huntsman, hawk, and 
hound. 

And the hurt deer. He listeneth to the lark. 
Whose song comes with the sunshine through 
the dark 5 

Of painted glass in leaden lattice bound; 

He listeneth and he laugheth at the sound, 
Then writeth in a book like any clerk. 

He is the poet of the dawn, who wrote 
The Canterbury Tales, and his old age 10 

Made beautiful with song; and as I read 
I hear the crowing cock, I hear the note 
Of lark and linnet, and from every page 
Rise odors of ploughed field or flowery mead. 

Milton 

{ 1873 ) 

I pace the sounding sea-beach and behold 
How the voluminous biUows roll and run. 


Upheaving and subsiding, while the sun 
Shines through their sheeted emerald far 
unrolled, 

And the ninth wave, slow gathering fold by 
fold 5 

All its loose-flowing garments into one. 
Plunges upon the shore, and floods the 
dun 

Pale reach of sands, and changes them to 
gold. 

So in majestic cadence rise and fall 

The mighty undulations of thy song, 10 
O sightless bard, England’s NIaconides! 
And ever and anon, high ov^er all 

Uplifted, a ninth wave superb and strong, 
Floods all the soul with its melodious seas. 

Venice 

( 1875 ) 

White swan of cities, slumbering in thy nest 
So wonderfully built among the reeds 
Of the lagoon, that fences thee and feeds, 

As saycth thy old historian and thy guest! 
White water-lily, cradled and caressed 5 
By ocean streams, and from the silt and 
weeds 

Lifting thy golden filaments and seeds. 

Thy sun-illumined spires, thy crown and 
crest 1 

White phantom city, whose untrodden 
streets 

Are rivers, and whose pavements are the 
shifting 10 

Shadows of palaces and strips of sky; 

I wait to see thee vanish like the fleets 
Seen in mirage, or towers of cloud up- 
lifting 

In air their unsubstantial masonry. 

Nature 

{ 1876 ) 

As a fond mother, when the day is o’er. 

Leads by the hand her little child to bed, 

Half willing, half reluctant to be led. 

And leave his broken playthings on the floor. 
Still gazing at them through the open door, s 
Nor wholly reassured and comforted 
By promises of others in their stead. 
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Which, though more splendid, may not 
please him more; 

So Nature deals with us, and takes away 
Our playthings one by one, and by the 
hand lo 

Leads us to rest so gently, that we go 
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay, 

Being too full of sleep to understand 
How far the unknown transcends the what 
we know. 

The Three Silences of Molinos 

TO JOHN GREEN LEAF WHITTIER 

{ 1877 ) 

Three Silences there are; the first of speech, 
The second of desire, the third of thought; 
This is the lore a Spanish monk, distraught 
With dreams and visions, was the first to 
teach. 4 

These Silences, commingling each with each. 
Made up the perfect Silence that he sought 
And prayed for, and wherein at times he 
caught 

Mysterious sounds from realms beyond our 
reach. 

O thou, whose daily life anticipates 
The life to come, and in whose thought and 
word 10 

The spiritual world preponderates, 

Hermit of Amesbury ! thou too hast heard 
Voices and melodies from beyond the gates, 
And speakest only when thy soul is stirred ! 

The Cross of Snow 
{ 1879 ) 

In the long, sleepless watches of the night, 

A gentle face — the face of one long dead — 
Looks at me from the wall, where round its 
head 

The night-lamp casts a halo of pale light. 
Here in this room she died; and soul more 
white 5 

Never through martyrdom of fire was led 
To its repose; nor can in books be read 
The legend of a life more benedight. 

There is a mountain in the distant West, 
That, sun-defying, in its deep ravines lo 
Displays a cross of snow upon its side. 

Such is the cross I wear upon my breast 


These eighteen years, through all the chang- 
ing scenes 

And seasons, changeless since the day she 
died. 

The Bells of San Bias 

( 7882 ) 

Suggested by an article on Mexico in the March, 
1882, issue of Harper's Magazine. This is Longfel- 
low’s last poem. The concluding stanza was writ- 
ten nine days before his death. 

What say the Bells of San Bias 
To the ships that southward pass 
From the harbor of Mazatlan? 

To them it is nothing more 
Than the sound of surf on the shore, — 5 

Nothing more to master or man. 

But to me, a dreamer of dreams. 

To whom what is and what seems 
Are often one and the same, — 

The Bells of San Bias to me lo 

Have a strange, wild melody. 

And are something more than a name. 

For bells are the voice of the church; 

They have tones that touch and search 

The hearts of young and old; iS 

One sound to all, yet each 
Lends a meaning to their speech. 

And the meaning is manifold. 

They are a voice of the Past 
Of an age that is fading fast, 20 

Of a power austere and grand; 

When the flag of Spain unfurled 
Its folds o’er this western world. 

And the Priest was lord of the land. 

The chapel that once looked down 25 

On the little seaport town 

Has crumbled into the dust; 

And on oaken beams below 
The bells swing to and fro, 

And are green with mould and rust. 30 

“Is, then, the old faith dead,” 

They say, “and in its stead 

Is some new faith proclaimed. 

That we are forced to remain 
Naked to sun and rain, 3S 

Unsheltered and ashamed? 



761 


JAMES RUSS 

“Once in our tower aloof 
We rang over wall and roof 

Our warnings and our complaints; 

And round about us there 40 

The white doves filled the air, 

Like the white souls of the saints. 

“The saints! Ah, have they grown 
Forgetful of their own? 

Are they asleep, or dead, 45 

That open to the sky 
Their ruined Missions lie. 

No longer tenanted? 

“Oh, bring us back once more 
The vanished days of yore, 50 

When the world with faith was filled; 
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Bring back the fervid zeal. 

The heans of fire and steel, 

The hands that believe and build. 

“Then from our tower again 
^\e wall send over land and main 
Our voices of command, 

Like exiled kings who return 
To liieir ihr(,n; s, and the people learn 

I hat the Priest is lord of the land!” 60 

O Bells of S.ni Bias, in \'ain 
^e call back liie Past again! 

The Past is deaf to your prayer; 

Out of the shadows of night 
The world rolls into liglit: 

It is (la\ break every uJicre. 65 


James Russell Lowell (1819-1891) 


Few American university chairs can boast a suctession of more distinguislied occu- 
pants than the Smith professorship at Harvard. Oeorge d'icknor, the historian of 
Spanish literature, was succeeded by Longfellow', and Longfellow by James Russell 
Lowell. Lowell was thirty-seven when he began to teat h at 1 larvard. He was born 
and bred in Cambridge, — born February 22, 1819, in FJmwood, the colonial house 
W'here he spent most of his life. His ancestors had haig btaai in Massachusetts, and 
his home W'as rich in books. He entered Harvaid in 1834 and graduated in 1838. 
He studied law, received an LL.B. from Harvard in 1840, but found haters more to 
his taste, and law less, as time passed. 

His decision to follow a literary career w'as furthered m 1840 by his engagtanenl to 
Maria White, who w^as to become his W'lfe four years Luer. Miss White read con- 
temporary poetry*, wrote verse, sympathised w'ith the abolitionists, and inclined to 
mysticism. “ ‘They say,’ ” Lowell reported, “that she is ‘transcendental.’ ” Her 
influence and that of her romantic associates is visilile in two volumes of poems which 
Lowell published during this period. He contributed t(> periodicals, edited an unsuc- 
cessful one, The Pioneer, for a short time, and made irnportanl literarv acquaintances. 

A second series of Poems in 184V was followed by Bn^low Papers, first series, A Fable 
for Critics, and The Vision of Sir Launfal, all in 1848. He first visited Europe in 1851 
and 1852. The following year his wife died. A ccjurse of lectures delivered in Boston 
in 1854 and 1855 led to his appointment as Smith professor of Modern Languages at 
his alma mater, and from this time LowHl turned more and mt.re toward the produc- 
tion of critical prose. In 1 857 he married again, and the same year became editor of 
the Atlantic Monthly. Two years later he left this journal to join Charles Eliot Norton 
on the North American Review, of which publication he became editor in 1863, and 
continued in the position for ten years. In 1865, three months after peace was de- 
clared, he wrote his Commemoration Ode. In 1867 he brought out a second series of 
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Biglow Papers, and then began his long series of critical essays with Among My Books^ 
first series, in 1870, and My Study Windows, the following year. 

In 1877 he was appointed Minister to Spain, as Irving had been thirty-five years 
before. After three years in Madrid he was made Minister to England, where he 
served with distinction until 1885. “During my reign no ambassador or minister has 
created so much interest or won so much regard,” said Queen Victoria. After 1885 
Lowell traveled extensively, returned to Elmwood, and died there. 

The best edition of Lowell is the Elmwood, 16 volumes, 1904. The standard biog- 
raphy is by H. E. Scudder, 2 volumes, 1901. F. Greenslet’s James Russell Lowell, 
1905, is both delightful and scholarly. A valuable article entitled “Lowell — Hu- 
manitarian, Nationalist, or Humanist?” by H. H. Clark, appeared in the journal 
Studies in Philology in 1930. For studies of Lowell as critic, see W. C. Brownell’s 
American Piose Masters, 1909, 299-316, and N. Foerster’s American Criticism, 1928, ch. 
3. H. H. Clark and N. Foerster edited Lowell in the AWS, 1947. 


From The Biglow Papers 

In these poems, as the casual reader may per- 
ceive, Lowell broke away from foreign models. It 
is worth remarking, however, on the other hand, 
that he used the old verse forms, pointed out the 
English origin of the Yankee dialect, and insisted 
upon the English basis of the New England charac- 
ter. Furthermore, the romantic elements — 
largely European in origin — of his apprenticeship 
years reappear in these poems — the passion for 
freedom, for brotherhood, for peace, the emphasis 
on feeling and imagination, the love of nature — 
and are expressed so memorably that the two series 
of The Biglow Papers may be viewed, in one way, as 
the culmination of Lowell’s early poetry. 

Although the actual authorship of the Papers 
was no secret, they appeared ostensibly as contri- 
butions by a Yankee youth named Hosea Biglow, 
supporied by a Parson Wilbur, erudite minister of 
the town of Jaalam. 

A Letter from Mr. Ezekiel Biglow of Jaalam 
to the Hon. Joseph T. Buckingham, 
Editor of the Boston Courier, Inclosing a 
Poem of His Son, Mr. Hosea Biglow 

{1846) 

“The act of May 13, 1846, authorized President 
Polk to employ the militia, and call out 50,000 
volunteers, if necessary. He immediately called 
for the full number of volunteers, asking Massa- 
chusetts for 777 men. On May 26 Governor 
Briggs issued a proclamation for the enrolment of 
the regiment. As the President’s call was merely a 
request and not an order, many Whigs and the 
Abolitonists were for refusing it. The Liberator for 
June 5 severely censured the governor for comply- 
ing, and accused him of not carrying out the reso- 
lutions of the last Whig Convention, which had 
pledged the party ‘to present as firm a front of 
opposition to the institution as was consistent with 


their allegiance to the Constitution.’ ” (Note in 
the Riverside and Cambridge editions.) 

Jaylem, June 1846. 

Mister Eddyter, — Our Hosea wuz down 
to Boston last week, and he see a cruetin 
Sarjunt a struttin round as popler as a hen 
with 1 chicking, with 2 fellers a drumtnin and 
fifin arter him like all nater. the sarjunt he 
thout Hosea hedn’t gut his teeth cut cos he 
looked a kindo’s though he’d jest com down, 
so he cal’lated to hook him in, but Hosy 
woodn’t take none o’ his sarse for all he hed 
much as 20 Rooster’s tales stuck onto his hat 
and eenamost enuf brass a bobbin up and 
down on his shoulders and figureed onto his 
coat and trousis, let alone wut nater hed sot 
in his featers, to make a 6 pounder out on. 

wal, Hosea he com home considerabal 
riled, and arter I’d gone to bed I heem Him 
a thrashin round like a short-tailed Bull in, 
flitime. The old Woman ses she to me ses 
she, Zekle, ses she, our Hosee’s gut the chol- 
lery or suthin anuther ses she, don’t you Bee 
skeered, ses I, he’s oney amakin pottery ses i, 
he’s oilers on hand at that ere busynes like 
Da & martin, and shure enuf, cum mornin, 
Hosy he cum down stares full chizzle, hare on 
eend and cote tales fly in, and sot rite of to go 
reed his varses to Parson Wilbur bein he 
haint aney grate shows o’ book lamin himself, 
bimeby he cum back and sed the parson wuz 
dreffle tickled with ’em as i hoop you will 
Be, and said they wuz True grit. 

Hosea ses taint hardly fair to call’ em hisn 
now, cos the parson kind o’ slicked off sum 
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o’ the last varses, but he told Hosee he didn’t 
want to put his ore in to tetch to the Rest on 
’en, bein they wuz verry well As thay wuz, 
and then Hosy ses he sed suthin a nuther 
about Simplex Mundishes or sum sech feller, 
but I guess Hosea kind o’ didn’t hear him, for 
I never hearn o’ nobody o’ that name in this 
villadge, and I’ve lived here man and boy 
76 year cum next tater diggin, and thair 
aint no wheres a kitting spryer’n I be. 

If you print ’em I wish you’d jest let folks 
know who hosy’s father is, cos my ant Keziah 
used to say it’s nater to be curus ses she, she 
aint livin though and he’s a likely kind o’ 
lad. 

EZEKIEL BIGLOW 

Thrash away, you’ll hev to rattle 
On them kittle-drums o’ yourn, — 

’Taint a knowin’ kind o’ cattle 

Thet is ketched with mouldy corn; 

Put in stiff, you fifer feller, 5 

Let folks see how spry you be, — 

Guess you’ll toot till you are yeller 
’Fore you git ahold o’ me ! 

Thet’ air flag’s a leetle rotten, 

Hope it aint your Sunday’s best; — lo 
Fact! it takes a sight o’ cotton 
To stuff out a soger’s chest: 

Sence we farmers hev to pay fer’t, 

Ef you must wear humps like these, 
S’posin’ you should try salt hay fer’t, is 

It would du ez slick ez grease. 

’Twouldn’t suit them Suthun fellers, 

They’re a dreffle graspin’ set, 

We must oilers blow the bellers 

Wen they want their irons het; 20 

May be it’s all right ez preachin’, 

But my narves it kind o’ grates, 

Wen I see the overreachin’ 

O’ them nigger-drivin’ States. 

Them thet rule us, them slave-traders, 25 
Haint they cut a thunderin’ swarth 
(Helped by Yankee renegaders), 

Thru the vartu o’ the North! 

We begin to think it’s nater 

To take sarse an’ not be riled; 3° 

Who’d expect to see a tater 
All on eend at bein’ biled? 


Ez fer war, I call it murder, — 

There you hev it plain an’ flat; 

I don’t want to go no furder 35 

Than my Testyment fer that; 

God hez sed so plump an’ fairly, 

It’s ez long ez it is broad, 

An’ you’ve gut to git up airly 

Ef you want to take in God. 40 

’Taint your tfjpyletts an’ feathers 
Make the thing a grain more right; 

’Taint afollerin’ your bell-wethers 
Will excus(^ ye in His sight; 

Ef vou take a sword an’ dror it, 4S 

An’ go stick a feller thru, 

Guv’ment aint to answer for it, 

God’ll send the bill to you. 

Wut’s the use o’ mectin’-goin’ 

Every Sabbath, wet or dry, 50 

Ef it’s right to go a mowin’ 

Feller-men like oats an’ rye? 

I dunno but wut it’s pooty 

Trainin’ round in bobtail coats, — 

But it’s curus Christian dooty 55 

This ’ere cullin’ folks’s throats. 

They may talk o’ Freedom’s airy 
Tell they’re pui)ple in the face, — 

It's a grand gret cemetary 

Fer the barthrighls of our race; 60 

They jest want this Californy 
So’s to lug new slavc-Statcs in 
To abuse ye, an’ to scorn yc. 

An’ to plunder yc like sin. 

Amt it cute to sec a Yankee 65; 

Take sech cverlastin’ pains, 

All to get the Devil’s thankee 

Helpin’ on ’em weld their chains? 

Wy, it’s jest ez clear ez Aggers, 

Clear ez one an’ one make two, 70 

Chaps thet make black slaves o’ niggers 
Want to make wite slaves o’ you. 

Tell ye jest the eend I’ve come to 
Arter cipherin’ plaguy smart. 

An’ it makes a handy sum, tu, 75 

Any gump could lam by heart; 

Laborin’ man an’ laborin’ woman 
Hev one glory an’ one shame. 

Ev’y thin’ thet’s done inhuman 

Injers all on ’em the same. 80 
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Taint by turnin’ out to hack folks 
You’re agoin’ to git your right, 

Nor by lookin’ down on black folks 
Coz you’re put upon by wite; 

Slavery aint o’ nary color, 

’Taint the hide thet makes it wus, 

All it keers fer in a feller 

’S jest to make him fill its pus. 

Want to tackle me in, du ye? 

I expect you’ll hev to wait; 9 

Wen cold lead puts daylight thru ye 
You’ll begin to kal’late; 

S’pose the crows wun’t fall to pickin’ 

All the carkiss from your bones, 

Coz you helped to give a lickin’ 9 

To them poor half-Spanish drones? 

Jest go home an’ ask our Nancy 
Wether I’d be sech a goose 
Ez to jine ye, — guess you’d fancy 

The etarnal bung wuz loose ! loc 

She wants me fer home consumption. 

Let alone the hay’s to mow, — 

Ef you’re arter folks o’ gumption, 

You’ve a darned long row to hoe. 

Take them editors that’s crowin’ 105 

Like a cockerel three months old, — 

Don’t ketch any on ’em goin’. 

Though they be so blasted bold; 

Aint they a prime lot o’ fellers? 

’Fore they think on’t guess they’ll sprout 
(Like a peach thet’s got the yellers), m 
With the meanness bustin’ out. 

Wall, go ’long to help ’em stealin’ 

Bigger pens to cram with slaves, 

Help the men thet’s oilers dealin’ 115 

Insults on your fathers’ graves; 

Help the strong to grind the feeble, 

Help the many agin the few, 

Help the men thet call your people 

Witewashed slaves an’ peddlin’ crew! 120 

Massachusetts, God forgive her. 

She’s akneelin’ with the rest. 

She, thet ough’ to ha’ clung ferever 
In her grand old eagle-nest; 

She thet ough’ to stand so fearless 125 

W’ile the wracks are round her hurled, 
Holdin’ up a beacon peerless 

To the oppressed of all the world ! 


130 


14s 


Ha’n’t they sold your colored seamen? 

Ha’n’t they made your env’ys w’iz? 

WufW make ye act like freemen? 

Wut'W git your dander riz? 

8s Come, I’ll tell ye wut I’m thinkin’ 

Is our dooty in this fix. 

They’d ha’ done’t ez quick ez winkin’ 

In the days o’ seventy-six. 

Clang the bells in every steeple, 

Call all true men to disown 
The tradoocers of our people, 

The enslavers o’ their own; 

Let our dear old Bay State proudly 
Put the trumpet to her mouth, 

^5 Let her ring this messidge loudly 
In the ears of all the South: — 

‘T’ll return ye good fer evil 
Much ez we frail mortils can. 

But I wun’t go help the Devil 
Makin’ man the cus o’ man; 

Call me coward, call me traiter, 

Jest ez suits your mean idees, — 150 

Here I stand a tyrant-hater. 

An’ the friend o’ God an’ Peace!” 

□5 

Ef I’d my way I hed ruther 

We should go to work an’ part. 

They take one way, we take t’other, 155 
Guess it wouldn’t break my heart; 

Man hed ough’ to put asunder 
Them thet God has noways jined; 

An’ I shouldn’t gretly wonder 

Ef there’s thousands o’ my mind. 160 

[The first recruiting sergeant on record I 
conceive to have been that individual who is 
mentioned in the Book of Job as going to and 
fro in the earth, and walking up and down in it. 
Bishop Latimer will have him to have been a 
bishop, but to me that other calling would 
appear more congenial. The sect of Cainites 
is not yet extinct, who esteemed the first-born 
of Adam to be the most worthy, not only 
because of that privilege of primogeniture, 
but inasmuch as he was able to overcome and 
slay his younger brother. That was a wise 
saying of the famous Marquis Pescara to the 
Papal Legate, that it was impossible for men 
to serve Mars and Christ at the same time. Yet 
in time past the profession of arms was 
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judged to be Kar’ e^oxw that of a gentleman, 
nor does this opinion want for strenuous up- 
holders even in our day. Must we suppose, 
then, that the profession of Christianity was 
only intended for losels, or, at best, to afford 
an opening for plebeian ambition? Or shall 
we hold with that nicely metaphysical Pome- 
ranian, Captain Vratz, who w’as Count Ko- 
nigsmark’s chief instrument in the murder of 
Mr. Thynne, that the Scheme of Salvation 
has been arranged with an especial eye to the 
necessities of the upper classes, and that 
“God would consider a gentleman and deal 
with him suitably to the condition and pro- 
fession he had placed him in”? It may be 
said of us all, Exemplo plus quam ratione 
vivtmus. — H. W.] 

What Mr. Robinsoti Thinks 
{ 1847 ) 

“George Nixon Briggs was the Whig governor 
of Massachusetts from 1844 to 1851. The cam- 
paign referred to here is that of 1847. Governor 
Briggs was renominated by acclamation and sup- 
ported by his party with great enthusiasm. His 
opponent was Caleb Cushing, then in Mexico, and 
raised by President Polk to the rank of Brigadier- 
General. Cushing was defeated by a majority of 
14,060” (note in the Riverside and Cambridge 
editions). 

“John Paul Robinson (1799-1864) was a resi- 
dent of Lowell, a lawyer of considerable ability, 
and a thorough classical scholar. He represented 
Lowell in the State Legislature in 1829, 1830, 
1831, 1833, and 1842, and was Senator from Mid- 
dlesex in 1836. Late in the gubernatoi ial contest 
of 1847 it was rumored that Robinson, heretofore 
a zealous Whig, and a delegate to the recent 
Springfield Convention, had gone over to the 
Democratic or, as it w^as then styled, the Loco 
camp. The editor of the Boston Palladium \vTotc to 
him to learn the truth, and Robinson leplied in an 
open letter avowdng his intention to vote for Cush- 
ing” {Ibid.). 

Guvener B. is a sensible man; 

He stays to his home an’ looks arter his 
folks; 

He draws his furrer ez straight ez he can. 
An’ into nobody’s tater-patch pokes; 

But John P. 5 

Robinson he 

Sez he wunt vote fer Guvener B. 

My! aint it terrible? Wut shall we du? 
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We can’t never choose him o’ course, — 
thet's flat; 

Guess we shall hev to come round (don’t 
you?) 10 

An’ go in fer thunder an’ guns, an’ all that; 

Fer John P. 

Robinson he 

Sez he wmnt vote fer Guvener B. 

Gineral C. is a dreffle smart man: iS 

He’s ben on all sides thet give places or 
pelf; 

But consistency still w'uz a part of his plan, — 

He’s ben true to one party, — an’ thet is 
himself; — 

So Jolm P. 

Roliinson hr 20 

Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C. 

Gineral C. he goes in fer the war; 

He don’t vally princerplc morc’n an old 
cud; 

Wut did God make us raylional creeturs fer, 

But glory an’ gunpowder, jilundcr an’ 
blood? 25 

So John P. 

Robinson he 

Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C. 

We were gittin’ on nicely up here to our 
village, 

With good old idecs o’ wut’s right an’ wut 
aint, 

We kind o’ thought Christ went agin war 
an’ pillage, 

An’ thet eppylctts worn’t the best mark of 
a saint; 

But John P. 

Robinson he 

Sez this kind o’ thing’s an exploded idee. 3 S 

The side of our country must oilers be took, 

An’ President Polk, you know, he is our 
country. 

An’ the angel thet writes all our sins in a 
book 

Puts the debit to him, an’ to us the per 
coniry 

An’ John P. 40 

Robinson he 

Sez this is his view o’ the thing to a T. 
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Parson Wilbur he calls all these argimunts 
lies; 

Sez they’re nothin’ on airth but jest Jee, 
Jaw, f urn 

An’ thet all this big talk of our destinies 45 

Is half on it ign’ance, an’ t’other half rum; 

But John P. 

Robinson he 

Sez it ain’t no sech thing; an’ of course, so 
must we. 

Parson Wilbur sez he never heerd in his 
life 50 

Thet th’ Apostles rigged out in their swaller- 
tail coats, 

An’ marched round in front of a drum an’ a 
fife, 

To git some on ’em office, an’ some on ’em 
votes; 

But John P. 

Robinson he 55 

Sez they didn’t know everythin’ down 
in Judee. 

Wal, it’s a marcy we’ve gut folks to tell us 

The rights an’ the wrongs o’ these matters, 
I vow, — 

God sends country lawyers, an’ other wise 
fellers. 

To start the world’s team wen it gits in a 
slough; 60 

Fer John P 

Robinson he 

Sez the world’ll go right, ef he hollers 
out Gee ! 

pThe attentive reader will doubtless have 
perceived in the foregoing poem an allusion 
to that pernicious sentiment, “Our country, 
right or wrong.” It is an abuse of language 
to call a certain portion of land, much more, 
certain personages, elevated for the time being 
to high station, our country. I would not 
sever nor loosen a single one of those ties by 
which we are united to the spot of our birth, 
nor minish by a tittle the respect due to the 
Magistrate. I love our own Bay State too 
well to do the one, and as for the other, I 
have myself for nigh forty years exercised, 
however unworthily, the function of Justice 
of the Peace, having been called thereto by 
the unsolicited kindness of that most excel- 


lent man and upright patriot, Caleb Strong. 
Patrice jumus igne alieno luculentior is best 
qualified with this, — Ubi liber tas, ibi pairia. 
We are inhabitants of two worlds, and owe a 
double, not a divided, allegiance. In virtue 
of our clay, this little ball of earth exacts a 
certain loyalty of us, while, in our capacity as 
spirits, we are admitted citizens of an invis- 
ible and holier fatherland. There is a patri- 
otism of the soul whose claim absolves us 
from our other and terrene fealty. Our true 
country is that ideal realm which we rep- 
resent to ourselves under the names of 
religion, duty, and the like. Our terrestrial 
organizations are but far-off approaches to so 
fair a model, and all they are verily traitors 
who resist not any attempt to divert them 
from this their original intendment. When, 
therefore, one would have us to fling up our 
caps and shout with the multitude, “Owr 
country, however boundedP'^ he demands of us 
that we sacrifice the larger to the less, the 
higher to the lower, and that we yield to the 
imaginary claims of a few acres of soil our 
duty and privilege as liegemen of Truth. 
Our true country is bounded on the north 
and the south, on the east and the west, by 
Justice, and when she oversteps that invis- 
ible boundary-line by so much as a bair’s- 
breadth, she ceases to be our mother, and 
chooses rather to be looked upon quasi 
noverca. That is a hard choice when our 
earthly love of country calls upon us to tread 
one path and our duty points us to another. 
We must make as noble and becoming an 
election as did Penelope between Icarius and 
Ulysses. Veiling our faces, we must take 
silently the hand of Duty to follow her. * * * 

H. W.] 

The Courtin'^ 

{ 1848 - 66 ) 

God makes sech nights, all white an’ still 
Fur’z you can look or listen. 

Moonshine an’ snow on field an’ hill. 

All silence an’ all glisten. 

Zekle crep’ up quite unbeknown 5 

An’ peeked in thru’ the winder. 

An’ there sot Huldy all alone, 

’ith no one nigh to hender. 
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A fireplace filled the room’s one side 

With half a cord o’ wood in — lo 

There warn’t no stoves (tell comfort died) 

To bake ye to a puddin’. 

The wa’nut logs shot sparkles out 
Towards the pootiest, bless her, 

An’ leetle flames danced all about iS 

The chiny on the dresser. 

Agin the chimbley crook-necks hung, 

An’ in amongst ’em rusted 
The ole queen’s-arm thet gran’ther Young 
Fetched back f’om Concord busted. 20 

The very room, coz she was in, 

Seemed warm f’om floor to ceilin’, 

An’ she looked full ez rosy agin 
Ez the apples she was peelin’. 

’Twas kin’ o’ kingdom-come to look 25 

On sech a blessed cretur, 

A dogrose blushin’ to a brook 
Ain’t modester nor sweeter. 

He was six foot o’ man, A 1 , 

Clear grit an’ human natur’. 30 

None couldn’t quicker pitch a ton 
Nor dror a furrer straighter. 

He’d sparked it with full twenty gals, 

Hed squired ’em, danced ’em, druv ’em. 
Fust this one, an’ then thet, by spells — 35 

All is, he couldn’t love ’em. 

But long o’ her his veins ’ould run 
All crinkly like curled maple, 

The side she breshed felt full o’ sun 

Ez a south slope in Ap’il. 40 

She thought no v’ice hed sech a swing 
Ez hisn in the choir; 

My! when he made Ole Hunderd ring, 

She knowed the Lord was nigher. 

An’ she’d blush scarlit, right in prayer, 45 
When her new meetin’-bunnet 
Felt somehow thru’ its crown a pair 
O’ blue eyes sot upun it. 

Thet night, I tell ye, she looked some! 

She seemed to ’ve gut a new soul, 50 


For she felt sartin-sure he’d come, 

Down to her very shoe-sole. 

She heered a foot, an’ knowed it tu, 

A-raspin’ on the scraper, — 

All ways to once her feelin's flew 55 

Like sparks in burnt-up pajx'r. 

He kin’ o' Titered on the mat, 

Some doubtfle o’ the seklc, 

His heart kep' goin’ pity-pat, 

But hern went pity Zekle. 60 

An’ yit she gin her cheer a jerk 
Ez though she wished him furder. 

An’ on her apples kep’ lo work. 

Parin’ away like murder. 

“You want to see my Pa, I s’posc?” 65 

“Wal ... no ... 1 come dasignin* ” — 

“To see my Ma? She’s sprinklin’ clo’es 
Agin to-morrer’s I’liin’.” 

To say why gals acts so or so, 

Or don’t, ’ould be pcrsumin’; 70 

Mebby to mean jyes an’ say no 
Comes nateral to women. 

He stood a spell on one foot fust. 

Then stood a spell on t’other. 

An’ on which one he f(‘lt the wust 75 

He couldn’t ha’ told ye nuther. 

Says he, “I’d better ('all agin!” 

Says she, “Think likely, Mister”: 

Thet last word pricked him like a pin. 

An’ . . . Wal, he up an’ kist her. 80 

When Ma bimeby upon ’em slips, 

Huldy sot pale ez ashes. 

All kin’ o’ smily roun’ the lips 
An’ teary roun’ the lashes. 

For she was jes’ the quiet kind 85 

Whose naturs never vary, 

Like streams that keep a summer mind 
Snowhid in Jenooary. 

The blood dost roun’ her heart felt glued 
Too tight for all expressm’, 

Tell mother see how metters stood, 

An’ gin ’em both her blessin’. 


90 
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Then her red come back like the tide 
Down to the Bay o’ Fundy, 

An’ all I know is they was cried 95 

In meetin’ come nex’ Sunday. 

Sunthin^ in the Pastoral Line 

{ 1862 ) 

Once git a smell o’ musk into a draw, 

An’ it clings hold like precerdents in law: 
Your gra’ma’am put it there, — when, good- 
ness knows, — 

To jes’ this-worldify her Sunday-clo’es; 

But the old chist wun’t sarve her gran’son’s 
wife 5 

(For, ’thout new funnitoor, wut good in 
life?), 

An’ so ole clawfoot, from the precinks dread 
O’ the spare chamber, slinks into the shed, 
Where, dim with dust, it fust or last subsides 
To holdin’ seeds an’ fifty things besides; 10 

But better days stick fast in heart an’ husk, 
An’ all you keep in’t gits a scent o’ musk. 

Jes’ so with poets: wut thy’ve airly read 
Gits kind o’ worked into their heart an’ head, 

. o’s ’t they can't seem to write but jest on 
sheers 15 

With furrin countries or played-out ideers 
Nor hev a feelin’, ef it doosn’t smack 
O’ wut some critter chose to feel ’way back: 
This makes ’em talk o’ daisies, larks, an’ 
things, 

Ez though we’d nothin’ here that blows an’ 
sings 20 

(Why, I’d give more for one live bobolink 
Than a square mile o’ larks in printer’s 
ink), — 

This makes ’em think our fust o’ May is May, 
Which ’tain’t, for all the almanicks can say. 

O little city-gals, don’t never go it 25 

Blind on the word o’ noospaper or poet! 
They’re apt to puff, an’ May-day seldom 
looks 

Up in the country ez ’t doos in books; 
They’re no more like than hornets’ -nests an’ 
hives, 

Or printed sarmons be to holy lives. 30 

I, with my trouses perched on cowhide boots, 
Tuggin* my foundered feet out by the roots, 
Hev seen ye come to fling on April’s hearse 


Your muslin nosegays from the milliner’s. 
Puzzlin’ to find dry ground your queen to 
choose, 35 

An’ dance your throats sore in morocker 
shoes: 

I’ve seen ye an’ felt proud, thet, come wut 
would. 

Our Pilgrim stock wuz pethed with hardi- 
hood. 

Pleasure doos make us Yankees kind o’ 
winch, 

Ez though ’twuz sunthin’ paid for by the 
inch; 40 

But yit we du contrive to worry thru, 

Ef Booty tells us thet the thing’s to du, 

An’ kerry a hollerday, ef we set out, 

Ez stiddily ez though ’twuz a redoubt. 44 

I, country-born an’ bred, know where to find 
Some blooms thet make the season suit the 
mind. 

An’ seem to metch the doubtin’ bluebird’s 
notes, — 

Half-vent’rin’ liverworts in furry coats, 
Bloodroots, whose rolled-up leaves ef you 
oncurl, 

Each on ’em’s cradle to a baby-pearl, — 50 

But these are jes’ Spring’s pickets; sure ez 
sin, 

The rebble frosts’ll try to drive ’em in; 

For half our May’s so awfully like Mayn’t, 
’twould rile a Shaker or an evrige saint; 
Though I own up I like our back’ard springs 
Thet kind o’ haggle with their greens an’ 
things, 56 

An’ when you ’most give up, ’uthout more 
words 

Toss the fields full o’ blossoms, leaves, an’ 
birds; 

Thet’s Northun natur’, slow an’ apt to doubt, 
But when it doos git stirred, ther’ ’s no gin- 
out ! 60 

Fust come the blackbirds clatt’rin’ in tall 
trees. 

An’ settlin’ things in windy Congresses, — 
Queer politicians, though, for I’ll be skinned 
Ef all on ’em don’t head aginst the wind, 
’fore long the trees begin to show belief, — 65 
The maple crimsons to a coral-reef. 

Then saffern swarms swing off from all the 
willers 
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So plump they look like yaller caterpillars, 
Then gray hossches’nuts lettle hands unfold 
Softer’n a baby’s be at three days old: 70 

Thet’s robin-redbreast’s almanick; he knows 
Thet arter this ther’ ’s only blossom-snows; 
So, choosin’ out a handy crotch an’ spouse. 
He goes to plast’rin’ his adobe house. 

Then seems to come a hitch, — things lag 
behind, 75 

Till some fine mornin’ Spring makes up her 
mind. 

An’ ez, when snow-swelled rivers cresh their 
dams 

Heaped-up with ice thet dovetails in an’ 
jams 

A leak comes spirtin’ thru some pin-hole cleft. 
Grows stronger, fercer, tears out right an’ 
left, 80 

Then all the waters bow themselves an’ come, 
Suddin, in one gret slope o’ shedderin’ foam, 
Jes’ so our Spring gits everythin’ in tune 
An’ gives one leap from Aperl into June: 
Then all comes crowdin’ in; afore you 
think 85 

Young oak-leaves mist the side-hill woods 
with pink; 

The catbird in the laylock-bush is loud; 

The orchards turn to heaps o’ rosy cloud; 
Red-cedars blossom tu, though few folks know 

it, 

An’ look all dipt in sunshine like a poet; 90 

The lime-trees pile their solid stacks o’ shade 
An’ drows’ly simmer with the bees’ sweet 
trade; 

In ellum-shrouds the flashin’ hangbird clings 
An’ for the summer vy’ge his hammock 
slings; 

All down the loose-walled lanes in archin’ 

bowers 95 

The barb’ry droops its strings o’ golden 
flowers, 

Whose shrinkin’ hearts the school-gals love 
to try 

With pins, — they’ll worry yourn so, boys, 
bimeby ! 

But I don’t love your cat’logue style, do 
you? — 

Ez ef to sell off Natur’ by vend 00; 100 

One word with blood in’t ’s twice ez good ez 
tw^o: 

’nuff sed, June’s bridesman, poet o’ the year, 


Gladness on wings, the bobolink, is here; 
Half-hid in tip-top apple-blooms he swings, 
Or climbs aginst the breeze with quiverin’ 
wings, 105 

Or, givin’ way to 't in a mock despair, 

Runs dowm, a brook o' laughter, thru the air. 
I ollbs feel the sap start in my veins 
In Spring, with curus heats an' prickly pains, 
Thet drive nu‘, when I git a chance, to 
walk no 

Off by myself to hev a privit talk 
With a queer < filter thet can’t seem to ’gree 
Along o’ me like most folks, — Mister Me. 
Ther’ ’s times when I'm unsoshle ez a stone, 
An' sort o’ suffercate to be alone, — 115 

I’m crowded jes’ to think thet folks arc nigh. 

An’ can’t bear nothin' closer than the sky; 
Now the wind’s full ez shifty in the mind 
Ez wut it is ou'-doors, ef 1 ain’t blind, 

An’ sometimes, in the fairest sou’west 
weather, no 

My innard vane jioints cast for weeks to- 
gether. 

My natur’ gits all goose-flesh, an’ my sins 
Come drizzlin’ on my conscience sharp ez 
pins; 

Wal, ct sech times I jes’ slip out o’ sight 
An’ take it out in a fair stan’-up fight 125 
With the one cuss I can’t lay on the shelf. 
The crook’dest stick in all the heap, — My- 
self. 

’Twuz so las’ Sabbath arter mcetin’-time: 
Findiri’ my fcelin’s wouldn’t noways rhyme 
With nobody's, but off the hendle flew 130 
An’ took things from an cast-wind pint o’ 
view, 

I started off to lose me in the hills 
Where the pines be, up back o’ ’Siah’s Mills: 
Pines, ef you’re blue, arc the best friends I 
know. 

They mope an’ sigh an’ sheer your feelin’s 
so, — 13s 

They hesh the ground beneath so, tu, I swan, 
You half-forgit you’ve gut a body on. 

Ther’ ’s a small school’us’ there where four 
roads meet, 

The door-steps hollered out by little feet. 

An’ side-posts carved with names whose 
owners grew 140 

To gret men, some on ’em, an’ deacons, tu; 
’taint used no longer, coz the town hez gut 
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A high-school, where they teach the Lord 
knows wut: 

Three-story lamin’ ’s pop’lar now; I guess 
Wc thriv’ ez wal on jes’ two stories le^, 145 
For it strikes me ther’ ’s sech a thing ez 
sinnin’ 

By overloadin’ children’s underpinnin’ : 

Wal, here it wuz I lamed my ABC, 

An’ it’s a kind o’ favorite spot with me. 

We’re curus critters: Now ain’t jes’ the 
minute 150 

Thet ever fits us easy while we’re in it; 

Long ez ’twuz futur’, ’twould be perfect 
bliss, — 

Soon ez it’s past, thet time’s wuth ten o’ this; 
An’ yet there ain’t a man thet need be told 
Thet Now’s the only bird lays eggs o’ gold. 
A knee-high lad, I used to plot an’ plan 156 
An’ think ’twuz life’s cap-sheaf to be a man; 
Now, gittin’ gray, there’s nothin’ I enjoy 
Like dreamin’ back along into a boy: 

So the ole school’us’ is a place I choose 160 
Afore all others, ef I want to muse; 

I set down where I used to set, an’ git 
My boyhood back, an’ better things with 
it, — 

Faith, Hope, an’ sunthin’, ef it isn’t Cher- 
rity. 

It’s want o’ guile, an’ thet’s ez gret a rerrity, 
While Fancy’s cushin’, free to Prince and 
Clown, 166 

Makes the hard bench ez soft ez milk-weed- 
down. 

Now, ’fore I knowed, thet Sabbath artemoon 
When I sot out to tramp myself in tune, 

I found me in the school’us’ on my seat, 170 
Drummin’ the march to No-wheres with my 
feet. 

Thinkin’ o’ nothin’. I’ve heerd ole folks say 
Is a hard kind o’ dooty in its way: 

It’s thinkin’ everythin’ you ever knew. 

Or ever hearn, to make your feelin’s blue. 

I sot there tryin’ thet on for a spell: 176 

I thought o’ the Rebellion, then o' Hell, 
Which some folks tell ye now is jest a metter- 
for 

(A the’ry, p’raps, it wun’t feel none the bet- 
ter for); 

I thought o’ Reconstruction, wut we’d 
win 180 


Patchin’ our patent self-blow-up agin: 

I thought ef this ’ere milkin’ o’ the wits. 

So much a month, warn’t givin’ NatuP 
fits, — 

Ef folks warn’t druv, findin’ their own milk 
fail. 

To work the cow thet hez an iron tail, 185 
An’ ef idees ’thout ripenin’ in the pan 
Would send up cream to humor ary man: 
From this to thet I let my worryin’ creep. 
Till finally I must ha’ fell asleep. 

Our lives in sleep are some like streams thet 
glide 190 

’twixt flesh an’ sperrit boundin’ on each side. 
Where both shores’ shadders kind o’ mix an’ 
mingle 

In sunthin’ thet ain’t jes’ like either single; 
An’ when you cast off moorin’ s from To-day, 
An’ down towards To-morrer drift away, 195 
The imiges thet tengle on the stream 
Make a new upside-down’ard world o’ 
dream: 

Sometimes they seem like sunrise-streaks an’ 
warnin’s 

O’ wut’ll be in Heaven on Sabbath-mornin’s, 
An’, mixed right in ez ef jest out o’ spite, 
Sunthin’ thet says your supper ain’t gone 
right. 201 

I’m gret on dreams, an’ often when I wake. 
I’ve lived so much it makes my mem’ry ache. 
An’ can’t skurce take a cat-nap in my cheer 
’thout hevin’ ’em, some good, some bad, all 
queer. 205 

Now I wuz settin’ where I’d ben, it seemed. 
An’ ain’t sure yit whether I r’ally dreamed. 
Nor, ef I did, how long I might ha’ slep’. 
When I hearn some un stompin’ up the step. 
An’ lookin’ round, ef two an’ two make 
four, 210 

I see a Pilgrim Father in the door. 

He wore a steeple-hat, tall boots, an’ spurs 
With rowels to ’em big ez ches’nut-burrs. 

An’ his gret sword behind him sloped away 
Long’z a man’s speech thet dunno wut to 
say.— 215 

“Ef your name’s Biglow, an’ your given- 
name 

Hosee,” sez he, “it’s arter you I came; 

I’m your gret-gran’ther multiplied by 
three.” — 
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“My wut?^^ sez I. — “Your gret-gret-gret,” 
sez he: 

“You wouldn’t ha’ never ben here but for 
me. 220 

Two hundred an’ three year ago this May 
The ship I come in sailed up Boston Bay; 

I’d been a cunnle in our Civil War, — 

But wut on airth hcv you gut up one for? 

Coz we du things in England, ’tain’t for you 
To git a notion you can du ’em tu: 226 

I’m told you write in public prints: ef true, 
It’s nateral you should know a thing or 
two.” — 

“Thet air’s an argymunt I can’t endorse, — 
’twould prove, coz you wear spurs, you kep’ 
a horse: 230 

For brains,” sez I, “wutever you may think, 
Ain’t boun’ to cash the drafs o’ pen-an’-ink, — 
Though mos’ folks write ez ef they hoped jes’ 
quickenin’ 

The churn would argoo skim-milk into 
thickenin’ ; 

But skim-milk ain’t a thing to change its 
view 235 

O’ wut it’s meant for more’n a smoky flue. 
But du pray tell me, ’fore we furder go. 

How in all Natur’ did you come to know 
’bout our affairs,” sez I, “in Kingdom- 
Come?” — 

“Wal, I worked round at sperrit-rappin’ 
some, 2 ;o 

An’ danced the tables till their legs wuz gone. 
In hopes o’ lamin’ wut wuz goin’ on,” 

Sez he, “but mejums lie so like all-split 
Thet I concluded it wuz best to quit. 

But, come now, ef you wun’t confess to 
knowin’, 245 

You’ve some conjectures how the thing’s 
a-goin’.” — 

“Gran’ther,” sez I, “a vane wam’t never 
known 

Nor asked to hev a jedgment of its own; 

An’ yit, ef ’tain’t gut rusty in the jints. 

It’s safe to trust its say on certin pints: 250 

It knows the wind’s opinions to a T, 

An’ the wind settles wut the weather’ll be.” 
“I never thought a scion of our stock 
Gould grow the wood to make a weathercock; 
When I wuz younger’n you, skurce more’n a 
shaver, 255 

No airthly wind,” sez he, “could make me 

waver!” 
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(Ez he said this, he clinched his jaw an’ fore- 
head, 

Hitchin’ his belt to bring his sword-hilt for- 
rard.) — 

“Jcs so it wuz with me,” sez I, “I swow. 
When / wuz younger' n wut you see me 
now, — 260 

Nothin' from Adam's fall to Huldy’s bonnet 
Thet I war I't lull-cocked with my jedgment 
oil it; 

But now I'm gettin’ on in life, I find 
It’s a sight harder to make up my mind, — 
Nor 1 don’t often try tu, when events 265 
^Vill du ii for me free of all expense. 

Tlie moral question's ollus plain enough, — 
It's jes’ the human-natur' side thet’s tough; 
^\'^ut’s best to think mayn’t puzzle me nor 
you, — 

The pinch comes in decidin’ wut to du; 270 
Ef you read History, all runs smooth ez 
grease, 

Coz there the men ain't nothin’ morc’n 
idecs, — 

But come to make it, ez we must to-day, 

Th’ idecs hev arms an’ legs an’ stop the way: 
It’s easy fixin' things in facts an’ figgers, — 
They can’t resist, nor warn’t l)rought up 
with niggers, 276 

But come to try your thc’ry on, — why, then 
Your facts an’ figgcrs change to ign’ant men 
Actin’ ez ugly — ” — “Smite ’em hip an’ 
thigh 1” 

Sez gran’ther, “and let every man-child 
die! 280 

Oh for three weeks o’ Crommle an’ the Lord ! 
Up, Lsr’el, to your tents an’ grind the 
sword !” — 

“Thet kind o’ thing worked wal in ole Judee, 
But you forgit how long it’s ben A. I).; 

You think thet’s cllcrkence, — I call it 
shoddy, 285 

A thing,” sez I, “wun’t cover soul nor body; 
I like the plain all-wool o’ common-sense, 
Thet warms ye now, an’ will a twelvemonth 
hence. 

You took to follcrin’ where the Prophets 
beckoned, 

An’, fust you knowed on, back come Charles 
the Second; 290 

Now wut I want’s to hev all we gain stick, 
An’ not to start Millennium too quick; 

\Vc hain’t to punish only, but to keep, 
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An’ the cure’s gut to go a cent’ry deep.” 
“Wall, milk-an’-water ain’t the best o’ 
glue,” 295 

Sez he, “an’ so you’ll find afore you’re thru; 
Ef reshness venters sunthin’, shilly-shally 
Loses ez often wut’s ten times the vally. 

Thet exe of ourn, when Charles’s neck gut 
split. 

Opened a gap thet ain’t bridged over yit: 300 
Slav’ry’s your Charles, the Lord hez gin the 
exe” — 

“Our Charles,” sez I, “hez gut eight million 
necks. 

The hardest question ain’t the black man’s 
right. 

The trouble is to ’mancipate the white; 

One’s chained in body an’ can be sot free, 305 
But t’other’s chained in soul to an idee: 

It’s a long job, but we shall worry thru it; 

Ef bagnets fail, the spellin’-book must du it.” 
“Hosee,” sez he, “I think you’re goin’ to 
fail: 

The rettlesnake ain’t dangerous in the tail; 310 
This ’ere rebellion’s nothing but the rettle, — 
You’ll stomp on thet an’ think you’ve won 
the bettle; 

It’s Slavery thet’s the fangs an’ thinkin’ head. 
An’ ef you want selvation, cresh it dead, — 
An’ cresh it suddin, or you’ll larn by waitin’ 
Thet Chance wun’t stop to listen to de- 
batin’ !” — 316 

“God’s truth!” sez I, — “an’ ef I held the 
club. 

An’ knowed jes’ where to strike, — but 
there's the rub!” — 

“Strike soon,” sez he, “or you’ll be deadly 
ailin’, — 

Folks thet’s afeared to fail are sure o’ failin’; 
God hates your sneakin’ creturs thet be- 
lieve 321 

He’ll settle things they run away an’ leave!” 
He brought his foot down fercely, ez he 
spoke. 

An’ give me sech a startle thet I woke. 

Ode Recited at the Harvard 
Commemoration 

JULY 21, 1865 

Three months after the peace, Lowell wrote his 
ode for the services in honor of the Harvard men 
who had died in the war. 


The recital of the poem is described as follows in 
Underwood’s James Russell Lowell: “The Com- 
memoration services . . . took place in the open 
air, in the presence of a great assembly. Promi- 
nent among the speakers were Major-General 
Meade, the hero of Gettysburg, and Major-Gen- 
eral Devens. The wounds of the war were still 
fresh and bleeding, and the interest of the occasion 
was deep and thrilling. The summer afternoon 
was drawing to its close when the poet began the 
recital of the ode. No living audience could for 
the first time follow with intelligent appreciation 
the delivery of such a poem. To be sure, it had its 
obvious strong points and its sonorous charms; but, 
like all the later poems of the author, it is full of 
condensed thought and requires study. The 
reader to-day finds many passages whose force and 
beauty escaped him during the recital, yet the 
effect of the poem at the time was overpowering. 
The face of the poet, always singularly expressive, 
was on this occasion almost transfigured, — glow- 
ing, as if with an inward light. It was impossible 
to look away from it.” 

The famous strophe on Lincoln, as Lowell says, 
“was not in the Ode as originally recited, but 
added immediately after. More than eighteen 
months before, however, I had written about Lin- 
coln in the North American Review^ — an article 
which pleased him. I did divine him earlier than 
most men of the Brahmin caste.” 

I 

Weak-winged is song. 

Nor aims at that clear-ethered height 
Whither the brave deed climbs for light: 

We seem to do them wrong. 

Bringing our robin’s leaf to deck their 
hearse 5 

Who in warm life-blood wrote their nobler 
verse. 

Our trivial song to honor those who come 
With ears attuned to strenuous trump and 
drum. 

And shaped in squadron-strophes their de- 
sire. 

Live battle-odes whose lines were steel and 
fire: 10 

Yet sometimes feathered words are 
strong, 

A gracious memory to buoy up and save 
From Lethe’s dreamless ooze, the common 
grave 

Of the unventurous throng, 
n 

To-day our Reverend Mother welcomes 
back IS 
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Her wisest Scholars, those who under- 
stood 

The deeper teaching of her mystic tome, 

And offered their fresh lives to make it 
good: 

No lore of Greece or Rome, 

No science peddling with the names of 
things, 20 

Or reading stars to find inglorious fates, 

Can lift our life with wings 
Far from Death’s idle gulf that for the many 
waits. 

And lengthen out our dates 
With that clear fame whose memory sings 25 
In manly hearts to come, and nerves them 
and dilates: 

Nor such thy teaching, Mother of us ail ! 

Not such the trumpet-call 
Of thy diviner mood. 

That could thy sons entice 30 

From happy homes and toils, the fruitful nest 
Of those half-virtues which the world calls 
best. 

Into War’s tumult rude; 

But rather far that stern device 
The sponsors chose that round thy cradle 
stood 35 

In the dim, unventured wood. 

The Veritas that lurks beneath 
The letter’s unprolific sheath. 

Life of whate’er makes life worth living. 
Seed-grain of high emprise, immortal food. 
One heavenly thing whereof earth hath the 
giving. 41 

III 

Many loved Truth, and lavished life’s best 
oil 

Amid the dust of books to find her. 
Content at last, for guerdon of their toil, 
With the cast mantle she hath left behind 
her. 45 

Many in sad faith sought for her. 

Many with crossed hands sighed for her, 
But these, our brothers, fought for her. 
At life’s dear peril wrought for her, 

So loved her that they died for her, 50 
Tasting the raptured fleetness 
Of her divine completeness: 

Their higher instinct knew 
Those love her best who to themselves are 
true, 


And what they dare to dream of, dare to do; 
They followed her and found her 56 
Where all may hope to find, 

Not in the ashes of the burnt-out mind. 

But beautiful, with danger's sweetness round 
her. 

WTere faith made whole with deed 60 
Breathes its awakening breath 
Into ihe lifeless creed, 

They saw her plumed and mailed, 

With sweet, stern face unveiled. 

And all-rejiaying eyes, look proud on them in 
death. 65 

IV 

Our slender life runs rij'piing by, and glides 
Into the silent hollow^ ot the past; 

What is there tluU abides 
To m<ike the next age better for the lasl^ 

Is earth too poor to give us 70 

Something to In e for here that shall out- 
live us? 

Some more substantial boon 
Than such as flows and ebbs w ith Fortune s 
fickle moon? 

Th( little tiiat wa* .see 

From doul)t is never free; 75 

Idle little that we do 

Is but half-nobly true; 

With our laborious hiving 
What men call treasure, and the gods call 
dross. 

Life seems a jest of l'at(‘'s contriving, 80 
Only secure m every one’s conniving, 

A long account of nothings paid with loss. 
Where we poor pujifiets, jerked by unseen 
wires, 

After our little hour of strut and rave, 84 
With all f/Ur pasteboard fiassions and desires. 
Loves, hates, ambitions, and immortal fires, 
Are tossed pell-mell logelhiT in the grave. 
But stay! no age wms e'er degenerate, 
Unless men held it at too cheap a rate, 

For in our likeness still we shape our fate 
Ah, there is something here 91 

Unfathomed by the cvnic’s sneer, 
Something that gives our feeble light 
A high immunity from Night, 

Something that leaps life’s narrow bars 95 
To claim its birthiight with the hosts of 
heaven; 

A seed of sunshine that can leaven 
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Our earthly dullness with the beams of 
stars, 

And glorify our clay 

With light from fountains elder than the 
Day; loo 

A conscience more divine than we, 

A gladness fed with secret tears, 

A vexing, forward-reaching sense 
Of some more noble permanence; 

A light across the sea, 105 

Which haunts the soul and will not let it 
be, 

Still beaconing from the heights of undegen- 
erate years. 

V 

Whither leads the path 
To ampler fates that leads? 

Not down through flowery meads, no 
To reap an aftermath 
Of youth’s vainglorious weeds. 

But up the steep, amid the wrath 
And shock of deadly-hostile creeds, 

Where the world’s best hope and stay 115 
By battle’s flashes gropes a desperate way. 
And every turf the fierce foot clings to bleeds. 
Peace hath her not ignoble wreath, 

Ere yet the sharp, decisive word 
Light the black lips of cannon, and the 
sword 120 

Dreams in its easeful sheath; 

But some day the live coal behind the 
thought. 

Whether from Baal’s stone obscene. 
Or from the shrine serene 
Of God’s pure altar brought, 125 

Bursts up in flame; the war of tongue and 
pen 

Learns with what deadly purpose it was 
fraught, 

And, helpless in the fiery passion caught. 
Shakes all the pillared state with shock of 
men: 

Some day the soft Ideal that we wooed 130 
Confronts us fiercely, foe-beset, pursued. 

And cries reproachful: “Was it, then, my 
praise. 

And not myself was loved? Prove now thy 
truth; 

I claim of thee the promise of thy youth; 
Give me thy life, or cower in empty phrase. 
The victim of thy genius, not its mate!” 1^6 


Life may be given in many ways. 

And loyalty to Truth be sealed 
As bravely in the closet as the field. 

So bountiful is Fate; 140 

But then to stand beside her. 

When craven churls deride her. 

To front a lie in arms and not to yield. 

This shows, methinks, God’s plan 
And measure of a stalwart man, 145 
Limbed like the old heroic breeds. 

Who stands self-poised on manhood’s 
solid earth, 

Not forced to frame excuses for his birth. 
Fed from within with all the strength he needs. 

VI 

Such was he, our Martyr-Chief, 150 

Whom late the Nation he had led. 

With ashes on her head. 

Wept with the passion of an angry grief: 
Forgive me, if from present things I turn 
To speak what in my heart will beat and 
burn, 15s 

And hang my wreath on his world-honored 
urn. 

Nature, they say, doth dote. 

And cannot make a man 
Save on some worn-out plan. 
Repeating us by rote: 160 

For him her Old-World moulds aside she 
threw. 

And choosing sweet clay from the breast 
Of the unexhausted West, 

With stuff untainted shaped a hero new. 
Wise, steadfast in the strength of God, and 
true. 165 

How beautiful to see 

Once more a shepherd of mankind indeed. 
Who loved his charge, but never loved to 
lead; 

One whose meek flock the people joyed to be, 
Not lured by any cheat of birth, 170 

But by his clear-grained human worth. 
And brave old wisdom of sincerity! 

They knew that outward grace is dust; 
They could not choose but trust 
In that sure-footed mind’s unfaltering skill. 

And supple-tempered will 176 

That bent like perfect steel to spring again 
and thrust. 

His was no lonely mountain-peak of 

mind 
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Thrusting to thin air o’er our cloudy 
bars, 

A sea-mark now, now lost in vapors 
blind; ^8^ 

Broad prairie rather, genial, level-lined. 
Fruitful and friendly for all human kind. 
Yet also nigh to heaven and loved of loftiest 
stars. 

Nothing of Europe here. 

Or, then, of Europe fronting mornward still 
Ere any names of Serf and Peer i86 
Gould Nature’s equal scheme deface 
And thwart her genial will; 

Here was a type of the true elder race, 
And one of Plutarch’s men talked with us 
face to face. loo 

I praise him not; it were too late; 

And some innative weakness there must be 
In him who condescends to victory 
Such as the Present gives, and cannot wait, 
Safe in himself as in a fate. 195 

So always firmly he: 

He knew to bide his time, 

And can his fame abide. 

Still patient in his simple faith sublime. 

Till the wise years decide. 200 

Great captains, with their guns and drums, 
Disturb our judgment for the hour, 

But at last silence comes; 

These all are gone, and, standing like a 
tower. 

Our children shall behold his fame. 205 
The kindly-earnest, brave, foreseeing 
man, 

Sagacious, patient, dreading praise, not 
blame. 

New birth of our new soil, the first Amer- 
ican. 

VII 

Long as man’s hope insatiate can discern 
Or only guess some more inspiring 
goal 210 

Outside of Self, enduring as the pole, 
Along whose course the flying axles bum 
Of spirits bravely-pitched, earth’s manlier 
brood; 

Long as below we cannot fird 
The meed that stills the inexorable mind; 

So long this faith to some ideal Good, 216 
Under whatever mortal names it masks, 
Freedom, Law, Country, this ethereal 
mood 


Tha. thanks the Fates for their severer tasks, 
Feeling its challenged pulses leap, 220 
hile others skulk in subterfuges cheap, 
And, set hi Danger’s van, has all the boon it 
asks. 

Shall win man's praise and woman’s love. 
Shall be a wisdom that we set above 
All other skills and gifts to culture dear, 025 
A vinue lound whose forehead we in^ 
wreathe 

Laurels that with a livang passion breathe 
\\ hen other crowns grow, while we twine 
them, sear. 

What biings us thronging these high rites 
to pay. 

And seal these hours the Tioblest of our year, 
Save that our brothers found this better 
way'" 231 

VIII 

We sit here in t!.e Promised Land 
That flows with freedom’s honey and 
milk; 

But ’twas they won it, sword in hand, 
Making the nettle danger soft for us as silk. 
We welcome back our bravest and our 
best; - - 236 

Ah me! not all! some come not with the 
rest, 

^Vho went forth brave and bright as any 
here ’ 

I strive to mix some gladness with my strain, 
But the sad strings complain, 240 

And wall not please the ear: 

I sw'eep them for a paean, but they wane 
Again and yet again 
Into a dirge, and die away, in pain. 

In these brave ranks I only sec the gaps, 245 

Thinking of dear ones whom the dumb turf 
wrajis, 

Dark to the triumph wfiicdi they died to gain' 
Either may others greet the living, 

For me the past is unforgiving; 

I with uncovered head 250 

Salute the sacred dead, 

Who went, and who return not. — Say not 
so! 

’Tis not the grapes of Canaan that repay, 

But the high faith that failed not by the way; 
Virtue treads paths that end not in the grave; 
No ban of endless night exiles the brave, 256 
And to the saner mind 
We rather seem the dead that stayed behind. 
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Blow, trumpets, all your exultations blow! 
For never shall their aureoled presence lack: 
I see them muster in a gleaming row, 261 
With ever-youthful brows that nobler show; 
We find in our dull road their shining track; 
In every nobler mood 

We feel the orient of their spirit glow, 265 
Part of our life’s unalterable good. 

Of all our saintlier aspiration; 

They come transfigured back. 
Secure from change in their high-hearted 
ways. 

Beautiful evermore, and with the rays 270 
Of morn on their white Shields of Expecta- 
tion I 

IX 

But is there hope to save 
Even this ethereal essence from the grave? 
What ever ’scaped Oblivion’s subtle wrong 
Save a few clarion names, or golden threads 
of song? 275 

Before my musing eye 
The mighty ones of old sweep by, 
DisvoicM now and insubstantial things. 

As noisy once as we ; poor ghosts of kings. 
Shadows of empire wholly gone to dust, 280 
And many races, nameless long ago. 

To darkness driven by that imperious gust 
Of ever-rushing Time that here doth blow: 
O visionary world, condition strange. 
Where naught abiding is but only Change, 
Where the deep-bolted stars themselves still 
shift and range! 286 

Shall we to more continuance make pre- 
tence? 

Renown builds tombs; a life-estate is Wit, 
And, bit by bit. 

The cunning years steal all from us but woe; 
Leaves are we, whose decays no harvest 
sow. 291 

But, when we vanish hence. 

Shall they lie forceless in the dark below. 
Save to make green their little length of 
sods. 

Or deepen pansies for a year or two, 295 
Who now to us are shining-sweet as gods? 
Was dying all they had the skill to do? 

That were not fruitless: but the Soul resents 
Such short-lived service, as if blind events 
Ruled without her, or earth could so en- 
dure; 300 


Of longer tenure than Fame’s airy rents; 
Whate’er she touches doth her nature share; 
Her inspiration haunts the ennobled air. 

Gives eyes to mountains blind, 305 
Ears to the deaf earth, voices to the wind. 
And her clear trump sings succor every- 
where 

By lonely bivouacs to the wakeful mind; 
For soul inherits all that soul could dare : 

Yea, Manhood hath a wider span 
And larger privilege of life than man. 31 1 
The single deed, the private sacrifice. 

So radiant now through proudly-hidden 
tears, 

Is covered up erelong from mortal eyes 
With thoughtless drift of the deciduous 
years; 315 

But that high privilege that makes all men 
peers. 

That leap of heart whereby a people rise 
Up to a noble anger’s height. 

And, flamed on by the Fates, not shrink, but 
grow more bright. 

That swift validity in noble veins, 320 

Of choosing danger and disdaining 
shame. 

Of being set on flame 
By the pure fire that flies all contact base 
But wraps its chosen with angelic might. 

These are imperishable gains, 325 
Sure as the sun, medicinal as light, 

These hold great futures in their lusty reins 
And certify to earth a new imperial race. 

X 

Who now shall sneer? 

Who dare again to say we trace 330 

Our lines to a plebeian race? 

Roundhead and Cavalier! 

Dumb are those names erewhile in battle loud ; 
Dream-footed as the shadow of a cloud. 

They flit across the ear: 335 

That is best blood that hath most iron in’t. 

To edge resolve with, pouring without stint 
For what makes manhood dear. 

Tell us not of Plantagenets, 

Hapsburgs, and Guelfs, whose thin bloods 

crawl 340 

Down from some victor in a border-brawl ! 

How poor their outworn coronets. 
Matched with one leaf of that plain civic 
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Our brave for honor’s blazon shall bequeath, 
Through whose desert a rescued Nation 
sets 345 

Her heel on treason, and the trumpet hears 
Shout victory, tingling Europe’s sullen ears 
With vain resentments and more vain 
regrets ! 

XI 

Not in anger, not in pride, 

Pure from passion’s mixture rude 350 

Ever to base earth allied, 

But with far-heard gratitude. 

Still with heart and voice renewed, 

To heroes living and dear martyrs dead. 
The strain should close that consecrates our 
brave. 355 

Lift the heart and lift the head ! 

Lofty be its mood and grave, 

Not without a martial ring, 

Not without a prouder tread 

And a peal of exultation: 360 

Little right has he to sing 

Through whose heart in such an hour 

Beats no march of conscious power. 

Sweeps no tumult of elation! 

’Tis no Man we celebrate, 365 

By his country’s victories great, 

A hero half, and half the whim of Fate, 
But the pith and marrow of a Nation 
Drawing force from all her men. 
Highest, humblest, weakest, all, 370 
For her time of need, and then 
Pulsing it again through them, 

Till the basest can no longer cower. 
Feeling his soul spring up divinely tall, 
Touched but in passing by her mantle- 
hem. 375 

Gome back, then, noble pride, for ’tis her 
dower ! 

How could poet ever tower. 

If his passions, hopes, and fears. 

If his triumphs and his tears. 

Kept not measure with his people? 380 
Boom, cannon, boom to all the winds and 
waves 1 

Clash out, glad bells, from every rocking- 
steeple ! 

Banners, adance with triumph, bend your 
staves ! 

And from every mountain-peak 
Let beacon-fire to answering beacon 
speak, 38s 
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Katahdin tell Monadnock, Whitefacc 
he. 

And so leap on in light from sea to sea, 

Till the glad news be sent 
Across a kindling continent. 

Making earth feel more firm and air breathe 
braver: 390 

“Be proud! for she is saved, and all have 
helped to sav'e her! 

She that lifts up the manhood of the 
poor. 

She of liic open soul and open door, 

With room about her lieaith for all man- 
kind ! 

The fire is dreadful in her eyes no more; 

From her bold front the helm she doth 
unbind, 39 ^> 

Sends all her handmaid armies back to 
spin. 

And bids her navies, that so lately 
hurled 

Their crashing bjttle, hold their thun- 
ders in, 

Sw’imniing like birds of calm along the 
unharmful shore. 

No challenge sends she to the elder 
world. 

That looked askance and hated; a light 
scorn 

Plays o’er her mouth, as round her 
mighty knees 

She calls her children back, and waits 
the morn 

Of nobler day, enthroned between her sub- 
ject seas.” 405 

xii 

Bow down, dear Land, for thou hast found 
release ! 

Thy God. in these distemyiercd days. 

Hath taught thee the sure wisdom of His 
ways. 

And through thine enemies hath wrought thy 
peace ! 

Bow down in prayer and Praise! 410 

No poorest in thy borders but may now 

Lift to the juster skies a man’s enfranchised 
brow. 

O Beautiful! my Country! ours once more! 

Smoothing thy gold of war-dishevelled hair 

O’er such sweet brow* as never other wore. 

And letting thy set lips, 416 

Freed from wrath’s pale eclipse, 
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The rosy edges of their smile lay bare, 

What words divine of lover or of poet 
Could tell our love and make thee know it, 
Among the Nations bright beyond compare? 
What were our lives without thee? 422 5 
What all our lives to save thee? 

We reck not what we gave thee; 

We will not dare to doubt thee, 

But ask whatever else, and we will dare! 

10 

Auspex 

( 1878 ) 

My heart, I cannot still it. 

Nest that had song-birds in it; 

And when the last shall go. 

The dreary days, to fill it. 

Instead of lark or linnet, 5 

Shall whirl dead leaves and snow. 

20 

Had they been swallows only, 

Without the passion stronger 
That skyward longs and sings, — 

Woe’s me, I shall be lonely 10 

When I can feel no longer 25 

The impatience of their wings ! 

A moment, sweet delusion. 

Like birds the brown leaves hover; 

But it will not be long 15 

Before their wild confusion 
Fall wavering down to cover 
The poet and his song. 

Democracy 

{1884) 

“His discourse on democracy at Birmingham, in 
October, 1884, was not only an event, but an event 
without a precedent. He was the minister of the 
American republic to the British monarchy, and, 
as that minister, publicly to declare in England 
the most radical democratic principles as the ulti- 
mate logical result of the British Constitution, and 
to do it with a temper, an urbanity, a moderation, 
a precision of statement, and a courteous grace of 
humor which charmed doubt into acquiescence 
and amazement into unfeigned admiration and 
acknowledgment of a great service to political 
thought greatly done — this was an event un- 
known in the annals of diplomacy, and this is 
what Lowell did at Birmingham” (George Wil- 
liam Curtis). 

In the opinion of F. Greenslet {James Russell 
Lowell^ 1905), Lowell presented in this address 
“the eternal ideals of democracy with a lucidity, a 


suggestiveness, and a secure conviction that gave 
to his utterances the accent of finality,” while on 
the other hand V. L. Farrington {The Romantic 
Revolution in America^ 1927) found his political 
thought naive and confused, and concluded: “He 
was a distinguished representative of Brahmin cul- 
ture; but whether he was a representative of the 
solid realities of America is not so certain.” 

He must be a born leader or misleader of 
men, or must have been sent into the world 
unfurnished with that modulating and re- 
straining balance-wheel which we call a sense 
of humor, who, in old age, has as strong a con- 
fidence in his opinions and in the necessity of 
bringing the universe into conformity with 
them as he had in youth. In a world the very 
condition of whose being is that it should be 
in perpetual flux, where all seems mirage, 
and the one abiding thing is the effort to dis- 
tinguish realities from appearances, the el- 
derly man must be indeed of a singularly 
tough and valid fibre who is certain that he 
has any clarified residuum of experience, any 
assured verdict of reflection, that deserves to 
be called an opinion, or who, even if he had, 
feels that he is justified in holding mankind by 
the button while he is expounding it. And in 
a world of daily — nay, almost hourly — 
journalism, where every clever man, every 
man who thinks himself clever, or whom any- 
body else thinks clever, is called upon to de- 
liver his judgment point-blank and at the 
word of command on every conceivable sub- 
ject of human thought, or, on what some- 
times seems to him very much the same 
thing, on every inconceivable display of 
human want of thought, there is such a spend- 
thrift waste of all those commonplaces which 
furnish the permitted staple of public dis- 
course that there is little chance of beguiling a 
new tune out of the one-stringed instrument 
on which we have been thrumming so long. 
In this desperate necessity one is often 
tempted to think that, if all the words of the 
dictionary were tumbled down in a heap and 
then all those fortuitous juxtapositions and 
combinations that made tolerable sense were 
picked out and pieced together, we might find 
among them some poignant suggestions 
towards novelty of thought or expression. 
But, alas 1 it is only the great poets who seem 
to have this unsolicited profusion of unex- 
pected and inr.alnil^iblf^ 
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variety of topic. For everybody else every- 
thing has been said before, and said over 
again after. He who has read his Aristotle 
will be apt to think that observation has on 
most points of general applicability said its 5 
last word, and he who has mounted the tower 
of Plato to look abroad from it will never hope 
to climb another with so lofty a vantage of 
speculation. Where it is so simple if not so 
easy a thing to hold one’s peace, why add to 10 
the general confusion of tongues? There is 
something disheartening, too, in being ex- 
pected to fill up not less than a certain meas- 
ure of time, as if the mind were an hour- 
glass, that need only be shaken and set on one 15 
end or the other, as the case may be, to run 
its allotted sixty minutes with decorous ex- 
actitude. I recollect being once lold by the 
late eminent naturalist, Agassiz, that when he 
was to deliver his first lecture as professor (at 20 
Zurich, I believe) he had grave doubts of his 
ability to occupy the prescribed three quar- 
ters of an hour. He was speaking without 
notes, and glancing anxiously from time to 
time at the watch that lay before him on the 25 
desk. “When I had spoken a half hour,” he 
said, “I had told them everything I knew in 
the world, everything! Then I began to re- 
peat myself,” he added, roguishly, “and 1 
have done nothing else ever since.” Beneath 30 
the humorous exaggeration of the story I 
seemed to see the face of a very serious and 
improving moral. And yet if one were to say 
only what he had to say and then stopped, 
his audience would feel defrauded of their 35 
honest measure. Let us take courage by the 
example of the French, whose exportation of 
Bordeaux wines increases as the area of their 
land in vineyards is diminished. 

To me, somewhat hopelessly revolving 40 
these things, the undelayable year has rolled 
round, and I find myself called upon to say 
something in this place, where so many wiser 
men have spoken before me. Precluded, in 
my quality of national guest, by motives of 45 
taste and discretion, from dealing with any 
question of immediate and domestic concern, 
it seemed to me wisest, or at ai.y rate most 
prudent, to choose a topic of comparatively 
abstract interest, and to ask your indulgence 50 
for a few somewhat generalized remarks on a 
matter concerning which I had some experi- 


mental kno\^ ledge, derived from the use of 
such eyes and ears as Nature had been pleased 
to endow me withal, and such report as I had 
been able to win from them. The subject 
which most readily suggested itself wsls the 
spirit and the working of those conceptions of 
life and polity which are himjK*d together, 
whether for reproach or commendation, un- 
der the nanu ol Democracy. By tempera- 
ment and education of a conservative turn, I 
saw the last years of that quaint Arcavdia 
which French travellers saw' with delighted 
amazement a century ago, and have watched 
the change <' to me a sad one) from an agricul- 
tural to a proletary^ population. Tlie testi- 
mony of Balaam should carry some convic- 
tion. I have grown to manhood and am now 
growing old with the growth ol this system of 
government in my native lanci, tu'wc watched 
its adv'anc'es, or what some would call its en- 
croachments, gradual and irresistible as tho.se 
of a glacier, hav^e been an car-w'itne.ss to the 
forebodings of wise and good and timid mcm, 
and hav'c lived to .see tho.se forebodings belied 
by the course ol cv'cnts, which is apt to show 
Itself humorously caireless of the reputation of 
prophets. I recollect hearing a sagacious old 
gentleman say in 1840 that the doing away 
with the jirojxTty qualilic.ition for suffrage 
twenty years before had been the ruin of the 
State of MassachusiMts; that it had put public 
credit and private estate alike at the mercy of 
demagogues. I lived to sec that Ck^mmon- 
wealth twenty odd years later paying the in- 
terest on her bonds in gold, though it cost her 
sometimes nearly three for one to keep her 
faith, and that while suffering an unparalleled 
drain of men and treasure in helping to sus- 
tain the unity and sell-respect of the nation. 

If universal suffrage has w'orked ill in our 
larger cities, as it certainly has, this has been 
mainly because the hands that wielded it 
were untrained to its u.sc. There the election 
of a majority of the trustees of the public 
money is controlled by tVie most ignorant ana 
vicious of a population which has come to us 
from abroad, wholly unpracticed in self- 
government and incapable of assimilation by 
American habits and methods. But the 
finances of our towns, where the native tradi- 
tion is still dominant and whose affairs are 
discussed and settled in a public assembly of 
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the people, have been in general honestly and 
prudently administered. Even in manufac- 
turing towns, where a majority of the voters 
live by their daily wages, it is not so often the 
recklessness as the moderation of public ex- 5 
penditure that surprises an old-fashioned ob- 
server. “The beggar is in the saddle at last,” 
cries Proverbial Wisdom. “Why, in the name 
of all former experience, doesn’t he ride to the 
Devil?” Because in the very act of mounting 10 
he ceased to be a beggar and became part 
owner of the piece of property he bestrides. 
The last thing we need be anxious about is 
property. It always has friends or the means 
of making them. If riches have wings to fly 15 
away from their owner, they have wings also 
to escape danger. 

I hear America sometimes playfully ac- 
cused of sending you all your storms, and am 
in the habit of parrying the charge by alleg- 20 
ing that we are enabled to do this because, in 
virtue of our protective system, we can afford 
to make better bad weather than anybody 
else. And what wiser use could we make of it 
than to export it in return for the paupers 25 
which some European countries are good 
enough to send ov^er to us who have not at- 
tained to the same skill in the manufacture of 
them? But bad weather is not the worst 
thing that is laid at our door. A French gen- 30 
tleman, not long ago, forgetting Burke’s 
monition of how unwise it is to draw an in- 
dictment against a whole people, has charged 
us with the responsibility of whatever he finds 
disagreeable in the morals or manners of his 35 
countrymen. If M. Zola or some other com- 
petent witness would only go into the box and 
tell us what those morals and manners were 
before our example corrupted them! But I 
confess that I find little to interest and less to 40 
edify me in these international bandyings of 
“You’re another.” 

I shall address myself to a single point only 
in the long list of offences of which we are 
more or less gravely accused, because that 45 
really includes all the rest. It is that we are 
infecting the Old World with what seems to 
be thought the entirely new disease of De- 
mocracy. It is generally people who are in 
what are called easy circumstances who can 
afford the leisure to treat themselves to a 
handsome complaint, and these experience an 


immediate alleviation when once they have 
found a sonorous Greek name to abuse it by. 
There is something consolatory also, some- 
thing flattering to their sense of personal dig- 
nity, and to that conceit of singularity which 
is the natural recoil from our uneasy con- 
sciousness of being commonplace, in thinking 
ourselves victims of a malady by which no one 
had ever suffered before. Accordingly they 
find it simpler to class under one comprehen- 
sive heading whatever they find offensive to 
their nerves, their tastes, their interests, or 
what they suppose to be their opinions, and 
christen it Democracy, much as physicians 
label every obscure disease gout, or as cross- 
grained fellows lay their ill-temper to the 
weather. But is it really a new ailment, and, 
if it be, is America answerable for it? Even if 
she were, would it account for the phylloxera, 
and hoof-and-mouth disease, and bad har- 
vests, and bad English, and the German 
bands, and the Boers, and all the other dis- 
comforts with which these later days have 
vexed the souls of them that go in chariots? 
Yet I have seen the evil example of Democ- 
racy in America cited as the source and origin 
of things quite as heterogeneous and quite as 
little connected with it by any sequence of 
cause and effect. Surely this ferment is noth- 
ing new. It has been at work for centuries, 
and we are more conscious of it only because 
in this age of publicity, where the newspapers 
offer a rostrum to whoever has a grievance, or 
fancies that he has, the bubbles and scum 
thrown up by it are more noticeable on the 
surface than in those dumb ages when there 
was a cover of silence and suppression on the 
cauldron. Bernardo Navagero, speaking of 
the Provinces of Lower Austria in 1546, tells 
us that “in them there are five sorts of per- 
sons, Clergy, Barons, Nobles, Burghers, and 
Peasants. Of these last no account is made, 
because they have no voice in the Diet.'^'’ ^ 

* Below the Peasants, it should be remembered, 
was still another even more helpless class, the servile 
farm-laborers. The same witness informs us that of 
the extraordinary imposts the Peasants paid nearly 
twice as much in proportion to their estimated prop- 
erty as the Barons, Nobles, and Burghers together. 
Moreover, the upper classes were assessed at their 
own valuation, while they arbitrarily fixed that of the 
Pccisants, who had no voice. (Relaztoni degli AmbasciO'- 
ton Veneh, Serie I., tomo i., pp. 378, 379, 389.) [Low- 
elV s note.] 
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Nor was it among the people that subver- 
sive or mistaken doctrines had their rise. A 
Father of the Church said that property was 
theft many centuries before Proudhon was 
bom. Bourdaloue reaffirmed it. Montes- 
quieu was the inventor of national workshops, 
and of the theory that the State owed every' 
man a living. Nay, was not the Church her- 
self the first organized Democracy? A few 
centuries ago the chief end of man was lo 
keep his soul alive, and then the little kernel 
of leaven that sets the gases at work was n*- 
ligious, and produced the Reformation. Even 
in that, far-sighted persons like the Emperor 
Charles V. saw the germ of political and 
social revolution. Now that the chief end of 
man seems to have become the keeping of the 
body alive, and as comfortably alive as possi- 
ble, the leaven also has become wholly politi- 
cal and social. But there had also been social 
upheavals before the Reformation and con- 
temporaneously with it, especially among 
men of Teutonic race. The Reformation 
gave outlet and direction to an unresi already 
existing. Formerly the immense majority of 
men — our brothers — knew only their suf- 
ferings, their wants, and their desires. They 
are beginning now to know their opportunity 
and their power. All persons who see deeper 
than their plates are rather inclined to thank 
God for it than to bewail it, for the sores of 
Lazarus have a poison in them against which 
Dives has no antidote. 

There can be no doubt that the spectacle of 
a great and prosperous Democracy on the 
other side of the Atlantic must react power- 
fully on the aspirations and political theories 
of men in the Old World who do not find 
things to their mind; but, whether for good or 
evil, it should not be overlooked that the 
acorn from which it sprang was ripened on 
the British oak. Every successive swarm that 
has gone out from this officina gentium has, 
when left to its own instincts — may I not 
call them hereditary instincts? — assumed a 
more or less thoroughly democratic form. 
This would seem to show, what I believe to be 
the fact, that the British Constitution, under 
whatever disguises of prudence or decorum, 
is essentially democratic. England, indeed, 
may be called a monarchy with democratic 
tendencies, the United States a democracy 


with conservativ'e instincts. People are con- 
tinually saying that America is in the air, and 
I am glad lo think it is, since this means only 
that a clearer conception of human claims 
5 and human duties is beginning to be preva- 
lent. The discontent with the existing order 
of things, how'ever, pervaded the atmosphere 
wherever the conditions were favorable, long 
before Coluinous, seeking the back door of 
lo Asia, found himself knocking at the front door 
of America. I s.iy wherever the conditions 
were favorable, for it is certain that the germs 
of disease do not stick or find a prosj)erous 
field for their development and noxious activ- 
15 ity unless where the sim})lest sanitary' j)recau- 
tions have been neglected. “For this effect 
defective comes by cause,” as Polonius said 
long ago. It is only Iw instigation of the 
wrongs of men that what are called the Rights 
20 of Man become turlmlcnt and dangerous. It 
is then only that they .syllogize unwelcome 
truths. It is not the insurrections of ignorance 
that arc dangenjus, but the revolts of intelli- 
gence: — 

25 “The wicked and the weak rebel in vain, 
Slaves by their own compulsion.” 

Had the governing classes in France during 
the last century i)aid as much heed to their 
proper business as to their ph*asures or man- 
30 ners, the guillotine need never have severed 
that sj)inal marrow of orderly and secular tra- 
dition through which in a normally constituted 
state the brain .sym[)athizes with the extremities 
and sends will and impulsion thither. It is only 
35 when the reasonable and practicable are de- 
nied that men demand the unreasonable and 
impracticable; only when the possible is made 
difficult that they fancy the impossible lo be 
easy. Fairy tales arc made out of the dreams 
40 of the poor. No, the sentiment which lies at 
the root of democracy is nothing new. I am 
.speaking alw'ays of a sentiment, a spirit, and 
not of a form of government; for this was but 
the outgrowth of the other and not its cause. 
45 This sentiment is merely an expression of the 
natural wish of people to have a hand, if need 
be a controlling hand, in the management of 
their own affairs. What is new is that they 
are more and more gaining that control, and 
50 learning more and more how to be worthy of 
it. What we used to call the tendency or drift 
— what we are being taught to call more 
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wisely the evolution of things — has for some 
time been setting steadily in this direction. 
There is no good in arguing with the inevita- 
ble. The only argument available with an 
east wind is to put on your overcoat. And in 5 
this case, also, the prudent will prepare them- 
selves to encounter what they cannot prevent. 
Some people advise us to put on the brakes, 
as if the movement of which we are conscious 
were that of a railway train running down an 10 
incline. But a metaphor is no argument, 
though it be sometimes the gunpowder to 
drive one home and imbed it in the memory. 
Our disquiet comes of what nurses and other 
experienced persons call growing-pains, and 15 
need not seriously alarm us. They are what 
every generation before us — certainly every 
generation since the invention of printing — 
has gone through with more or less good for- 
tune. To the door of every generation there 20 
comes a knocking, and unless the household, 
like the Thane of Cawdor and his wife, have 
been doing some deed without a name, they 
need not shudder. It turns out at worst to be 
a poor relation who wishes to come in out of 25 
the cold. The porter always grumbles and is 
slow to open, “Who’s there, in the name of 
Beelzebub?” he mutters. Not a change for 
the better in our human housekeeping has 
ever taken place that wise and good men have 30 
not opposed it, — have not prophesied with 
the alderman that the world would wake up to 
find its throat cut in consequence of it. The 
Vv^orld, on the contrary, wakes up, rubs its 
eyes, yawns, stretches itself, and goes about its 35 
business as if nothing had happened. Sup- 
pression of the slave trade, abolition of slav- 
ery, trade unions, — at all of these excellent 
people shook their heads despondingly, and 
murmured “Ichabod.” But the trade unions 40 
are now debating instead of conspiring, and 
we all read their discussions with comfort and 
hope, sure that they are learning the business 
of citizenship and the difficulties of practical 
legislation. 45 

One of the most curious of these frenzies of 
exclusion Wcis that against the emancipation 
of the Jews. All share in the government of 
the world was denied for centuries to perhaps 
the ablest, certainly the most tenacious, race 50 
that had ever lived in it — the race to whom 
wc owed our religion and the purest spiritual 


stimulus and consolation to be found in all 
literature — a race in which ability seems as 
natural and hereditary as the curve of their 
noses, and whose blood, furtively mingling 
with the bluest bloods in Europe, has quick- 
ened them with its own indomitable impul- 
sion. We drove them into a corner, but they 
had their revenge, as the wronged are always 
sure to have it sooner or later. They made 
their comer the counter and banking-house 
of the world, and thence they rule it and us 
with the ignobler sceptre of finance. Your 
grandfathers mobbed Priestley only that you 
might set up his statue and make Birmingham 
the headquarters of English Unitarianism. 
We hear it said sometimes that this is an age 
of transition, as if that made matters clearer; 
but can any one point us to an age that was 
not? If he could, he would show us an age of 
stagnation. The question for us, as it has 
been for all before us, is to make the transition 
gradual and easy, to see that our points are 
right so that the train may not come to grief. 
For we should remember that nothing is more 
natural for people whose education has been 
neglected than to spell evolution with an 
initial “r.” A great man struggling with the 
storms of fate has been called a sublime spec- 
tacle; but surely a great man wrestling with 
these new forces that have come into the 
world, mastering them and controlling them 
to beneficent ends, would be a yet sublimer. 
Here is not a danger, and if there were it 
would be only a better school of manhood, a 
nobler scope for ambition. I have hinted that 
what people are afraid of in democracy is less 
the thing itself than what they conceive to be 
its necessary adjuncts and consequences. It 
is supposed to reduce all mankind to a dead 
level of mediocrity in character and culture, 
to vulgarize men’s conceptions of life, and 
therefore their code of morals, manners, and 
conduct — to endanger the rights of property 
and possession. But I believe that the real 
gravamen of the charges lies in the habit it 
has of making itself generally disagreeable by 
asking the Powers that Be at the most incon- 
venient moment whether they are the powers 
that ought to be. If the powers that be arc in 
a condition to give a satisfactory answer to 
this inevitable question, they need feel in no 
way discomfited by it. 
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Few people take the trouble of trying to deckle directly upon every question of public 

out w at democracy really is. Yet this concern in a general assembly. An example 

woul be a^eat help, for it is our lawless and still survives in the tiny Swiss canton of Ap- 

uncertain thoughts it is the indefiniteness of penzell. But this imniediate inter\-ention of 
our impressions, that fill darkness, whether 5 the people in their own affairs is not of the 
m^ta or p ysic , with spectres and hob- essence of democracy; it is not necessary, nor 

goblins. Democracy is nothing more than an indeed, in most cases, practicable. Democra- 

expenment m government, more likely to sue- cies to which Mr. Lincoln’s definition would 

cee m ^ oew soil, but likely to be tried in all fairly enough apply hav'e existed, and now 
soils, which must stand or fall on its own lo exist, in which, though the supreme authority 
merits as others have done before it. For reside in the people, yet they can act only in- 
there is no trick of perpetual motion in poli- directly on the national jiolicy. 'Fhis genera- 
tics any more than in mechanics. President tion has seen a democracy with an imperial 
Lincoln defined democracy to be “the gov- figurehead, and in all that have ever existed 
ernment of the people by the people for the 15 the body politic has never embraced all the 
p>eople. ^ This is a sufficiently compact state- inhabitants included wit Inn its territory, the 
ment of it as a political arrangement. Theo- right to share in the direction of affairs has 
dore Parker said that “Democracy meant not been confined to citizens, and citizenship has 
‘I’m as good as you are,’ but ‘You’re as good been further restricted by various limitations, 
as I am. And this is the ethical conception 20 sometimes of property, sometimes of nativity, 
of it, necessary as a complement of the other; and always of age and sex. 
a conception which, could it be made actual The framers of the American Oonstitution 
and practical, would easily solve all the rid- wxtc far from wishing or intending to found a 
dies that the old sphinx of political and social democracy in the strict sense of the word, 
economy who sits by the roadside has been 25 though, as was inevitable, every expansion of 
proposing to mankind from the beginning, the scheme of government they elaborated 
and which mankind have shown such a singu- has been in a democratical direction. But 

lar talent for answering WTongly. In this this has been generally the slow result of 

sense Christ was the first true democrat that growth, and not the sudden innovation of 
ever breathed, as the old dramatist Dekker 30 theory; in fact, they have a profound disbe- 
said he was the first true gentleman. The lief in theory, and knew better than lo corn- 
characters may be easily doubled, so strong is mu the folly of breaking with the past. They 
the likeness between them. A beautiful and were not seduced l^y the Ixench fallacy that a 
profound parable of the Persian poet Jellala- new system of government could be ordered 
deen tells us that “One knocked at the Be- 35 like a new suit of clothes. They would as 
loved’s door, and a voice asked from within soon have thought of ordering a new suit of 
‘Who is there?’ and he answered Tt is L’ flesh and skin. It is only on the roaring loom 

Then the voice said, ‘This house will not hold of time that the stuff is woven for such a ves- 

me and thee’; and the door was not opened. lure of their thought and experience as they 
Then went the lover into the desert and fasted 40 were meditating. They recognized fully the 
and prayed in solitude, and after a year he value of tradition and nahit as the great allies 

returned and knocked again at the door; and of permanence and stability. They all had 

again the voice asked ‘Who is there?’ and he that distaste for innervation which belonged 

said ‘It is thyself; and the door was opened to to their race, and many of them a distrust of 

him.” But that is idealism, you will say, and 45 human nature derived frerm their creed. The 
this is an only too practical world. I grant it; day of sentiment was over, and no dithyram- 

but I am one of those who believe that the bic affirmations or fine-drawn analyses of the 

real wiU never find an irremovable basis till it Rights of Man would serve their present turn, 

rests on the ideal. It used to be thought that This was a practical question, and they ad- 

a democracy was possible only in a small ter- 50 dressed themselves to it as men of knowledge 
ritory, and this is doubtless true of a democ- and judgment should. Their problem was 

racy strictly defined, for in such all the citizens how to adapt English principles and prece- 
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dents to the new conditions of American life, 
and they solved it with singular discretion. 
They put as many obstacles as they could 
contrive, not in the way of the people’s will, 
but of their whim. With few exceptions they 5 
probably admitted the logic of the then ac- 
cepted syllogism, — democracy, anarchy, 
despotism. But this formula was framed upon 
the experience of small cities shut up to stew 
within their narrow walls, where the number 10 
of citizens made but an inconsiderable frac- 
tion of the inhabitants, where every passion 
was reverberated from house to house and 
from man to man with gathering rumor till 
every impulse became gregarious and there- 15 
fore inconsiderate, and every popular assem- 
bly needed but an infusion of eloquent sophis- 
try to turn it into a mob, all the more danger- 
ous because sanctified with the formality of 
law.^ 20 

Fortunately their ease was wholly different. 
They were to legislate for a widely scattered 
population and for States already practised 
in the discipline of a partial independence. 
They had an unequalled opportunity and 25 
enormous advantages. The material they 
had to work upon was already democratical 
by instinct and habitude. It was tempered 
to their hands by more than a century’s 
schooling in self-government. They had but 30 
to give permanent and conservative form to a 
ductile mass. In giving impulse and direc- 
tion to their new institutions, especially in 
supfilying them with checks and balances, 
they had a great help and safeguard in their 
federal organization. The different, some- 
times conflicting, interests and social systems 
of the several States made existence as a 
Union and coalescence into a nation condi- 
tional on a constant practice of moderation 
and compromise. The very elements of dis- 
integration were the best guides in political 
training. Their children learned the lesson 
of compromise only too well, and it was the 
application of it to a question of fundamental 
morals that cost us our ci\'il war. We learned 
once for all that compromise makes a good 
umbrella but a poor roof; that it is a tempo- 

* The effect of the electric telegraph in reproduc- 
ing this trooping of emotion and perhaps of opinion is 
yet to be measured. The effect of Darwinism as a 
disintegrator of huraanitarianism is ailso to be reck- 
oned with. [Lowell's note.'\ 


rary expedient, often wise in party politics, 
almost sure to be unwise in statesmanship. 

Has not the trial of democracy in America 
proved, on the whole, successful? If it had 
not, would the Old World be vexed with any 
fears of its proving contagious? This trial 
would have been less severe could it have been 
made with a people homogeneous in race, 
language, and traditions, whereas the United 
States have been called on to absorb and 
assimilate enormous masses of foreign popula- 
tion, heterogeneous in all these respects, and 
drawn mainly from that class which might 
fairly say that the world was not their friend, 
nor the world’s law. The previous condition 
too often justified the traditional Irishman, 
who, landing in New York and asked what 
his politics were, inquired if there was a 
Government there, and on being told that 
there was, retorted, “Thin I’m agin it!” W'e 
have taken from Europe the poorest, the most 
ignorant, the most turbulent of her people, 
and have made them over into good citizens, 
who have added to our wealth, and who are 
ready to die in defence of a country and of 
institutions which they know to be worth 
dying for. The exceptions have been (and 
they are lamentable exceptions) where these 
hordes of ignorance and poverty have coagu- 
lated in great cities. But the social system is 
yet to seek which has not to look the same 
terrible wolf in the eyes. On the other hand, 
at this very moment Irish peasants are buying 
up the womout farms of Massachusetts, and 
making them producthe again by the same 
virtues of industry and thrift that once made 
them profitable to the English ancestors of 
the men who are deserting them. To have 
achieved even these prosaic results (if you 
choose to call them so), and that out of mate- 
rials the most discordant, — I might say the 
most recalcitrant, — argues a certain benefi- 
cent virtue in the system that could do it, and 
is not to be accounted for by mere luck. Car- 
Ivle said scornfully that America meant only 
roast turkey every' day for every'body. He 
forgot that States, as Bacon said of wars, go 
on their bellies. As for the security of prop- 
erty, it should be tolerably well secured in a 
country where ev^ery other man hopes to be 
rich, even though the only property qualifica- 
tion be the ownership of tw'o hands that add 
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to the general wealth. Is it not the best se- 
curity for anything to interest the largest pos- 
sible number of persons in its preservation 
and the smallest in its division? In point of 
fact, far-seeing men count the increasing 5 
power of wealth and its combinations as one 
of the chief dangers with which the insliiu- 
tions of the United States are liireaiened in 
the not distant future. The right of individ- 
ual property is no doubt the \er\ corner- 10 
stone of civilization as hitherto undcrstot)d, 
but I am a little impatient of being told th.ai 
property is entitled lo exceptional considera- 
tion because it bears all burdens of the State. 

It bears those, indeed, which can most easily 
be borne, but poverty pays with us person t’t c 
chief expenses of war, pestilence, and famine. 
\Vealth should not forget this, for poceriy is 
beginning to think oi it now and then. l.(‘t 
me not be misunderstood. I see as clearly as jo 
any man possibly can, and rate as highlv, the 
value of wealth, and of hereditarc wealth, as 
the security of refinement, the h'cdin* of <ill 
those arts that ennoble and beautify life, and 
as making a country worth living in. Manv js 
an ancestral hall here in England has been a 
nursery of that culture w'hich has been of 
example and benefit to all. Old g(dd has a 
civilizing virtue which new' gold must grow 
old to be capable of secreting. 30 

I should not think of coming Ixdore you to 
defend or to criticise any fonn of gov(‘rnmcnt. 

All have their virtues, all their defects, and 
all have illustrated one period or another in 
the history of the race, with signal seiwiccs to 3s 
humanity and culture. There is not one tfiat 
could stand a cynical cross-examination In 
an experienced criminal lawver, extc[)t tliat 
of a perfectly wise and perfectly good despot, 
such as the world has never seen, except in 40 
that white-haired king of Browning's, who 

“Lived long ago 
In the morning of the world. 

When Earth w'as nearer Heaven than nov\ 

The English race, if they did not invent go\- ts 
ernment by discussion, has'e at least carried it 
nearest to perfection in practice. It seems a 
very safe and reasonable contrivance for 
occupying the attention of the country, and 
is certainly a better way of settling questions 30 
than by push of pike. Yet, if one should ask 
it why it should not rather be called govem- 
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ment bv gabble, ii would have to fumble in 
iis pocket a good v\iiiJe before it found the 
change for a convincing rt'fdy. As matters 
stand, too, it is beginning lo be doubtful 
w hclher Parli iinent and Congress sit at West- 
minster and Wasliington or m the editors’ 
rooms ol the leading ioiirnais, so thoroughly 
IS evei'N tiling debated before the authorized 
and iV'p'ausihie debaters get on their legs. 
And what shall we .sa\’ of government by a 
niajontv i 1 voic<'s’ 1 o a ]>cr.son who in the 
last ceniiUN would h.i\e called hini.self an 
linpailiai Oloerver, a numerical {ireponder- 
aiKc .scf'uis, on the wh(»i(‘, as clnin.sy a way of 
aiming at truth as coiiid vncII be dev ised, but 
(•.xjKTiciu c lias ajipauiitlv shown it lo lie a 
lonvcniciit arraiig<‘incn( for cleterinining 
what m<i\ be cspcdicni or advisable or prac- 
(ual)le at anv given inoincnt. 'riiith, after 
■ ill. wears ,1 dilteKMil lace to everybody, and 
It would he too tedious to wail till all were 
.igreecl. She is s.mi to lie at the bottom ol a 
w<‘ll, lor tlx' ,er\ reason, jieiliaps, that who- 
(\er looks down in se.iixli of her sees his own 
nn<ig(* at lh<‘ liottoni, .ind is j)ersuadecl not 
oiilv that he li.is seen the goddess, but that she 
IS lar better-lc>oking than he had imagined. 

The .iiguinents ag.unst universal suffrage 
are <‘CjUall) unanswerable. “What,” we ex- 
(kiim, “sinill J oin, Duk, .ind Harry have a.s 
niu(h weiuht in the a.s I?’’ Of course, 

nothing could he rncae absurd. Ancl yet uni- 
\( rsal sulhagf has not been the instrument of 
greater unwisdom tiian contrivances of a 
niorcj sckx ! desc iiption, Assernblie.s could Ix' 
iii(‘ntionc-d c oinf>ose(l entirely of .Ma.sters of 
.\i(s and Dcxlfjrs in Divinity which have 
sometimes sficnvn traces of human pa.ssion or 
f)re)udice in their votes. Havx! the Serene 
Highnc‘ssc-s and Enlightened (ylassc'.s carried 
(ju the busii'ess <A .Mankind so wc*ll, then, that 
then: is no u.se in trying a le'-s costly method? 
The dcnic.>cratic thc-ory is that thcase (kjnstitu- 
ticjns are likely tc> pren e stc^adiest which have 
the brc;adesl bas^-, that die right to vote makes 
a safety-valve of every voter, and that the Ix^st 
way of teaching a man how to vcjte is to give 
him the chance of practice. I'or the que.stion 
IS no Ifjngcr the academic one, “Is it wi.se to 
give every man the ballot?” but rather the 
practical one. “Is it prudent to deprive whole 
clas.sc.s of it any Icmger-''’ It may l>c conjee- 
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tured that it is cheaper in the long run to lift ing the principle of passive obedience, de- 
men up than to hold them down, and that the mocracy, ill understood, has slackened the 
ballot in their hands is less dangerous to soci- spring of that ductility to discipline which 
ety than a sense of wrong in their heads. At is essential to “the unity and married calm of 
any rate this is the dilemma to which the drift 5 States.” But I feel assured that experience 
of opinion has been for some time sweeping and necessity will cure this evil, as they have 
us, and in politics a dilemma is a more un- shown their power to cure others. And under 
manageable thing to hold by the horns than a what frame of policy have evils ever been 
wolf by the ears. It is said that the right of remedied till they became intolerable, and 
suffrage is not valued when it is indiscrimi- 10 shook men out of their indolent indifference 
nately bestowed, and there may be some through their fears? 

truth in this, for I have observed that what We are told that the inevitable result of 
men prize most is a privilege, even if it be democracy is to sap the foundations of per- 
that of chief mourner at a funeral. But is sonal independence, to weaken the principle 
there not danger that it will be valued at 15 of authority, to lessen the respect due to emi- 
more than its worth if denied, and that some nence, whether in station, virtue, or genius, 
illegitimate way will be sought to make up for If these things were so, society could not hold 

the want of it? Men who have a voice in together. Perhaps the best forcing-house of 

public affairs are at once affiliated with one robust individuality would be where public 
or other of the great parties between which 20 opinion is inclined to be most overbearing, as 
society is divided, merge their individual he must be of heroic temper who should walk 
hopes and opinions in its safer, because more along Piccadilly at the height of the season in 
generalized, hopes and opinions, are discip- a soft hat. As for authority, it is one of the 
lined by its tactics, and acquire, to a certain symptoms of the time that the religious rever- 
degree, the orderly qualities of an army. 25 ence for it is declining everywhere, but this is 
They no longer belong to a class, but to a due partly to the fact that state-craft is no 

body corporate. Of one thing, at least, we longer looked upon as a mystery, but as a 

may be certain, that, under whatever method business, and partly to the decay of supersth 
of helping things to go wrong man’s wit can tion, by which I mean the habit of respecting 
contrive, those who have the divine right to 30 what we are told to respect rather than what 
govern will be found to govern in the end, is respectable in itself. There is more rough 
and that the highest privilege to which the and tumble in the American democracy than 
majority of mankind can aspire is that of be- is altogether agreeable to people of sensitive 
ing governed by those wiser than they. Uni- nerves and refined habits, and the people take 
versal suffrage has in the United States some- 35 their political duties lightly and laughingly, 
times been made the instrument of inconsid- as is, perhaps, neither unnatural nor unbe- 
erate changes, under the notion of reform, coming in a young giant. Democracies can 
and this from a misconception of the true no more jump away from their own shadows 
meaning of popular government. One of than the rest of us can. They no doubt some- 
these has been the substitution in many of the 40 times make mistakes and pay honor to men 
States of popular election for official selection who do not deserve it. But they do this be- 
in the choice of judges. The same system cause they believe them worthy of it, and 
applied to military officers was the source of though it be true that the idol is the measure 
much evil during our civil war, and, I be- of the worshipper, yet the worship has in it 
lieve, had to be abandoned. But it has been 45 the germ of a nobler religion. But is it de- 
also true that on all great questions of na- mocracies alone that fall into these errors? I, 
tional policy a reserve of prudence and discre- who have seen it proposed to erect a statue to 
tion has been brought out at the critical Hudson, the railway king, and have heard 
moment to turn the scale in favor of a wiser Louis Napoleon hailed as the savior of society 
decision. An appeal to the reason of the 50 by men who certainly had no democratic 
people has never been known to fail in the associations or leanings, am not ready to 
long run. It is, perhaps, true that, by effac- think so. But democracies have likewise their 
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finer instincts. I hsve slso seen the wisest 
statesman and most pregnant speaker of our 
generation, a man of humble birth and un- 
gainly manners, of little culture beyond what 
his own genius supplied, become more abso- 5 
lute in power than any monarch of modern 
times through the reverence of his country- 
men for his honesty, his wdsdom, his sincerity, 
his faith in God and man, and the nobly 
humane simplicity of his character. And I lo 
remember another whom popular respect 
enveloped as with a halo, the least vulgar oi 
men, the most austerely genial, and the most 
independent of opinion. Wherever he went 
he never met a stranger, but everywhere 15 
neighbors and friends proud of him as their 
ornament and decoration. Inst itutions whic 1 1 
could bear and breed such men as Lincoln 
and Emerson had surely some energy for 
good. No, amid all the fruitless turmoil and 20 
miscarriage of the world, if there be one thing 
steadfast and of favorable omen, one thing to 
make optimism distrust its own obscure dis- 
trust, it is the rooted instinct in men to ad- 
mire what is better and more beautiful than 2- 
themselves. The touchstone of political and 
social institutions is their ability to sup])ly 
them with worthy objects of this sentiment, 
which is the very tap-root of civilization and 
progress. There would seem to be no readier 30 
way of feeding it with the elements of grow th 
and vigor than such an organization of soc i- 
ety as will enable men to respect them- 
selves, and so to justify them in respecting 
others. 3=5 

Such a result is quite possible under other 
conditions than those of an avowedly demo- 
cratical Constitution. For I take it that the 
real essence of democracy was fairly enough 
defined by the First Napoleon when he said 40 
that the French Revolution meant “la carri- 
ere ouverte aux talents” — a clear pathway 
for merit of whatever kind. I should be in- 
clined to paraphrase this by calling democ- 
racy that form of society, no matter what its 45 
political classification, in which every man 
had a chance and knew that he had it. If a 
man can climb, and feels himself encouraged 
to climb, from a coalpit to the highest posi- 
tion for which he is fitted, he can well afford 50 
to be indifferent what name is given to the 
government under which he lives. The Bailli 


of Miiabcau, uncle of the more famous trib- 
une of that name, wrote in 17^1: “The Eng- 
lish arc, in mv o[>inion, a hundred nines more 
agitated and more unfortunate th:m the very 
Algerines themselves, luHause they do not 
know and will not know till *ne di's; ruction of 
their over-swollm }>ower, wiiicn 1 believe 
ver\' neai, vslunher tlu'v .ire inoiuircliv, tiris- 
tocracy, or (k.nocracv, aiul wish to play llie 
part of all three ” lingkmd has not l>cen 
('bliging enough to liiliil ikc' bailir.s piophecy, 
.md perhaps d was this \er\ i arelcssncss 
about the name, aiul com (Tii aliout the .sul^- 
stance of j.- piilar gov i'rnmcnt, this skill in 
getting the best out ol things .is ihcv are, in 
unh/anc all tlie motives whn h infUieme men, 
and in givii'g one dinitioM to many im- 
Dulses. that has bta n a piiiuijMl 1. a tor of her 
greatness and power, l^crh.ips it is fortunate 
to have an unwiiinn ( Omi itiiiion, for men 
are prone to be tinkering the work of their 
own hands, whereas the s .iic im n* willing lo 
let lime and < in unisi.iiu e mend or modify 
wh.it lime and cirMnnsUtme h.ivf made. All 
fr(‘<‘ goveriimenis, wh. never liunr name, are 
m realitv gnv e nnnerits h\ publie opinion, arul 
it is on the- ejualilv e»f this jaiblic eipiniein tfiat 
their ])rosj)e‘rilv de pe neis I( is. tlierefeire, 
their fust elnly to ])niilv the- e-le-nunit freini 
whidi lhe-\ elraw the- lin alli of hie-. W'lth the 
greiuth ed (!enie)fra(\ iM'ows ;ilso the* fear, if 
not the dange-i, that this .iiniosjilieie- may f)C 
corrujite-d witls jeejiseaious e‘\h,)lat 10 ns from 
lower and more inalarnais |e-\els, and the 
question ek saninuion briejine-s iiioie- instant 
and pre-ssiiiu Denieuraev ii! its best se-nse is 
mcre-ly the- letting in e>j light aiie] ;iir. Lord 
Shcrliroek.e-. with fas usual e-picrarnmatir 
le-rse-ne-s'-. bids yai f dm at( voiir 1 iii ure- rulers. 
Kut would this alone- be a snfiie le rU safeguard? 
d'f) edumite ifie- irite-lijge lae js to eiilarge; the 
horizon of its desires arifl wants. And it is 
werll that thks .sftould be- so. P>ut the e nterpri.se 
must gei dee-per and fin fiare the way for .salis- 
King those desires ar,d wains in so far as they 
arc legitimate. What is I'-ally ominous of 
danger to the existing order <>1 things is not 
democracy (wfiich, properlv unele-rsfood, is a 
conserv ativ*^- foreej. but the Sociali.sm w-hich 
may find a fulcrum in it. If we cannot equal- 
ize conditi''*ns and fortune-.s any more than w'e 
ran equalize the brains of men and a very 
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sagacious person has said that “where two 
men ride of a horse one must ride behind” — 
we can yet, perhaps, do something to correct 
those methods and influences that lead to 
enormous inequalities, and to prevent their 5 
growing more enormous. It is all very well 
to pooh-pooh Mr. George and to prove him 
mistaken in his political economy. I do not 
believe that land should be divided because 
the quantity of it is limited by Nature. Of 10 
what may this not be said? A fortiori^ we 
might on the same principle insist on a divi- 
sion of human wit, for I have observed that 
the quantity of this has been even more in- 
conveniently limited. Mr. George himself 15 
has an inequitably large share of it. But he 
is right in his impelling motive; right, also, I 
am convinced, in insisting that humanity 
makes a part, by far the most important part, 
of political economy; and in thinking man to 20 
be of more concern and mcjre convincing 
than the longest columns of figures in the 
world. For unless you include human nature 
in your addition, your total is sure to be 
wrong and your deductions from it fallacious. 
Gomniunism means barbarism, but Social- 
ism means, or wishes to mean, co-operation 
and community of interests, sympathy, the 
giving to the hands not so large a share as to 
the brains, but a largi'r share than hitherto in 30 
the w’ealth they must combine to produce — 
means, in short, the practical application of 
Christianity to lil'e, and luis in it the secret of 
an orderly and benign reconstruction. State 
Socialism would cut off die very roots in per- 35 
sonal character — self-help, forethought, and 
frugality — which nourish and sustain the 
trunk and branches of e\'ciy" vigorous Com- 
monwealth. 

1 do not beliex e in c iolcnt changes, nor do 40 
I expect them. Things in possession have a 
very^ firm grip. One of the strongest cements 
3f society is the conviction of mankind that 
the state of things into \\'hich they are born is 
1 part of the order of the universe, as natural, 45 
et us say, as that the sun should go round the 
iarth. It is a con\'iction that they will not 
lurrender except on compulsion, and a wise 
lociety should look to it that diis compulsion 
)e not put upon them. P'or the individual 50 
nan there is no radical cure, outside of hu- 
nan nature itself, for the evils to which hu- 


man nature is heir. The rule will always 
hold good that you must 
‘‘Be your own palace or the world’s your gaol.” 
But for artificial evils, for evils that spring 
from want of thought, thought must find a 
remedy somewhere. There has been no pe- 
riod of time in wTich wealth has been more 
sensible of its duties than now. It builds 
hospitals, it establishes missions among the 
poor, it endows schools. It is one of the ad- 
vantages of accumulated wealth, and of the 
leisure it renders possible, that people have 
time to think of the wants and sorrows of 
their fellows. But all these remedies are 
partial and palliative merely. It is as if we 
should apply plasters to a single pustule of the 
small-pox with a view of driving out the dis- 
ease. The true way is to discover and to 
extirpate the germs. As society is now con- 
stituted these are in the air it breathes, in the 
water it drinks, in things that seem, and 
which it has always believed, to be the most 
innocent and healthful. The evil elements it 
neglects corrupt these in their springs and 
^ pollute them in their courses. Let us be of 
good cheer, however, remembering that the 
misfortunes hardest to bear are those which 
ne\ er come. The world has outlived much, 
and w'ill outli\’e a great deal more, and men 
have contrived to be happy in it. It has 
shown the strength of its constitution in 
nothing more than in surviving the quack 
medicines it has tried. In the scales of the 
destinies brawn will never weigh so much as 
brain. Our healing is not in the storm or in 
the whirlwind, it is not in monarchies, or 
aristocracies, or democracies, but will be re- 
vealed by the still small voice that speaks to 
the conscience and the heart, prompting us to 
a wider and wiser humanity. 

Harvard Anniversary 

{ 1886 ) 

In this address Lowell spoke concerning liberal 
education in a democracy, giving emphasis to the 
humane studv of letters. The occasion was the 
250th annn ersary of Harvard College. 

“Lowell as a Teacher” is the subject of an essay 
by Barrett Wendell in Stelligeri, 1893. As a scholar 
he was recognized by election to the presidency of 
the Modern Language Association, before which 
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organization he gave in 1889 an address stating 
the case for “The Study of Modern Languages.” 

* * * I hope the day may never come 
when the weightier matters of a language, 
namely, such parts of its literature as have 5 
overcome death by reason of their wisdom 
and of the beauty in which it is incarnated, 
such parts as are universal by reason of their 
civilizing properties, their power to elevate 
and fortify the mind, — I hope the day may i 
never come when these are not predominant 
in the teaching given here. Let the Humani- 
ties be maintained undiminished in their an- 
cient right. Lea\'e in their traditional pre- 
eminence those arts that were rightly called 1 
liberal; those studies that kindle the imagina- 
tion, and through it irradiate the reason; 
those studies that manumitted the modern 
mind; those in which the brains of finest tem- 
per have found alike their stimulus and their 2 
repose, taught by them that the power of in- 
tellect is heightened in proportion as it is 
made gracious by measure and symmetry. 
Give us science, too, but give first of all, and 
last of all, the science that ennobles life and 2 
makes it generous. I stand here as a man of 
letters, and as a man of letters I must speak. 
But I am speaking with no exclusive inten- 
tion. No one believes more firmly than I in 
the usefulness, I might well say the necessity, 3 
of variety in study, and of opening the freest 
scope possible to the prevailing bent of ever)^ 
mind when that bent shows itself to be so pre- 
dominating as to warrant it. Many-sided- 
ness of culture makes our vision clearer and 3 
keener in particulars. For after all, the no- 
blest definition of Science is that breadth and 
impartiality of view which liberates the mind 
from specialties, and enables it to organize 
whatever we learn, so that it become real 4 
Knowledge by being brought into true and 
helpful relation with the rest. 

By far the most important change that has 
been introduced into the theory and practice 
of our teaching here by the new position in 4 
which we find ourselves has been that of the 
elective or voluntary system of studies. We 
have justified ourselves by the familiar prov- 
erb that one man may lead a horse to water, 
but ten can’t make him drink. Proverbs are s 
excellent things, but we should not let even 
proverbs bully us. They are the wisdom of 


the understanding, not of the higher reason. 
There is another animal, which even Simon- 
ides could compliment onlv on the spindlc- 
side of his pedigree, and vJiich ten men could 
not lead to water, much le.ss make him drink 
when tliey got him thither Ai\ we nut try- 
ing to force utmersitv te rms mto ei)llege 
methods too narrow fur tliem;’ There is some 
danger that th.» lecti\ e system ma\ be pushed 
0 too far anti too last, d heie are not a iew wlu^ 
think that it has gone loo far already. And 
they think so iiecause we ate in i)roce.ss of 
transformation, still in the lu/obledehov pe- 
riod, not h.'o ing teased to be a eoll(‘ge, nor yet 
5 having reai hed the lull manhootl oi a univer- 
sity, so that we speak with that ainbigiunis 
voice, half bass, hall tieble, or mixetl of both, 
which is proper to .1 teitam stage of adolt's- 
cence. We are trying to do two things with 
o one tool, and that tool not specially ad. ipteil 
to either. Are our stiulents old enough thor- 
oughly to understand tli'* iin])orl of the clioiec 
they are called on to in. ike, and, il old enough, 
are they wise enoiigli.'’ Sh.ill their parents 
make the choice loi iheiir’ I am not sure 
that e\en p.inmts art' st> wise .is the unbroken 
(‘Xpenenee and [ir.it tite ol in.mkiiuh We are 
Lomforted liy bi'ing told tii.it in (his we are 
only com[)ly ing w It h wh.il is c allcfi the Spirit 
D of the Age, which m.iy be, after .ill, only a 
finer name for the niisf lii(“\ oiis goblin known 
to our fon'f.itheis as Put k. I li.i\<* seen sev'- 
eral S[iirits of (ht* Age in my time, ol very dif- 
ferent vok es and suniinoniiig m very diflerent 
^ direr turns, l)Ut unanimons iii theii propensity 
to land us in the mire at last. W’oulrl ii not be 
safer to riiakt* sure first whetlier the Spirit of 
the Age, wdio wouki be a very' insignificant 
fellow if we <'lt)c ked him oi his t apitals, lu- ntit 
3 a lying spirit, since such there .ire? Il is at 
least curicjiis that, wliile tlu: rntjre advaiuc’d 
teaching has a .strong drift in the vtdunlary 
direction, the compulsory' system, as respects 
primary studies, is gaining gnmnd. Is it 
5 indeed so self-evident a pro[>osiiion as it 
seems to many that “You may” is as whole- 
some a les.son for youth as ‘ You must”? Is it 
so good a fore-schooling for Life, which will 
be a teacher of quite other mocxl, making us 
0 learn, rod in hand, precisely those lessons we 
should not have chosen? I have, to be sure, 
heard the late President Quincy {clarum el 
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venerabile nomen) say that if a young man came 
hither and did nothing more than rub his 
shoulders against the college buildings for 
four years, he would imbibe some tincture of 
sound learning by an involuntary process of s 
absorption. The founders of the College also 
believed in some impulsions towards science 
communicated d tergo but of sharper virtue, 
and accordingly armed their president with 
that ductor dubitantium which was wielded to lo 
such good purpose by the Reverend James 
Bowyer at Christ’s Hospital in the days of 
Coleridge and Lamb. They believed with 
the old poet that whipping was “a wild bene- 
fit of nature,” and, could they have read 15 
Wordsworth’s exquisite stanza, 

‘‘One impulse from a vernal wood 
May teach you more of man, 

Of moral evil and of good, 

Than all the sages can,” 20 

they would have struck out “vernal” and 
inserted “birchen” on the margin. 

1 am not, of course, arguing in favor of a 
return to those vapulatory methods, but the 
birch, like many other things that have passed 25 
out of the region of the practical, may have 
another term of usefulness as a symbol after it 
has ceased to be a reality. 

One is sometimes tempted to think that all 
learning is as repulsive to ingenuous youth as 30 
the multiplication table to Scott’s little friend 
Marjorie Fleming, though this is due in great 
part to mechanical methods of teaching. “I 
am now going to tell you,” she writes, “the 
horrible and wretched plaege that my multi- 35 
plication table gives me; you can’t conceive 
it; the most Devilish thing is 8 times 8 and 7 
times 7 ; it is what nature itself can’t endure.” 

I know that I am approaching treacherous 
ashes which cover burning coals, but I must 40 
on. Is not Greek, nay, even Latin, yet more 
unendurable than poor Marjorie’s task? How 
many boys have not sympathized with Heine 
in haling the Romans because they invented 
Latin Grammar? And they were quite right, 45 
for w^e begin the study of languages at the 
wrong end, at the end which nature does not 
offer us, and are thoroughly tired of them be- 
fore we arrive at them, if you will pardon the 
bull. But is that any reason for not studying 50 
them in the right way? I am familiar with 
the arguments for making the study of Greek 


especially a matter of choice or chance. I 
admit their plausibility and the honesty of 
those who urge them. I should be willing 
also to admit that the study of the ancient 
languages without the hope or the prospect 
of going on to what they contain would be 
useful only as a form of intellectual gymnas- 
tics. Even so they would be as serviceable as 
the higher mathematics to most of us. But I 
think that a wise teacher should adapt his 
tasks to the highest, and not the lowest, capac- 
ities of the taught. For those lower also they 
would not be wholly without profit. When 
there is a tedious sermon, says George Her- 
bert, 

“God takes a text and teacheth patience,” 
not the least pregnant of lessons. One of the 
arguments against the compulsory study of 
Greek, namely, that it is wiser to give our 
time to modern languages and modern his- 
tory than to dead languages and ancient his- 
tory, involves, I think, a verbal fallacy. Only 
those languages can properly be called dead 
in which nothing living has been written. 
If the classic languages are dead, they yet 
speak to us, and with a clearer voice than 
that of any living tongue. 

“Graiis ingenium, Graiis dedit ore rotundo 

Musa ioqui, prEeter laudem nullius avans.” 

If their language is dead, yet the literature 
it enshrines is rammed with life as perhaps no 
other writing, except Shakespeare’s, ever was 
or will be. It is as contemporary with to-day 
as with the ears it first enraptured, for it ap- 
peals not to the man of then or now, but to 
the entire round of human nature itself. Men 
are ephemeral or evanescent, but whatever 
page the authentic soul of man has touched 
with her immortalizing finger, no matter how 
long ago, is still young and fair as it was to the 
world’s gray fathers. Oblivion looks in the 
face of the Grecian Muse only to forget her 
errand. Plato and Aristotle are not names 
but things. On a chart that should represent 
the firm earth and wavering oceans of the 
human mind, they would be marked as moun- 
tain-ranges, forever modifying the tempera- 
ture, the currents, and the atmosphere of 
thought, astronomical stations whence the 
movements of the lamps of heaven might best 
be observed and predicted. Even for the 
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mastering of our own tongue, there is no ex- 
pedient so fruitfiil as translation out of an- 
other; how much more when that other is a 
language at once so precise and so flexible as 
the Greek! Greek literature is also the most 5 
fruitful comment on our own, Coleridge lias 
told us with what profit he wns made to study 
Shakespeare and Milton in conjunction with 
the Greek dramatists. It is no sentimental 
argument for this study that the most justly 10 
balanced, the most serene, and the most 
fecundating minds since the revival of learn- 
ing have been steeped in and saturated with 
Greek literature. We know not whither other 
studies will lead us, especially if dissociated 15 
from this; we do know to w'hat summits, far 
above our lower region of turmoil, this has 
led, and what the many-sided outlook thence. 
Will such studies make anachronisms of us, 
unfit us for the duties and the business of to- 20 
day? I can recall no writer more truly mod- 
ern than Montaigne, who was almost more at 
home in Athens and Rome than in Paris. 
Yet he was a thrifty manager of his estate and 
a most competent mayor of Bordeaux. I re- 25 
member passing once in London where de- 
molition for a new thoroughfare W'as going 
on. Many houses left standing in the rear of 
those cleared away bore signs with the in- 
scription “Ancient Lights.” This was the 30 
protest of their owners against being built out 
by the new improvements from such glimpse 
of heaven as their fathers had, without ade- 
quate equivalent. I laid the moral to 
heart. * * * 3^ 

What we need more than anything else is 
to increase the number of our highly culti- 
vated men and thoroughly trained minds; for 
these, wherever they go, are sure to carry with 
them, consciously or not, the seeds of sounder .40 
thinking and of higher ideals. The only w ay 
in which our civilization can be maintained 
^ven at the level it has reached, the only way 
in which that level can be made more general 
ind be raised higher, is by bringing the in- 4s 
^uence of the more cultivated to bear with 
greater energy and directness on the less culii- 
/ated, and by opening more inlets to those 
ndirect influences which make for refinement 
)f mind and body. Democracy must show 50 
ts capacity for producing not a higher aver- 
age man, but the highest piossible types of 


manhood in all its manifold varieties, or it is a 
failure. No matter what it does for the btxly, 
if it do not in some sort satisfy that inex- 
tinguishable passion of tiie soul for something 
that lilts life away Iroui prose, from the com- 
mon and the \iilgar, it is a l.iilurc. l^nless it 
know how to make itself uiacious and win- 
ning, it is a failure Has 11 clone this? Is it 
doing this’ Oi living to do it.'* Not yet, 1 
think, if one mav judct' by that ctinimonjilac'e 
of our newspa pel's that an \nienc an w lio stays 
long cnotigli ]«. Lairope is .sun* if) line! his own 
country' unendnral)le when he eonies l>ark. 
This is no' true, if 1 tnae indee from some 
little cxpcneiKf', hut il is ini» lesimg as imply- 
ing a cert. tin consc lonsncss, ^^!)ich is of the 
most hopeful aumirv. lUii \\(“ must not lx* 
imiiatienl. 11 is a fai (tn fmiii ihe flwellers in 
caves to e\en such (i\i)i/aiion is we have 
achieved. I am consc ions that life has IxTn 
try-ing to (i\ili/(' me loi- now nearlv se\-enty 
years with what seoin to in(‘ \('rv inadr-quate 
results. nV cannot aflord to vsait, hut the 
R<ice (an. And when 1 six-ak of ( i\’iIi/alion I 
mean those tilings that lend to devi'iop the 
moral fortes of Man, and not mendy to 
(juicken his .i'MIkUk sensibiluv , tliough there 
is often a neaicr n-lafion IxMwren the two 
than IS j)opularlv l)eh<-vefl. 

I'he tendfuify of .i jirospc'rous Democrafy 
— and hiihfrio we ha\e had lillle to do but 
prosper- IS towaids an overweening con- 
fidence in ilsv-lf and its home-made methods, 
an overestimate of inairnal siufcs*-. and a 
conespondmg indiffen ih e to the things of 
the mineJ. d he popular ideal f/f stu r ess seems 
to be more than e\ei lx fore ihe at i uinulation 
of riches. I say “seems." for it may f>e only 
because the opportuiiii les ao- creater. I am 
not ignorant that we.ilih is (hr ere it fertilizer 
of civilization, and oj du- ar's that beautify it. 
d'he very' names of ( iv ili/ation and ]>oliteness 
show that the refiriemeni of manners which 
made th<! arts jros^^ible is the birth of cities, 
where wealth earliest at ruinnlatf'd Irerause it 
found itsf If sef lire Wealth may be an excel- 
lent thinv. for if means [rower, it means lei- 
sure, it mean'* liber' v 

But these, divorced from culture, that is, 
from intelligent purj) jse, become the very 
mockery' of their own essence, iifil goods, but 
evils fatal to their fxrjsscssor, and bring with 
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them, like the Niblung hoard, a doom instead 
of a blessing. A man rich only for himself has 
a life as barren and cheerless as that of the 
serpent set to guard a buried treasure. I am 
saddened when I see our success as a nation 5 
measured by the number of acres under tillage 
or bushels of wheat exported; for the real 
value of a country must be weighed in scales 
more delicate than the Balance of Trade. 
The garners of Sicily are empty now, but the 10 
bees from all climes still fetch honey from the 
tiny garden-plot of Theocritus. On a map of 
the world you may cover Judea with your 
thumb, Athens with a fingertip, and neither 
of them figures in the Prices Current; but 15 
they still lord it in the thought and action of 
every civilized man. Did not Dante cover 
with his hood all that was Italy six hundred 
years ago? And, if we go back a century, 
where was Germany outside of Weimar? 20 
Material success is good, but only as the neces- 
sary preliminary^ of better things. The meas- 
ure of a nation’s true success is the amount it 
has contributed to the thought, the moral 
energy, the intellectual happiness, the spirit- 25 
ual hope and consolation, of mankind. There 
is no other, let our candidates flatter us as 
they may. We still make a eonfusion be- 
tween huge and great. I know that I am 
repeating truisms, but they are truisms that 30 
need to be repeated in season and out of sea- 
son. 

The most precious property of Culture and 
of a college as its trustee is to maintain higher 
ideals of life and its purjxise, to keep trimmed 35 
and burning the lamps of that pharos, built 
by wiser than we, which warns from the reefs 
and shallows of popular doctrine. In propor- 
tion as there are more thoroughly cultivated 
persons in a community will the finer uses of 40 
prosperity be taught and the vulgar uses of it 
become disreputable. And it is such persons 
that WT are commissioned to send out wdth 
such consciousness of their fortunate vocation 
and such devotion to it as we may. We are 45 
confronted with unc.xamplcd problems. First 
of all is democracy, and that under conditions 
in great part novel, with its hitherto imper- 
fectly tabulated results, whether we consider 
its effect upon national character, on popular 50 
thought, or on the functions of law and gov- 
ernment; we have to deal with a time when 


the belief seems to be spreading that truth not 
only can but should be settled by a show of 
hands rather than by a count of heads, and 
that one man is as good as another for all pur- 
poses, — as, indeed, he is till a real man is 
needed; with a time when the press is more 
potent for good or for evil than ever any 
human agency was before, and yet is con- 
trolled more than ever before, by its interests 
as a business rather than by its sense of duty 
as a teacher, and must purvey news instead 
of intelligence; with a time when divers and 
strange doctrines touching the greatest human 
interests are allowed to run about unmuzzled 
in greater number and variety than ever be- 
fore since the Reformation passed into its 
stage of putrefactive fermentation; with a 
time when the idols of the market-place are 
more devoutly worshipped than ever Diana 
of the Ephesians was; when the guilds of the 
Middle Ages are revived among us with the 
avowed purpose of renew ing by the misuse of 
universal suffrage the class-legislation to es- 
cape which W'e left the Old World; when the 
electric telegraph, by making public opinion 
simultaneous, is also making it liable to those 
delusions, panics, and gregarious impulses 
which transform otherwise reasonable men 
into a mob; and when, above all, the better 
mind of the country^ is said to be growing 
more and more alienated from the highest of 
all sciences and services, the government of 
it. I have drawm up a dreary^ catalogue, and 
the moral it points is this: That the College, 
in so far as it continues to be still a college, as 
in great part it does and must, is and should 
be limited by certain preexisting conditions, 
and must consider first what the more general 
objects of education are W'ithout neglecting 
special aptitudes more than cannot be helped. 
That more general purpose is, I take it, to set 
free, to supple, and to train the faculties in 
such WTse as shall make them most effective 
for whatever task life may afterwards set 
them, for the duties of life rather than for its 
business, and to open windows on every side 
of the mind where thickness of wall does not 
prevent it. 

Let our aim be, as hitherto, to give a good 
all-round education fitted to cope with as 
many exigencies of the day as possible. I had 
rather the College should turn out one of 
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Aristotle’s foursquare men, capable of hold- In the College proper, I repeal, for ii is the 
ing his own in whatever field he may be cast, birthday of the College that we arc celebrat- 
than a score of lopsided ones deveIop)ed ab- ing, it is the College that ue love and of 

normally in one direction. Our schen*e which we are proud, let it continue to give 

should be adapted to the wants of the major- 5 such a training as will fit the rich to be 
ity of under-graduates, to the objects that trusted with riclics, and the pooi' to u it hstand 

drew them hither, and to such training as the tempt.uions of [)o\ ert\ . (a\ (“ to Histors . 

will make the most of them after they come. give to Political Pcononn. that ample vei^ge 

Special aptitudes are sure to take care of the times dcir.and, but witli no detriment to 
themselves, but the latent possibilities of the 10 those lilxM.ii Arts wliicit lia\e fornuxl open- 
average mind can only be discovered by ex- minded men and good eiti/tms in tlie past, 
periment in many directions. When I speak nor liave lost the skill to form them. Let it be 
of the average mind, I do not mean that the our hope n* make a gentleman oi e\en yoiitli 
courses of study should be adapted to the who is put under our tlaage: not a (otuen- 
average level of intelligence, but to the high- i , tional gendeman, but a man of euliure. a 
est, for in these matters it is wiser to grade man of intellei tual lesotine, a man ol publie 
upwards than downw'ards, since the best is spirit, a m.m oi reli'u'inent, wub tliat good 

the only thing that is good enough. To keep t.iste which is the c onsi iei > i' ol the mind, and 

the wing-footed down to the pace of the that eonseiont e w hu h is tlu* good taste ol the 

leaden-soled disheartens the one without in 20 soul llns we lia\e tried to do m the jiast. 
the least encouraging the other. ‘‘Brains,” tins let us ir\ to dn m the fuiun'. WeeanneU 

says Machiavelli, “are of three generations, cU' lliis for all, at i>cs(. ]>eTiM])s onls tor tin* 

those that understand of themselves, those l(‘w, but tin* i’dlui'i't '• lot good of a highlN 

that understand wLen another shows them, traiiu'd inirlhgeiue .nul a haimoniously dc- 

and those that understand neither of them- 2s \<‘loped c har.ic ier is inc oh ul.ilih’, lor though 
selves nor by the showdng of others.” It is the it be subde .mcl ui.idu.il in ns o|)«M.Jtion, it is 

first class that should set the stint; the second as p(T\asi\e .is it is subtle, llieit* may lx 

wall get on better than if they had set it them- lew of ihc'se, then* must Ix' lew, but 

selves; and the third wall at least have the ^ jj ^ 

pleasure of watching the others show their 30 Doth ever live and move and work and siirrc.” 
paces. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809-1894) 

Holmes was born in Cambridtje. He v.as born into the ^o-i all. ti Ib-ibinni < r.st. of 
New England, and, during his long lilc m BoMoh. on.- ol llie pillats of tliat 

society, one of its favorite physicians, and us chiH wit. ^ 

He was brought up “under the slia.IoM ol tl.i- W ..'•liin'jion l.lni. ,ii|.-n(l.-<l I’liiilip' 

Academv, entered Harvard in lK2x and '.naduated i.i <!ur,.,n,M- ,,1 lour x-ars A 
year in the law school followed, in which he did not let his lav. st.idi.-s inu rferc too 
much ts-ith his verse w-riting. While still a lav student, in IH -t), li. ui.jI.. a fury 
lyric that made his name known througl.ottt the .ountry, “Old ironsides.” The 
same year he found a new interest tiiat would <<.n,rx:te more surtessfully with lus 
writing than would the law, and he spent four years in barrl study of it edit me m Bos- 
ton and Paris, later in other Continental c ities 

Returning to America in 1835, he began to practice medicine in Boston (he texA a.s 
his motto “the smallest fevers thankfully rcceivcd"h and wrote and lectured on the 
side. His first volume of poems had been issued in 1 H33, aix 1 he ( ontinucd to prcxiuce 
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occasional verses, essays, and medicinal dissertations. In 1838 he began a short pe- 
riod as professor of anatomy at Dartmouth College, and in 1847 entered upon thirty- 
five years of successful teaching as professor of anatomy and physiology in the Har- 
vard Medical School. 

When Lowell became editor of the Atlantic Monthly in 1857 he accepted the posi- 
tion on the condition that Holmes should contribute constantly. To the early num- 
bers of this new magazine, Holmes sent The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, published 
in 1 858. The Professor at the Breakfast Table followed a year later, Elsie Venner, a novel, 
in 1861, and The Poet at the Breakfast Table in 1872. He wrote more essays, more 
“medicated novels,” and some excellent familiar verse. When he visited Europe in 
1 886, at the age of 77, he captivated London just as he had won Boston. Oxford gave 
him a D.C.L,, Cambridge and Edinburgh, LL.D. Holmes died in Boston, the last 
survivor of the great New England group. 

The standard edition is the Riverside, in 13 volumes, 1891. The standard 
biography is Life and Letters of Oliver Wendell Holmes, by J. T. Morse, 2 volumes, 
1896. There are good essays on Holmes by Leslie Stephen, Studies of a Biographer, 
1907, vol. II, and by H. H. Clark, “Dr. Holmes: Re-interpretation,” New England 
Quarterly, 1939. S. 1. Hayakawa and H. M. Jones edited the selections in the AWS, 
1939. 


The Ballad of the Oysterman 

(1830) 

It was a tall young oysterman lived by the 
river-side, 

His shop was just upon the bank, his boat was 
on the tide; 

The dauglitcr of a fisherman, that was so 
straight and slim. 

Lived over on the other bank, right opposite 
to him. 

It was the pensive oysterman that saw a 
lovely maid, 5 

Upon a moonlight evening, a-sitting in the 
shade: 

He saw her wave her handkerchief, as much 
as if to say, 

“Pm wide awake, young oysterman, and all 
the folks away,” 

Then up arose the oysterman, and to himself 
said he, 

“I guess ril leave the skiff at home, for fear 
that folks should see; lo 

I read it in the story-book, that, for to kiss his 
dear, 

Leander swam the Hellespont, — and I will 
swim this here.” 


And he has leaped into the waves, and crossed 
the shining stream. 

And he has clambered up the bank, all in the 
moonlight gleam; 

Oh there were kisses stveet as dew, and words 
as soft as rain, — 15 

But they have heard her father’s step, and in 
he leaps again ! 

Out spoke the ancient fisherman, — “Oh, 
what was that, my daughter?” 

“’Twas nothing but a pebble, sir, I threw 
into the water.” 

“And what is that, pray tell me, love, that 
paddles off so fast?” 

“It’s nothing but a porpoise, sir, that’s been 
a-swimming past.” 20 

Out spoke the ancient fisherman, — “Now 
bring me my harpoon! 

I’ll get into my fishing-boat, and fix the fel- 
low soon.” 

Down fell that pretty innocent, as falls a 
snow-white lamb, 

Her hair drooped round her pallid cheeks, 
like seaweed on a clam. 

Alas for those two loving ones 1 she waked not 
from her s wound, 25 

And he was taken with the cramp, and in the 
waves was drowned; 



OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES 


795 


But Fate has metamorphosed them, in pity of 
their woe, 

And now they keep an oyster-shop for mer- 
maids down below. 


Old Ironsides 

{1830) 

“The frigate Constitution, historic indeed, but 
old and unsea worthy, then lying in the na\y 
yard at Charlestown, was condemned by the 
Navy Department to be destroyed. Holmes read 
this in a newspaper paragraph, and it stirred 
him. On a scrap of paper, with a lead pencil, he 
rapidly shaped the impetuous stanzas of ‘Old 
Ironsides,’ and sent them to the Daily Advertiser^ of 
Boston. Fast and far they travelled through the 
newspaper press of the country; they were even 
printed in hand-bills and circulated about the 
streets of Washington. An occurrence, which 
otherwise would probably have passed unnoticed, 
now stirred a national indignation. The aston- 
ished Secretary made haste to retrace a step which 
he had taken quite innocently in the way of busi- 
ness. The Constitution’s tattered ensign was not 
torn down. The ringing, spirited verses gave the 
gallant ship a reprieve, which satisfied sentimen- 
tality, and a large part of the people of the United 
States had heard of O. W. Holmes, law student at 
Cambridge, who had only come of age a month 
ago” (Morse’s Life, I, 79-80). 

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down ! 

Long has it waved on high. 

And many an eye has danced to sec 
That banner in the sky; 

Beneath it rung the battle shout, 5 

And burst the cannon’s roar; 

The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more. 

Her deck, once red with heroes’ blood. 

Where knelt the vanquished foe, lo 

When winds were hurrying o’er the flood. 
And waves were white below. 

No more shall feel the victor’s tread. 

Or know the conquered knee; 

The harpies of the shore shall pluck 15 

The eagle of the sea ! 

Oh, better that her shattered hulk 
Should sink beneath the wave; 

Her thunders shook the mighty deep, 

And there should be her grave; 20 


Nail to the mast her holy flag, 

Set every threadbare sail, 

And give her to the god of storms, 

The lightning and the gale! 

My Aunt 

(1831) 

My aunt! 11 . y Jear unmarried aunt! 

Long )ears have o'er lier flown; 

Yet still she strains the aching clasp 
That luiul.s her virgin zone: 

1 know it hurls her, — though siu* looks s 
As chee rful as .she can; 

Her waist is ampler th.m her life, 

For life is but a span. 

My aunt! mv poor deluded aunt! 

Her hair is almost gray; 10 

Why will she train that winter curl 
In such a sprmg-hke way? 

How can she lay licr glasses down. 

And say she reafls as well, 

When through a double convex lens iS 

She just ni.ike.s out to spell? 

Her father— grandjiapa! forgive 
This erring li}) its .smile.s — 

Vowed she should make the finctst girl 

Within a hundred miles; 20 

He sent her to a stvlish s( hool; 

’Twas in her thirteenth June; 

And with her, as the rules required, 

“Two lowcl.s and a sjioon.” 

They hi aced iny aunt against a board, 25 
To make her straight and tall; 

They laced her up, they starved her down. 

To make her ligiit and small; 

They pinched her feet, they singed her hair. 
They screwed it up with pins; — 30 

Oh, never mortal suffered more 
In penance for her .sins. 

So, when my precious aunt was done, 

My grandsirc brought her back 
(By daylight, lest some rabid youth 35 

Might follow on the tra(k); 

“Ah!” said my grandsirc, as he .shook 
Some powder in his pan, 

“WTiat could this lovely creature do 

Against a dc.sf>eratc man !” 40 
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Alas! nor chariot, nor barouche, 

Nor bandit cavalcade, 

Tore from the trembling father’s arms 
His all-accomplished maid. 

For her how happy had it been ! 

And Heaven had spared to me 
To see one sad, ungathered rose 
On my ancestral tree. 

The Last Leaf 

{1831 or 1832) 

“The poem was suggested by the sight of a figure 
well known to Bostonians [in 1831 or 1832], that 
of Major Thomas Melville, ‘the last of the cocked 
hats,’ as he was sometimes called. The Major had 
been a personable young man, very evidently, and 
retained evidence of it in 

d’he monumeiudl pomp of age — 
which had something imposing and something odd 
alxiut It for youthful eyes hke'minc. He was "often 
pointed at as one of the ‘Indians’ of the famous 
‘Boston 'fea-Party’ of 1774, His aspect among the 
crowds of a later generation reminded me of a 
withered leaf v\hidi has held to its stem through 
the stoims of autumn and winter, and finds itself 
still t hngmg to its bough while the new growths of 
spring are bui sting their buds and .spreading their 
foliage all around it. I make this explanation for 
the benefit of those who have been puzzled by the 
lines, 

The l.ist leef upon the tree 
In the <;pring.^' 

I saw him om e before, 

As he passed by the door. 

And again 

The pavement stones resound. 

As he totters o’er the ground 
With his cane. 

They say that in his prime, 

Ere the pruning-knife of Time 
Cut him down. 

Not a better man was found 
By the Crier on his round 
Through the town. 

But now he w^alks the streets, 

And he looks at all he meets 
Sad and wan, 

And he shakes his feeble head. 

That it seems as if he said, 

“They are gone.” 


The mossy marbles rest 
On the lips that he has prest 2 

In their bloom. 

And the names he loved to hear 
45 Have been carved for many a year 
On the tomb. 

My grandmamma has said 2 

Poor old lady, she is dead 
Long ago — 

That he had a Roman nose. 

And his cheek was like a rose 
In the snow; 

But now his nose is thin. 

And it rests upon his chin 
Like a staff, 

And a crook is in his back. 

And a melar.choly crack 35 

In his laugh. 

I know it is a sin 
For me to sit and grin 
At him here; 

But the old three-cornered hat, 40 

And the breeches, and all that. 

Are so queer! 

And if I should live to be 
The last leaf upon the tree 
In the spring, 

Let them smile, as I do now, 

At the old forsaken bough 
Where I cling. 

The Chambered Nautilus 
( 1858 ) 

Embedded in The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
are a number of Holmes's poems of 1857-58, in- 
cluding “The Chambered Nautilus,” “The Living 
Temple,” and “The Deacon’s Masterpiece, or, 
The Wonderful ‘One-Hoss Shay.’ ” These three 
are reprinted in the present volume, the first two 
among Holmes’s poems, and the “One-Hoss- 
Shay” in its original setting among the selections 
from The Autocrat (see pp. 816-17). 

“The Chambered Nautilus” is introduced by 
the Autocrat as follows: “ — Did I not say to you a 
little while ago that the universe swam in an ocean 
of similitudes and analogies? I will not quote 
Cowley, or Bums, or Wordsworth, just now', to 
show vou what thoughts were suggested to them 
by the simplest natural objects, such as a flower or 
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a leaf; but I will read you a few lines, if you do not 
object, suggested by looking at a section of one of 
those chambered shells to \vhich is given the name 
of Pearly Nautilus. ... If you will look into Roger's 
Bridgewater Treatise, you will find a figure of one 
of these shells and a section of it. The last '\ill 
show you the series of enlarging compartments 
successively dwelt in by the animal that inhabits 
the shell, which is built in a widening spiral. Can 
you find no lesson in tins?” 

This is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign. 
Sails the unshadowed main, — 

The venturous bark that flings 
On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings 
In gulfs enchanted, where the Siren sings 5 
And coral reefs lie bare. 

Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun tlxir 
streaming hair. 

Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl; 
Wrecked is the ship of pearl ! 

And every chambered cell, 10 

Where its dim dreaming life was wont to 
dwell, 

As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell, 
Before thee lies re\’calcd, — 

Its irised ceiling rent, iis sunless crypt un- 
sealed ! 

Year after year beheld the silent toil 15 

That spread his lustrous coil; 

Still, as the spiral grew. 

He left the past year’s dwelling for the new, 
Stole with soft step its shining archway 
through, 

Built up its idle door, 20 

Stretched in his last-found home, and knew 
the old no more. 

Thanks for the heavenly message brought by 
thee. 

Child of the wandering sea. 

Cast from her lap, forlorn ! 

From thy dead lips a clearer note is bom 25 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathed horn! 

While on mine ear it rings. 

Through the deep caves of thought I hear a 
voice that sings; — 

Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul, 
As the swift seasons roll ! 3 ® 

Leave thy low-vaulted past! 


Let each new temple, nobler than the last, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more 
vast. 

Till thou at length ait free. 

Lea\mg thine oiiigiown shell b\ life’s unrest- 
ing sea ! 

The Living Temple 

(ISSS) 

“Havintt read our (ompans so miu li of the Pro- 
fessor's talk about aue .iiai other suh)tH ts t ou- 
nce ted \Mih pt'.vsiiai hfr . 1 tv>ok the m'\l Sund.ry 
mormiig to rejreal to them tire i./lloxsim; poem ('f 
his, whieh I ha\e harl bv iiu- lor sdUK- time, lb* 
e.ills it — 1 .>uj)j)ose loi Ills pi olcssinn.d friends 
‘The Anatom' t’s Hvmu,' but 1 shall name it ‘ I'hc 
las'iig leiuplc'" {Iht . h//'>. 

Not in the wiirld of hitlil alone. 

Where (iod has Imili his bla/iiig thmne, 

Nor \(‘t alone in «artb below, 

With belted .seas that ( oine and go. 

And endh's.s isle.s of sin lit giemi, s 

Is all thy Maker's glois ston: 

Look in upon tli\ wondrous Iraiue, 

Llernal \Msdora still ibe s.mie! 

The smooth, soft air with jmlsr'-lile w.ives 
Flows iiiurnninng iluoiigli ils bidden e.ive.s, 

W hose St re. u ns of brightening pin pie rush, 1 1 
I'lreil with .1 new and livelier blusli, 

While .ill their huralmi of <le( .ay 
I’he elibing riirreni sK .ds .aw .ay, 

And red with .N.nnre's flami they Sl.irt is 
From iIk; warm fountains t>l the heart. 

No r-si that throbbing sl.ive may a.sk, 

I'orever quivering o'er Ins t.isk. 

While, far and wide a ( rmisrm jet 
Leaps forth to fill the woven net 20 

Which in unmmiherefl t rossir g tirle.s 
The flood of burning hfe divifle.s, 

Then, kindling cat h detaying fi.art, 

Crcep.s back to find the throbbing heart. 

But warmed witli that unr hanging flame 5 
Behold the outward moving frame, 

Its living marbles jointed strong 
With glistening band and silv'ery thong, 

And linked to reason’s guiding reins 
By myriad rings in trembling chains, 30 
Each graven with the threaded zone 
W’hich claims it as the master’s own. 
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Sec how yon beam of seeming white 
Is braided out of seven-hued light, 

Yet in those lucid globes no ray 3 

By any chance shall break astray. 

Hark how the rolling surge of sound, 

Arches and spirals circling round, 

Wakes the hushed spirit through thine ear 
With music it is heaven to hear. 4< 

Then mark the cloven sphere that holds 
All thought in its mysterious folds; 

That feels sensation’s faintest thrill. 

And flashes forth the sovereign will; 

Think on the stormy world that dwells 45 
Locked in its dim and clustering cells! 

The lightning gleams of power it sheds 
Along its hollow glassy threads! 

O Father! grant thy love divine 
To make these mystic temples thine! 50 
When wasting age and wearying strife 
Have sapped the leaning walls of life, 

When darkness gathers over all, 

And the last tottering pillars fall, 

Take the poor dust thy mercy warms, 55 
And mould it into heavenly forms ! 

To My Readers 
{ 1862 ) 

Prologue to the collected edition of Holmes’s 
poems, 1862 . 

Nay, blame me not; I might have spared 
Your patience many a trivial verse. 

Yet these my earlier welcome shared. 

So, let the better shield the worse. 

And some might say, “Those ruder songs 5 
Had freshness which the new have lost; 

To spring the opening leaf belongs. 

The chestnut-burs await the frost.” 

When those I wrote, my locks were brown, 
When these I write — ah, well-a-day! ro 
The autumn thistle’s silvery down 
Is not the purple bloom of May! 

Go, little book, whose pages hold 
Those garnered years in loving trust; 

How long before your blue and gold 13 
Shall fade and whiten in the dust? 


0 sexton of the alcoved tomb, 

Where souls in leathern cerements lie, 
TeU me each living poet’s doom ! 

How long before his book shall die? 

It matters little, soon or late, 

A day, a month, a year, an age, — 

1 read oblivion in its date. 

And Finis on its title-page. 

Before we sighed, our griefs were told; 

Before we smiled, our joys were sung; 
And all our passions shaped of old 
In accents lost to mortal tongue. 

In vain a fresher mould we seek, — 

Can all the varied phrases tell 
That Babel’s wandering children speak 
How thrushes sing or lilacs smell? 

Caged in the poet’s lonely heart. 

Love wastes unheard its tenderest tone; 
The soul that sings must dwell apart, ' 3 
Its inward melodies unknown. 

Deal gently with us, ye who read ! 

Our largest hope is unfulfilled, — 

The promise still outruns the deed, — 

The tower, but not the spire, we build. 4 

Our whitest pearl we never find; 

Our ripest fruit we never reach; 

The flowering moments of the mind 
Drop half their petals in our speech. 

These are my blossoms; if they wear 4 

One streak of mom or evening’s glow. 
Accept them; but to me more fair 
The buds of song that never blow. 

Dorothy Q. 

A FAMILY PORTRAIT 
( 1871 ) 

Grandmother’s mother: her age, I guess. 
Thirteen summers, or something less; 

Girlish bust, but womanly air; 

Smooth, square forehead with uproUed hair^ 
Lips that lover has never kissed; c 

Taper fingers and slender wrist; 
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Hanging sleeves of stiff brocade; 

So they painted the little maid. ’ 

On her hand a parrot green 

Sits unmoving and broods serene. lo 

Hold up the canvas full in view, — 

Look! there’s a rent the light shines through, 

Dark with a century’s fringe of dust, 

That was a Red-Goat’s rapier-thnist ! 

Such is the tale the lady old, 

Dorothy’s daughter’s daughter, told. 

Who the painter was none may tell, — 

One whose best was not over well; 

Hard and dry, it must be confessed. 

Flat as a rose that has long been pressed; 20 
Yet in her cheek the hues are bright, 

Dainty colors of red and white, 

And in her slender shape are seen 
Hint and promise of stately mien. 

Look not on her with eyes of scorn, — 25 

Dorothy Q. was a lady born I 
Ay ! since the galloping Normans came, 
England’s annals have known her name; 

And still to the three-hilled rebel town 
Dear is that ancient name’s renown, 30 

F or many a civic wreath they won. 

The youthful sire and the gray-haired son. 

O Damsel Dorothy ! Dorothy Q, ! 

Strange is the gift that I owe to you; 

Such a gift as never a king 35 

Save to daughter or son might bring, — 

All my tenure of heart and hand. 

All my title to house and land; 

Mother and sister and child and wife 
And joy and sorrow and death and life ! 40 
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And never an echo of speech or song 
That lives in the babbling air so long! 

There were tones in the \'oice that whispered 

55 

^ ou may hear to-day in a hundred men. 

0 ladv and lover, how faint and far 
\our images ho\’cr, — and here we are. 

Sohe and sOrrmp in flesh and bone, — 
Fdw'ard s ano Dorothy's ~ all their own, — 
A goodly record lor d line to show 61 

Of a sellable sjioken so long ago! — 

Shall 1 bless you, Dorotliy, or forgix^e 
For the tender whisper that bade me live? 

It shall be a blessing, iriy little maid* 65 

1 will heal the stab of the Red-Gnat's blade. 
And freshen the gold of iht tarnished frame, 
And gild with a rlu ine your iiousehold n«imc; 
So you shall smile on us bra\e and bright 
As first you greeted the morning’s light, 70 
And live untroubled b\ woes and fears 
Ihrough a second youth of a hundred years. 

At the Saturday Club 
(1884) 

“Nothing could be further from the ordinary 
idea of the roinantK ‘man of genius,’ ” Mrs, James 
T. fields said of llolnus, “than was his well- 
Inrnined httlc figun', and nothing more surjirisiiig 
and delightful than the way in which his childish- 
ness of nature would lire.ik out and assert itself. 

. . . (hven a dmuer-iable, with light and eohjr and 
somebody occasion. illy to throw the ball, his spir- 
its would rise and coruscate astonishingly. He 
was not unaware if men whom he considered his 
superiors were present, he was sure to make them 
understand that he meant to sit at their feet and 
listen to them, even if his own excitement ran 
awav with him.” 


What if a hundred years ago 
Those dose-shut lips had answered No, 
When forth the tremulous question came 
That cost the maiden her Norman name, 
‘^nd under the folds that look so still 45 
The bodice swelled with the bosom’s thrill? 
Should I be I, or would it be 
Dne tenth another, to nine tenths me? 

>oft is the breath of a maiden’s Yes: 

^ot the light gossamer stirs with less; 50 
lut never a cable that holds so fast 
Through all the battles of wave and blast, 


Among the best of Holrnc'-’s oppori unities to 
“coruscate asiomshmgly" were the meetings of the 
famous Saturday Club. “It was natural enough,” 
said Holmes him.self, “that such men as Emerson, 
Longfellow, Agassiz, Peirce, with Hawthorne, 
Motley, Sumner, when within reach, and others 
who would be good company for them, should 
meet and dine together once in a while, as they 
did, in point of fact, every month, and as some who 
are still living, with other and newer members, 
still meet and ciine.” 

In 1883 Holmes wrote to Lowell: “I go to the 
Saturday Club quite regularly, but the company 
is more of ghosts than of flesh and blood for me. 
I carry a stranger there now and then, introduce 
him to the members who happien to be there, and 
then say: There at that end used to sit Agassiz; 
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here at this end Longfellow j Emerson used to be 
there, and Lowell often next him; on such an 
occasion Hawthorne was with us, at another time 
Motley, and Sumner, and smaller constellations, — 
nebulae if you will, but luminous more or less in 
the provincial firmament.” 

This is our place of meeting; opposite 
That towered and pillared building: look at 
it; 

King‘s Chapel in the Second George’s day, 
Rebellion stole its regal name away, — 

Stone Chapel sounded better; but at last 5 
The poisoned name of our provincial past 
Had lost its ancient venom; then once more 
Stone Chapel was King’s Chapel as before. 
(So let rechristened North Street, when it 
can. 

Bring back the days of Marlborough and 
Queen Anne !) 10 

Next the old church your wandering eye 
will meet — 

A granite pile that stares upon the street — 
Our civic temple; slanderous tongues have 
said 

Its shape was modelled from St. Botolph’s 
head 

Lofty, but narrow; jealous passers-by 15 
Say Boston always held her head too high. 
Turn half-way round, and let your look 
survey 

The white fagade that gleams across the 
way, — 

The many-windowed building, tall and wide. 
The palace-inn that shows its northern side 20 
In grateful shadow when the sunbeams beat 
The granite wall in summer’s scorching heat. 
This is the place; whether its name you spell 
Tavern, or caravansera, or hotel. 

Would I could steal its echoes! you should 
find 25 

Such store of vanished pleasures brought to 
mind: 

Such feasts ! the laughs of many a jocund hour 
That shook the mortar from King George’s 
tower; 

Such guests! What famous names its record 
boasts, 29 

Whose owners wander in the mob of ghosts ! 
Such stories ! Every beam and plank is filled 
With juicy wit the joyous talkers spilled, 
Ready to ooze, as once the mountain pine 
The floors are laid with oozed its turpentine! 


A month had flitted since The Club had 
met; 35 

The day came round; I found the table set. 
The waiters lounging round the marble stairs. 
Empty as yet the double row of chairs. 

I was a full half hour before the rest, 

Alone, the banquet-chamber's single guest. 
So from the table’s side a chair I took, 41 
And having neither company nor book 
To keep me waking, by degrees there crept 
A torpor over me, — in short, I slept. 

Loosed from its chain, along the wreck- 
strown track 45 

Of the dead years my soul goes travelling 
back; 

My ghosts take on their robes of flesh; i: 
seems 

Dreaming is life; nay, life less life than 
dreams. 

So real are the shapes that meet my eyes. 
They bring no sense of wonder, no surprise, 50 
No hint of other than an earth-born source; 
All seems plain daylight, everything of course. 

How dim the colors are, how poor and faint 
This palette of weak words with which I 
paint ! 

Here sit my friends; if I could fix them so 55 
As to my eyes they seem, my page would glow 
Like a queen’s missal, warm as if the brush 
Of Titian or Velasquez brought the flush 
Of life into their features. Ay de mi! 

If syllables were pigments, you should see 60 
Such breathing portraitures as never man 
Found in the Pitti or the Vatican. 

Here sits our Poet, Laureate, if you will. 
Long has he worn the WTeath, and wears it 
still. 

Dead? Nay, not so; and yet they say his 
bust 65 

Looks down on marbles covering royal dust. 
Kings by the Grace of God, or Nature’s grace; 
Dead! No ! Alive ! I see him in his place. 
Full-featured, with the bloom that heaven 
denies 

Her children, pinched by cold New England 
skies, 70 

Too often, while the nursery’s happier few 
Win from a summer cloud its roseate hue. 
Kind, soft-voiced, gentle, in his eye there 
shines 
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'fhe ray serene that filled Evangeline’s, 
Modest he seems, not shy; content to wait 
.\mid the noisy clamor of debate 76 

The looked-for moment when a peaceful 
word 

Smooths the rough ripples louder tongues 
have stirred. 

In every tone I mark his tender grace 
And all his poems hinted in his face; 80 
What tranquil joy his friendly presence gives! 
How could I think him dead? He lives 1 He 
lives ! 

There, at the table’s further end I see 
In his old place our Poet’s vis-a-vis. 

The great Professor, strong, broad-shoul- 
dered, square, 85 

In life’s rich noontide, joyous, debonair. 

His social hour no leaden care alloys. 

His laugh rings loud and mirthful as a 
boy's, — 

That lusty laugh the Puritan forgot, — 

What ear has heard it and remembers not? 90 
How often, halting at some wide crevasse 
Amid the windings of his Alpine pass, 

High up the cliffs, the climbing mountaineer. 
Listening the far-off avalanche to hear. 
Silent, and leaning on his steel-shod staff, 95 
Has heard that cheery voice, that ringing 
laugh, 

From the rude cabin whose nomadic walls 
Creep with the moving glacier as it crawls ! 

How does vast Nature lead her living train 
In ordered sequence through that spacious 
brain, 

As in the primal hour when Adam named 
The new-born tribes that young creation 
claimed ! — 

How wiU her realm be darkened, losing thee, 
Her darling, whom we call our Agassiz ! 

But who is he whose massive frame belies 
The maiden shyness of his downcast eyes? 106 
Who broods in silence till, by questions 
pressed. 

Some answer struggles from his laboring 
breast? 

An artist Nature meant to dwell apart. 
Locked in his studio with a human heart, 1 10 
Tracking its caverned passions to their lair, 
And all its throbbing mysteries laying bare. 
Count it no marvel that he broods alone 


Over the heart he studies, — ’tis his own; 

So in his page, whatever shape it wear, 115 
The Essex wizard's shadowed self is there, — 
The great RoMA^t^:R, hid beneath his veil 
Like the stern preacher of his sombre tale; 
Virile in strength, yet bashful as a girl, 
Piouder than Hester, sei.sniw as JVarl. t.>o 

From his mild throng of worshippeis re- 
leased. 

Our Concord Deljihi sends its chosen jjiiest. 
Prophet or poet nn stic, sage, or seer, 

By every title alwaN S weh oine lieie. 

Why that etliereal .sj)irit's liame cle.scril)(‘'* u.s 
You know h'e race-marks of the Bralmiin 
tribe, - - 

The spare, slight form, the sloping shoulder's 
droop. 

The calm, scholastic mien, the clerkly stoop, 
The lines of thought the sharj)enetl (eatures 
wear, 

Carvc'd by the edge of kc'cn New England 
air. M<> 

List ! for he speaks! As when a king would 
( house 

The jeu'els lor his biidc*, lu‘ miglit refuse 
This diamond for its flaw, — lind that less 
bright 

Than those, its h'llow's. and a [learl less while 
Than fits Ikt snowy net k, and y'‘! at last, gi.s 
The fairest gems arc chosen, <md made fast 
In golden fettc'rs, so, with light del.iys 
He seeks the* fittc'st word 10 liil his jihrasc; 

Nor vain nor idle* his fastidious cjuest. 

His chosen word is sure ic; prove the* best. 140 
Where in the realm of thought, w'hose air 
IS song, 

Does he, the Buddha of the West, belong'-’ 

He seems a winged Franklin, swc-eily wise, 
Born to unlock tlie secrets of the skies; 

And which the ncjbler ( ailing, if ’tis fair 
Terrestrial with celestial io compare, i 4 ^> 
To guide the storm-cloud's elemental flame, 
Or walk the chambers whence the lightning 
came. 

Amidst the sources of its subtile fire. 

And steal their effiuence lor his lips and 
lyre? 150 

If lost at times in vague aerial flights, 

None treads with firmer fcxitstep when he 
lights; 

A soaring nature, ballasted with sense, 
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Wisdom without her wrinkles or pretence, 

In every Bible he has faith to read, 155 

And every altar helps to shape his creed. 

Ask you what name this prisoned spirit 
bears 

While with ourselves this fleeting breath it 
shares? 

Till angels greet him with a sweeter one 
In heaven, on earth we call him Emerson. 160 

I start; I wake; the vision is withdrawn; 

Its figures fading like the stars at dawn; 
Crossed from the roll of life their cherished 
names, 

And memory’s pictures fading in their 
frames; 164 

Yet life is lovelier for these transient gleams 
Of buried friendships; blest is he who dreams ! 

From The Autocrat of the 
Breakfast-T able 

(1857-58) 

When, with the first issue of the Atlantic Monthly, 
the Autocrat instalments began to appear, it was 
evident that a new prose writer of high distinction 
and wide appeal had been discovered. Holmes 
was then already forty-eight years old. A qucirter 
of a century earlier, he had published, soon after 
his graduation from college, two papers under the 
title of “The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table” in 
the New England Magazine. To these early papers 
Holmes wittily refers when he begins his Atlantic 
scries with the words, “I was just going to say, 
\Ahen 1 was interrupted. . . .” With these words 
he embarks upon his rambling monologues before 
a group of boarders, whose portraits are gradually 
painted as the talk proceeds. But the center of 
interest is the Autocrat’s (Holmes’s) mind, with 
its apparently inexhaustible flow of Gallic wit, 
worldly wisdom, penetrating logic, and poetic 
feeling. 

* * * Who was that boarder that just whis- 
pered something about the Macaulay-flowers 
of literature? — There was a dead silence. — 
I said calmly, I shall henceforth consider any 
interruption by a pun as a hint to change my 
boarding-house. Do not plead my example. 
If I have used any such, it has been only as 
a Spartan father would show up a drunken 
helot. We have done with them. 

— If a logical mind ever found out any- 
thing with its logic? — I should say that its 


most frequent work was to build a pon% 
asinorum over chasms which shrewd people 
can bestride without such a structure. You 
can hire logic, in the shape of a lawyer, to 
5 prove anything that you want to prove. You 
can buy treatises to show that Napoleon 
never lived, and that no battle of Bunker-hill 
was ever fought. The great minds are those 
with a wide span,^ which couple truths re- 
10 lated to, but far removed from, each other. 
Logicians carry the surveyor’s chain over the 
track of which these are the true explorers. 
I value a man mainly for his primary rela- 
tions with truth, as I understand truth, — not 
15 for any secondary artifice in handling his 
ideas. Some of the sharpest men in argument 
are notoriously unsound in judgment. I 
should not trust the counsel of a clever de- 
bater, any more than that of a good chess- 
20 player. Either may of course advise wisely, 
but not necessarily because he wrangles or 
plays well. 

The old gentleman who sits opposite got 
his hand up, as a pointer lifts his forefoot, at 
25 the expression, “his relations with truth, as I 
understand truth,” and when I had done, 
sniffed audibly, and said I talked like a tran- 
scendentalist. For his part, common sense 
was good enough for him. 

30 Precisely so, my dear sir, I replied; common 
sense, as you understand it. We all have to 
assume a standard of judgment in our own 
minds, either of things or persons. A man 
who is willing to take another’s opinion has 
35 to exercise his judgment in the choice of 
whom to follow, which is often as nice a mat- 
ter as to judge of things for one’s self. On the 
whole, I had rather judge men’s minds by 
comparing their thoughts with my own, than 
40 judge of thoughts by knowing who utter 
them. I must do one or the other. It does 
not follow, of course, that I may not recog- 
nize another man’s thoughts as broader and 
deeper than my own; but that does not neceS' 
45 sarily change my opinion, otherwise this 
would be at the mercy of every superior mind 
thar held a different one. How many of our 
most cherished beliefs are like those drinking- 
glasses of the ancient pattern, that serve us 

50 

^ There is something like this in J. H. Newman’s 
Grammar of Assent. See Characteristics, arranged by 
W. S. Lilly, p. 81. [Author^ s note.} 
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well so long as we keep them in our hand, but 
spill all if we attempt to set them dowm! I 
have sometimes compared conversation to the 
Italian game of mora, in which one player 
lifts his hand with so many fingers extended, 
and the other gives the number if he can. I 
show my thought, another his; if they agree, 
well; if they differ, we find the largest com- 
mon factor, if we can, but at any rate avoid 
disputing about remainders and fractions, 
which is to real talk what tuning an instru- 
ment is to playing on it. 

— What if, instead of ta]king this morning, 

I should read you a copy of verses, wath criti- 
cal remarks by the author? Any of the com- 
pany can retire that like. 

ALBUM VERSES 

When Eve had led her lord away. 

And Gain had killed his brother, 

The stars and flowers, the poets say, 

Agreed with one another 

To cheat the cunning tempter’s art. 

And teach the race its duty, 

By keeping on its wicked heart 
Their eyes of light and beauty. 

A million sleepless lids, they say. 

Will be at least a warning; 

And so the flowers would watch by day, 

The stars from eve to morning. 

On hill and prairie, field and lawn. 

Their dewy eyes upturning, 

The flowers still watch from reddening dawn 
Till western skies are burning. 

Alas! each hour of daylight tells 
A tale of shame so crushing. 

That some turn white as sea-bleached shells, 
And some are always blushing. 

But when the patient stars look down 
On all their light discovers, 

The traitor’s smile, the murderer s frown. 

The lips of lying lovers, 

They try to shut their saddening eyes. 

And in the vain endeavor 

We see them twinkling in the skies. 

And so they wink forever. 

What do you think of these verses, my 
friends? — Is that piece an impromptu? said 
my landlady’s daughter. (Aet. 19-}-. en 


der-eyed blonde. Long ringlets. Cameo 
pin. Gk)ld pencil-case on a chain. Locket. 
Bracelet. Album. Autograph book. Ac- 
cordeon. Reads Byron, Tupper, and Syl- 
5 vanus Cobb, Junior, while her mother makes 
ihe puddings. Says “Yes.'”’ when you tell 
her anything.) — Oui ft nofi, ma prtitr, — ^'es 
and no, my child. Five of the seven verses 
were written off-hand, the otlier two took a 
lo veek, — that is, were hanging round the desk 
in a ragged, forlorn, unrhymed condition as 
long as that. All poets will tell you just such 
stories. C'est Ir dernier pas qui cotlte. Don’t 
\ou know how hard it is for some people to 
15 get out of .« room after their visit is really 
over? They want to be off, and you want to 
ha\c them off, but they don’t know how to 
manage it. One would think they had iKTn 
built in your parlor or study, and were wail- 
20 ing to be launched. I have contrived a sort 
of ceremonial inclined plane for such visitors, 
which being lubricated with certain smooth 
phrases, I back them flown, metaphorically 
speaking, stern-foremost, into their “native 
25 element,” the great ocean of out-doors. Well, 
now, there are poems as hard to get rid of as 
these rural visitors. They come in glibly, use 
up all the serviceable rhymes, day, ray, beauty, 
duty, skies, eyes, other, brother, mountain, Jountam, 
30 and the like; and so they go on until you 
think it is time for the w'ind-up, and the wind- 
up won’t come on any terms. So they lie 
about until you get sick of the sight of them, 
and end by thrusting some cold .scrap of a 
35 final couplet upon them, and turning them 
out of doors. I suspect a good many “im- 
promptus” could tell just such a story as the 
above. — Here turning to our landlady, I 
used an illustration which pleased the com- 
40 pany much at the time, and has since been 
highly commended. “Madam,” I said, “you 
can pour three gill^ arid three quarters of 
honey from that pint jug, if it is full, in less 
than one minute; but. Madam, you could not 
45 empty that last quarter of a gill though you 
were turned into a marble Hebe, and held the 
vessel upside down lor a thousand years. 

One gets tired to death of the old, old 
rhymes, such as you see in that copy of verses 
50 — which I don’t mean to abuse, or to praise 
either. I always feel as if I were a cobbler, 
putting ne'w top-leathers to an old pair of 
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boot-soles and bodies, when I am fitting senti- 
ments to these venerable jingles. 

. . . . . . youth 

. . . . . . morning 

truth I 

. . . . . . warning. 

Nine tenths of the “Juvenile Poems” writ- 
ten spring out of the above musical and sug- 
gestive coincidences. 

“Yes?” said our landlady’s daughter. i 

I did not address the following remark to 
her, and I trust, from her limited range of 
reading, she will never see it; I said it softly 
to my next neighbor. 

When a young fem.ale wears a flat circular i 
side-curl, gummed on each temple, — when 
she walks with a male, not arm in arm, but 
his arm against the back of hers, — and when 
she says “Yes?” with the note of interroga- 
tion, you are generally safe in asking her 2 
what wages she gets, and who the “feller” 
was you saw' her with, 

“What w'ere you whispering?” said the 
daughter of the house, m.oistening her lips, as 
she spoke, in a very engaging manner. 2 

“I was only laying down a principle of 
social diagnosis.” 

“Yes?” 

* * * I really believe some people save 
their bright thoughts as being too precious 3 
for conversation. What do you think an ad- 
miring friend said the other day to one that 
>vas talking good things, — good enough to 
Drint? “Why,” said he, “you are wasting 
merchantable literature, a cash article, at the 3 
'ate, as nearly as I can tell, of fifty dollars an 
lour.” The talker took him to the window 
ird asked him to look out and tell what he 
jaw. 

“Nothing but a very dusty street,” he said, 4 
‘and a man driving a sprinkling-machine 
Trough it.” 

“Why don’t you tell the man he is w^astirg 
hat water? What lA Ould be the state of the 
lighways of life, if we did not drive our 4 
hought-spnnklers through them with the 
calves open, sometimes? 

“Besides, there is another thing about this 
alking, which you forget. It shapes our 
houghts for us; — the weaves of conversation 5 
oil them as the surf rolls the pebbles on the 
hore. Let me modify the image a little. I 


rough out my thoughts m talk as an artist 
models in clay. Spoken language is so plas- 
tic, — you can pat and coax, and spread and 
shave, and rub out, and fill up, and stick on 
5 so easily, when you work that soft material, 
that there is nothing like it for modelling. 
Out of it come the shapes which you turn into 
marble or bronze in your immortal books, if 
you happen to write such. Or, to use an- 
o other illustration, writing or printing is like 
shooting with a rifle; you may hit your read- 
er’s mind, or miss it; — but talking is like 
playing at a mark with the pipe of an engine; 
if it is within reach, and you have time 
5 enough, you can’t help hitting it.” 

The company agreed that this last illustra- 
tion was of superior excellence, or, in the 
phrase used by them, “Fust-rate.” I ac- 
knowledged the compliment, but gently re- 
0 buked the expression. “Fust-rate,” “prime,” 
“a prime article,” “a superior piece of goods,” 
“a handsome garment,” “a gent in a flowered 
vest,” — all such expressions are final. They 
blast the lineage of him or her who utters 
5 them, for generations up and down. * •■** * 
The whole force of conversation depends 
on how much you can take for granted. Vul- 
gar chess-players have to play their game out; 
nothing short of the brutality of an actual 
o checkmate satisfies their dull apprehensions. 
But look at two masters of that noble game! 
White stands well enough, so far as you can 
see; but Red says, Mate in six moves; — 
AVhite looks, — nods; — the game is over. 
5 Just so in talking with first-rate men; espe- 
cially wTen they are good-natured and expan- 
sive, as they are apt to be at table. That 
blessed clairv'oyance which sees into things 
without opening them, — that glorious li- 
o cense, which, having shut the door and driven 
the reporter from its keyhole, calls upon 
Truth, majestic virgin ! to get down from her 
pedestal and drop her academic poses, and 
take a festive garland and the vacant place on 
5 the medius lectus, — that carnival-shower of 
questions and replies and comments, large 
axioms bowled over the mahogany like 
bomb-shells from professional mortars, and 
explosive wit dropping its trains of many- 
o colored fire, and the mischief-making rain of 
bon-bons pelting everybody that shows him- 
self, — the picture of a truly intellectual ban- 
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quet is one which the old Divinities might 

well have attempted to reproduce in their 

Oh, oh, oh!” cried the voung fellow 
whom they call John, — “that is from one of 
your lectures!” 

I know it, I replied, — I concede it, I con- 
fess it, proclaim it. * * * 

Do not think, because I talk to you of 
many subjects briefly, that I should not find 
it much lazier work to take each one of them 
and dilute it down to an essay. Borrow some 
of my old college themes and water my re- 
marks to suit yourselves, as the Homeric 
heroes did with their melas oinos^ — that 
black, sweet, syrupy wine which they used 
to alloy with three parts or more of the flow- 
ing stream. [Could it have been melasses^ as 
Webster and his provincials spell it, — or 
Molosso's, as dear old smattering, chattering. 
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we have been in the ^ame precise cira/m stances as at 
the pieu’nt instahl, omr or many t,mes before. 

O, dear, \cs! — said one of the company, 
— everybody has had that feeling. 

5 The landlady didn't know anything about 
such notions; it was an idee in folks' heads, 
she expected. 

The schoolmistre.ss said, in a hesitating 
sort of wav, that she knew the feeling well, 
lo and didn't hkt to experience it; it made her 
think she was a phost, sometimes. 

The young lellow whom they call John said 
he knew all about it; he had lust lighted a 
cheroot the other day, when a tremendous 
conviction ah’ at once came over him that he 
had done just the same thing ever so many 
times before. I looked severely at him, and 
his countenance immediately fell — on the 
side toward me: 1 cannot answer for the other, 
would-be-College-President, Cotton Mather, 20 for he can wink and laugh witli either half of 

his face without the otlier half's knowing it. 

— 1 have noticed -- I w'ent on to say - - 
the following cin umstant cs connected with 
these sudden iinj-iressions. First, that the 
condition which seems to be the duplicate of 
a former one is often very' trivi.il, — one that 
might have presented itself a hundred times. 
Secondly, that the iirijin'ssion is very' evanes- 
cent, and that it is ran'Iy , if ev'er, recalled by 


has it in the “Magnalia”? Ponder thereon, 
ye small antiquaries who make barn-door- 
fowl flights of learning in “Notes and Que- 
ries!” — ye Historical Societies, in one of 
whose venerable triremes I, too, ascend the 
stream of time, while other hands tug at the 
oars 1 — ye Amines of parasitical literature, 
who pick up your grains of native-grown food 
with a bodkin, having gorged upon less hon- 
est fare, until, like the great minds Goethe 30 any voluntary effort, at least after any time 


speaks of, you have “made a Golgotha” of 
your pages ! — ponder thereon |] * * * 

Just as we find a mathematical rule at the 
bottom of many of the bodily movements, 


has elapsed. Thirdly, that lh('re is a disin- 
clination to record the ( ircuinslaiK cs, and a 
sense of incapacity to r(‘produ(e the state of 
mind in words. Fourthly, I have often felt 


just so thought may be supposed to have its 35 that the dujflicatc condition had not only 


occurred once before, but that it w’as familiar 
and, as it seemed, habitual. Lastly, 1 have 
had the same convictiems in my dreams. 

How' do 1 account for it? — Why, there arc 


regular cycles. Such or such a thought comes 
round periodically, in its turn. Accidental 
suggestions, however, so far interfere with the 
regular cycles, that we may find them practi- 
cally beyond our power of recognition. Take 40 .sev'eral w'ays that I can mention, and you 
all this for what it is worth, but at any rate may take your choice. The first is that which 

you will agree that there are certain particu- the young lady hinted at; — that thc.se flashes 

lar thoughts which do not come up once a are sudden recollections of a previous exist- 

day, nor once a week, but that a year would ence. I don’t believe that; foi 1 remember a 

hardly go round without your having them 45 poor student I u.sed to know told me he had 
pass through your mind. Here is one which such a conviction one day when he was black- 
comes up at intervals in this way. Some one ing his boots, and I can’t thmk he had ever 
speaks of it, and there is an instant and eager 
Smile of assent in the listener oi listeners. 

Yes, indeed; they have often been struck by 50 
it: 

All at once a conviction flashes through us that 


lived in another world where they use Day 
and Martin. 

Some think that Dr. Wigan’s doctrine of 
the brain's being a double organ, its hemi- 
spheres working together like the two eye.*!, 
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accounts for it. One of the hemispheres 
hangs fire, they suppose, and the small inter- 
val between the perceptions of the nimble and 
the sluggish half seems an indefinitely long 
period and therefore the second perception s 
appears to be the copy of another, ever so old. 
But even allowing the centre of perception to 
be double, I can see no good reason for sup- 
posing this indefinite lengthening of the time, 
nor any analogy that bears it out. It seems lo 
to me most likely that the coincidence of cir- 
cumstances is very partial, but that we take 
this partial resemblance for identity, as we 
occasionally do resemblances of persons. A 
momentary posture of circumstances is so far 15 
like some preceding one that we accept it as 
exactly the same, just as we accost a stranger 
occasionally, mistaking him for a friend. The 
apparent similarity may be owing perhaps, 
quite as much to the mental state at the time, 20 
as to the outward circumstances. * * * 

— There is a natural tendency in many 
persons to run their adjectives together in 
triads, as I have heard them called, — thus 
He was honorable, courteous, and brave; she 25 
was graceful, pleasing, and virtuous. Dr. 
Johnson is famous for this; I think it was Bul- 
wer who said you could separate a paper in 
the “Rambler” into three distinct essays. 
Many of our writers show the same tendency, 30 
— my friend, the Professor, especially. Some 
think it is in humble imitation of Johnson, — 
some that it is for the sake of the stately sound 
only. 1 don’t think they get to the bottom of 
it. It is, I suspect, an instinctive and involun- 35 
tary effort of the mind to present a thought or 
image with the three dimensions which belong 
to every solid, — an unconscious handling of 
an idea as if it had length, breadth, and thick- 
ness. It is a great deal easier to say this than 40 
to prove it, and a great deal easier to dispute 
it than to disprove it. But mind this: the 
more we observ'e and study, the wider we find 
the range of the automatic and instinctive 
principles in body, mind, and morals, and the 45 
narrower the limits of the self-determining 
conscious movement. 

— I have often seen piano-forte players 
and singers make such strange motions over 
their instruments or song-books that I 50 
wanted to laugh at them. “Where did our 
friends pick up all these fine ecstatic airs?” I 


would say to myself. Then I would remem- 
ber My Lady in “Marriage k la Mode,” and 
amuse myself with thinking how affectation 
was the same thing in Hogarth’s time and in 
our own. But one day I bought me a Canary- 
bird and hung him up in a cage at my win- 
dow. By-and-by he found himself at home, 
and began to pipe his little tunes; and there 
he was, sure enough, swimming and waving 
about, with all the droopings and liftings and 
languishing side-turnings of the head that I 
had laughed at. And now I should like to 
ask, Who taught him all this? — and me, 
through him, that the foolish head was not 
the one swinging itself from side to side and 
bowing and nodding over the music, but that 
other which was passing its shallow and self- 
satisfied judgment on a creature made of finer 
clay than the frame which carried that same 
head upon its shoulders? 

— Do you want an image of the human 
will or the self-determining principle, as com- 
pared with its pre-arranged and impassable 
restrictions? A drop of water, imprisoned in 
a crystal; you may see such alone in any min- 
eralogical collection. One little fluid particle 
in the crystalline prism of the solid universe! 

— Weaken moral obligations? — No, not 
weaken but define them. When I preach 
that sermon I spoke of the other day, I shall 
have to lay down some principles not fully 
recognized in some of your textbooks. 

I should have to begin with one most for- 
midable preliminary. You saw an article the 
other day in one of the journals, perhaps, in 
which some old Doctor or other said quietly 
that patients were very apt to be fools and 
cowards. But a great many of the clergy- 
man’s patients are not only fools and cow- 
ards, but also liars. 

[Immense sensation at the table. — Sudden 
retirement of the angular female in oxydated 
bombazine. Movement of adhesion — as 
they say in the Chamber of Deputies — on 
the part of the young fellow they call John. 
Falling of the old-gentleman-opposite’s lower 
jaw — (gravitation is beginning to get the 
better of him.) Our landlady to Benjamin 
Franklin, briskly, — Go to school right off, 
there’s a good boy! Schoolmistress curious. 

• — takes a quick glance at divinity-student. 
Divinity-student slightly flushed; draws his 
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shoulders back a little, as if a big falsehood, — 
or truth, — had hit him in the forehead. My- 
self calm.] 

I should not make such a speech as that, 
you know, without having pretty substantial 
indorsers to fall back upon, in case my credit 
should be disputed. Will you run upstairs, 
Benjamin Franklin (for B. F. had not gone 
right off, of course), and bring down a small 
volume from the left upper corner of the 
right-hand shelves? 

[Look at the precious little black, ribbed 
backed, clean-typed, vellum-papered 32 mo. 
“Desiderii Erasmi Colloquia. Amstelo- 
dami. Typis Ludovici Elzevirii. 1650 .” 
Various names written on title-page. Most 
conspicuous this: Gul. Cookeson, E. Coll. 
Omn. Anim. 1725 . Oxon. 

— O William Cookeson, of All-Souls Col- 
lege, Oxford, — then writing as I now write, 
— now in the dust, where I shall lie, — is 
this line all that remains to thee of earthly 
remembrance? Thy name is at least once 
more spoken by living men ; — is it a pleasure 
to thee? Thou shalt share with me my little 
draught of immortality, — its week, its 
month, its year, — whatev^er it may be, — 
and then we will go together into the solemn 
archives of Oblivion’s Uncatalogued Li- 
brary !] 

— If you think I have used rather strong 
language, I shall have to read something to 
you out of the book of this keen and witty 
scholar, — the great Erasmus, — who “laid 
the egg of the Reformation which Luther 
hatched.” Oh, you never read his Naufra- 
gium, or “Shipwreck,” did you? Of course 
not; for, if you had, I don’t think you would 
have given me credit, — or discredit, — for 
entire originality in that speech of mine. 
That men are cowards in the contemplation 
of futurity he illustrates by the extraordinary 
antics of many on board the sinking vessel; 
that they are fools, by their praying to the 
sea, and making promises to bits of wood from 
the true cross, and all manner of similar non- 
sense; that they are fools, cowards, and liars 
all at once, by this story: I will put it into 
rough English for you. — “I couldn't help 
laughing to hear one fellow bawling out, so 
that he might be sure to be heard, a promise 
to Saint Christopher of Paris — the mon- 
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strous statue in the great church there, — 
that he would give him a wax tap)cr as big as 
himself. ‘Mind what you promise!’ smd an 
acquaintance who stood near him, poking 
5 him with his elbow; ‘you couldn’t pay for it, 
if you sold all your things at auction.’ ‘Hold 
your tongue, you donkey !' said the fellow, — 
but softly, so that Saint Christopher should 
not hear him, — ‘do you think I'm in ear- 
10 nest? If i once get my foot on dry ground, 
catch me giving him so much as a tallow 
candle!’ ” 

Now, therefore, remembering that those 
who have been loudest in their talk about the 
15 great subject of which we were speaking have 
not necessarily been wise, brave, and true 
men, but, on the contrary, have very often 
been wanting in one or two or all of the quali- 
ties these words imply, I should expect to find 
20 a good many doctrines current in the schools 
which I should be obliged to call foolish, cow- 
ardly, and false. 

— So you would abuse other people’s be- 
liefs, Sir, and yet not tell us your own creed! 
25 — said the divinity-student, coloring up 
with a spirit for which I liked him all the 
better. 

— I have a creed, — I replied; — none 
better, and none shorter. It is told in two 
30 words, — the two first of the Paternoster. 
And when 1 say these words I mean them. 
And when I compared the human will to a 
drop in a crystal, and said 1 meant to define 
moral obligations, and not weaken them, this 
35 was what 1 intended to express: that the 
fluent, self-determining power of human be- 
ings is a very strictly limited agency in the 
universe. The chief planes of its enclosing 
solid are, of course, organization, education, 
40 condition. Organization may reduce the 
power of the will to nothing, as in some 
idiots; and from this zero the scale mounts 
upwards by slight gradations. Education is 
only second to nature. Imagine all the in- 
fants born this year in Boston and Timbuctoo 
to change places! Condition does less, but 
“Give me neither poverty nor riches” was the 
prayer of Agur, and with good reason. If 
there is any improvement in modem theology, 
50 it is in getting out of the region of pure ab- 
stractions and taking these every-day working 
forces into account. The great theological 
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question now heaving and throbbing in the 
minds of Christian men is this: — 

No, I won’t talk about these things now. 
My remarks might be repeated, and it would 
give my friends pain to see with what per- 
sonal incivilities I should be visited. Besides, 
what business has a mere boarder to be talk- 
ing about such things at a breakfast-table? 
Let him make puns. To be sure, he was 
brought up among the Christian fathers, and 
learned his alphabet out of a quarto “Con- 
cilium Tridentinum.” He has also heard 
many thousand theological lectures by men 
of various denominations; and it is not at ail 
to the credit of these teachers, if he is not fit 
by this time to express an opinion on theologi- 
cal matters. 

I know well enough that there are some of 
you who had a great deal rather see me stand 
on my head than use it for any purpose of 
thought. Does not my friend, the Professor, 
receive at least two letters a week, requesting 

him to , 

— on the strength of some youthful antic of 
his, which, no doubt, authorizes the intelli- 
gent constituency of autograph-hunters to 
address him as a harlequin? 

— Well, I can’t be savage with you for 
wanting to laugh, and I like to make you 
laugh well enough, when I can. But then 
observe this: if the sense of the ridiculous is 
one side of an impressible nature, it is very 
well; but if that is all there is in a man, he had 
better have been an ape at once, and so have 
stood at the head of his profession. Laughter 
and tears are meant to turn the wheels of the 
same machinery of sensibility; one is wind- 
power, and the other water-power; that is all. 
I have often heard the Professor talk about 
hysterics as being Nature’s cleverest illustra- 
tion of the reciprocal convertibility of the two 
states of which these acts are the manifesta- 
tions. But you may see it every day in chil- 
dren; and if you want to choke with stifled 
tears at the sight of the transition, as it shows 
itself in older years, go and see Mr. Blake play 
Jesse Rural. 

It is a very dangerous thing for a literary 
man to indulge his love for the ridiculous. 
People laugh with him just so long as he 
amuses them; but if he attempts to be serious, 
they must still have their laugh, and so they 


laugh at him. There is in addition, however, 
a deeper reason for this than would at first 
appear. Do you know that you feel a little 
superior to every man who makes you laugh, 
5 whether by making faces or verses? Are you 
aware that you have a pleasant sense of 
patronizing him, when you condescend so far 
as to let him turn somersets, literal or literary, 
for your royal delight? Now if a man can 
lo only be allowed to stand on a dais, or raised 
platform, and look down on his neighbor who 
is exerting his talent for him, oh, it is all 
right ! — first-rate performance ! — and all 
the rest of the fine phrases. But if all at once 
I <5 the performer asks the gentleman to come 
upon the floor, and, stepping upon the plat- 
form, begins to talk down at him, — ah, that 
wasn’t in the programme! 

I have never forgotten what happened 
20 when Sydney Smith — who, as everybody 
knows, was an exceedingly sensible man, and 
a gentleman, every inch of him — ventured 
to preach a sermon on the Duties of Royalty. 
The “Quarterly,” “so savage and tartarly,” 
25 came down upon him in the most contemptu- 
ous style, as “a joker of jokes,” a “diner-out of 
the first water,” in one of his own phrases; 
sneering at him, insulting him, as nothing but 
a toady of a court, sneaking behind the anony- 
30 mous, would ever have been mean enough to 
do a man of his position and genius, or to any 
decent person even. — If I were giving ad- 
vice to a young fellow of talent, with two or 
three facets to his mind, I would tell him by 
35 all means to keep his wit in the background 
until after he had made a reputation by his 
more solid qualities. And so to an actor: 
Hamlet first, and Bob Logic afterwards, if you 
like; but don’t think, as they say poor Liston 
40 used to, that people will be ready to allow 
that you can do anything great with Mac- 
beth's dagger after flourishing about with 
Paul Pry's umbrella. Do you know, too, that 
the majority of men look upon all who chal- 
45 lenge their attention, — for a while, at least, 
— as beggars, and nuisances? They always 
try to get off as cheaply as they can; and the 
cheapest of all things they can give a literary 
man — pardon the forlorn pleasantry ! — is 
50 the funny-hon^. That is all very well so far as it 
goes, but satisfies no man, and makes a good 
many angry, as I told you on a former occasion. 
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Oh, indeed, no ! — I am not ashamed to 
make you laugh, occasionally. I think I 
could read you something I have in my desk 
which would probably make you smile. Per- 
haps I will read it one of these days, if you 5 
are patient with me when I am sentimental 
and reflective; not just now. The ludicrous 
has its place in the universe; it is not a human 
invention, but one of the Divine ideas, illus- 
trated in the practical jokes of kittens and 10 
monkeys long before Aristophanes or Shak- 
speare. How curious it is that we always 
consider solemnity and the absence of all gay 
surprises and encounter of wits as essential to 
the idea of the future life of those whom we 15 
thus depri\^e of half their faculties and then 
call blessed! There are not a few who, even in 
this life, seem to be preparing themselves for 
that smileless eternity to which they look for- 
ward, by banishing all gayety from their 20 
hearts and all joyous ness from their counte- 
nances. I meet one such in the street not un- 
frequently, a person of intelligence and educa- 
tion, but who gives me (and all that he passes) 
such a rayless and chilling look of recognition, 25 
— something as if he were one of Heaven's 
assessors, come down to ‘‘doom” every ac- 
quaintance he met, — that I have sometimes 
begun to sneeze on the spot, and gone home 
with a violent cold, dating from that instant. 30 
I don’t doubt he would cut his kitten’s tail off, 
if he caught her playing with it. Please tell 
me, who taught her to play with it? 

No, no ! — ' give me a chance to talk to you, 
my fellow-boarders, and you need not be 35 
afraid that I shall have any scruples about 
entertaining you, if I can do it, as well as 
giving you some of my serious thoughts, and 
perhaps my sadder fancies. I know nothing 
in English or any other literature more ad- 40 
mirable than that sentiment of Sir Thomas 
Browne, “Every man truly lives, so long 
AS he acts his nature, or some way makes 

GOOD THE FACULTIES OF HIMSELF.” * * * 

Now I tell you a poem must be kept and 45 
used, like a meerschaum, or a violin. A poem 
is just as porous as the meerschaum; — the 
more porous it is, the better. I mean to say 
that a genuine poem is capable of absorbing 
an indefinite amount of the essence of our 50 
own humanity, — its tenderness, its heroism, 
its regrets, its aspirations, so as to be gradu- 


ally stained through with a divine secondary 
color derh ed from ourselves. So you sec it 
must take time to bring the sentiment of a 
poem into harmony with our nature, by 
staining ourselves through every thought and 
image our being can penetrate. 

Then again as to the mere music of a new 
poem, why, who can expect anything mure 
from that than from the music of a violin fresh 
from the maker s hands? Now you know very 
well that there arc no less than fifty-eight dif- 
ferent pieces in a violin. These pieces arc 
strangers to e.ich other, and it lakes a century', 
more or less, to make them thoroughly ac- 
quainted. \t last they learn to vibrate in 
harmony' and the instrument becomes an 
organic whole, as if it were a great seed-cajv 
sule which had grown from a garden-bed in 
Cremona, or elsewhere. Besides, the wcxid is 
juicy and full of sap for lilty years or so, but 
at the end of fifty or a hundred more gets 
toleraifly dry and ( omp.ir.ilively resonant. 

Don’t you see dial all this is just as true of a 
poem? Counting each word as a piece, there 
are more fiic'ces in an av erage copy of verses 
than in a violin, 'flie poet has forced all these 
words together, and fastened them, and they 
don’t understand it at first. But let the poem 
be repeated ahmd and murmured over in the 
mind’s muflli'd whisper often enough, and at 
length the parts become knit together in such 
absolute solidarity that you could not change 
a syllable without the whole world’s crying 
out against you for meddling with the har- 
monious fabric. * * * 

Did you never, in walking in the fields, 
come across a large fiat stone, which had lain, 
nobody knows how long, just where you 
found it, with the grass forming a little hedge, 
as it were, all round it, close to its edges, — 
and have you not, in obedience to a kind ol 
feeling that told you it had been lying there 
long enough, insinuated your stick or your 
foot or your fingers under its edge and turned 
it over as a housewife turns a cake, when she 
says to herself, “It’s done brown enough by 
this time”? What an odd revelation, and 
what an unforeseen and unpleasant surprise 
to a small community, the very existence of 
which you had not suspected, until the sud- 
den dismay and scattering among its mem- 
bers produced by your turning the old stone 
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over! Blades of grass flattened down, color- 
less, matted together, as if they had been 
bleached and ironed; hideous crawling crea- 
tures, some of them coleopterous or homy- 
shelled, — turtle-bugs one wants to call 5 
them; some of them softer, but cunningly 
spread out and compressed like Lepine 
watches; (Nature never loses a crack or a 
crevice, mind you, or a joint in a tavern bed- 
stead, but she always has one of her flat- 10 
pattern live timekeepers to slide into it;) 
black, glossy crickets, with their long fila- 
ments sticking out like the whips of four- 
horse stage-coaches; motionless, slug-like 
creatures, young larvae, perhaps more horri- 15 
ble in their pulpy stillness than even in the 
infernal wriggle of maturity! But no sooner 
is the stone turned and the wholesome light 
of day let upon this compressed and blinded 
community of creeping things, than aU of ?o 
them which enjoy the luxury of legs — and 
some of them have a good many — rush 
round wildly, butting each other and every- 
thing in their way, and end in a general 
stampede for underground retreats from the 25 
region poisoned by sunshine. Next year you 
will find the grass growing tall and green 
where the stone lay; the ground-bird builds 
her nest where the beetle had his hole; the 
dandelion and the buttercup are growing 30 
there, and the broad fans of insect-angels 
open and shut their golden disks, as the 
rhythmic waves of blissful consciousness pul- 
sate through their glorified being. 

— The young fellow whom they call John 35 
saw fit to say, in his very familiar way, — at 
which I do not choose to take offence, but 
which I sometimes think it necessary to re- 
press, that I was coming it rather strong on 
the butterflies. 40 

No, I replied; there is meaning in each of 
those images, — the butterfly as well as the 
others. The stone is ancient error. The 
grass is human nature borne down and 
bleached of all its color by it. The shapes 45 
which are found beneath are the crafty beings 
that thrive in darkness, and the weaker organ- 
isms kept helpless by it. He who turns the 
stone over is whosoever puts the staff of truth 
to the old lying incubus, no matter whether 50 
he do it with a serious face or a laughing one. 
The next year stands for the coming time. 


Then shall the nature which had lain 
blanched and broken rise in its full stature 
and native hues in the sunshine. Then shall 
God’s minstrels build their nests in the hearts 
of a newborn humanity. Then shall beauty 

— Divinity taking outlines and color — light 
upon the souls of men as the butterfly, image 
of the beautified spirit rising from the dust, 
soars from the shell that held a poor grub, 
which would never have found wings had not 
the stone been lifted. 

You never need think you can turn over 
any old falsehood without a terrible squirm- 
ing and scattering of the horrid little popula- 
tion that dwells under it. * * * 

Sin has many tools, but a lie is the handle 
which fits them all. 

— • I think. Sir, — ■ said the divinity-student, 

— you must intend that for one of the sayings 
of the Seven Wise Men of Boston you were 
speaking of the other day. 

I thank you, my young friend, — was my 
reply, — but I must say something better 
than that, before I could pretend to fill out 
the number. 

— The schoolmistress wanted to know how 
many of these sayings there were on record, 
and what, and by whom said. 

— - Why, let us see, — there is that one of 
Benjamin Franklin, ‘‘the great Bostonian,” 
after whom this lad was named. To be sure, 
he said a great many wise things, — ^and I 
don’t feel sure he didn’t borrow this, — - he 
speaks as if it were old. But then he applied 
it so neatly I — 

“He that has once done you a kindness will 
be more ready to do you another than he 
whom you yourself have obliged.” 

Then there is that glorious Epicurean para- 
dox, uttered by my friend, the Historian, in 
one of his flashing moments: — 

“Give us the luxuries of life, and we will 
dispense with its necessaries.” 

To these must certainly be added that 
other saying of one of the wittiest of 
men: — 

“Good Americans, when they die, go to 
Paris.” 

— 'The divinity-student looked grave at 
this, but said nothing. 

The schoolmistress spoke out, and said she 
didn’t think the wit meant any irreverence. 
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It was only another way of saying, Paris is a 
heavenly place after New York or Boston. 

A j aunty-looking person, who had come in 
with the young fellow they call John, — e\d- 
dently a stranger, — said there was one more ? 
wise man’s saying that he had heard; it was 
about our place, but he didn’t know who said 
it. — ’ A civil curiosity was manifested by the 
company to hear the fourth wise saying. I 
heard him distinctly whispering to the young i 
fellow who brought him to dinner, Shall I tell 
it? To which the answer was, Go ahead! — 
Well, — he said, — this was what I heard: — 
“Boston State-House is the hub of the solar 
system. You couldn’t pry that out of a Bos- i 
ton man if you had the tire of all creation 
straightened out for a crowbar.” 

Sir, — said I, — ^ I am gratified with your 
remark. It expresses with pleasing vivacity 
that which I have sometimes heard uttered 2 
with malignant dulness. The satire of the 
remark is essentially true of Boston, — and 
of all other considerable, — and inconsider- 
able, — ’ places with which I have had the 
privilege of being acquainted. Cockneys 25 
think London is the only place in the world. 
Frenchmen — you remember the line about 
Paris, the Court, the World, etc. — I recol- 
lect well, by the way, a sign in that city which 
ran thus: “Hotel de I’Univers et des Etats y 
Unis”; and as Paris is the universe to a 
Frenchman, of course the United States are 
outside of it. — ■ “See Naples and then die. 

It is quite as bad with smaller places. I have 
been about, lecturing, you know, and have 3 
found the following propositions to hold true 
of all of them. 

1. The axis of the earth sticks out visibly 
through the centre of each and every town or 

city. ^ 

2. If more than fifty years have passed 
since its foundation, it is affectionately styled 
by the inhabitants the ^^good old town of 
(whatever its name may happen to be). 

3. Every collection of its inhabitants that a 
comes together to listen to a stranger is in- 
variably declared to be a “remarkably in- 
telligent audience.” 

4. The climate of the place is particularly 

favorable to longevity. ' 

5. It contains several persons of vast talent 
little known to the world. (One or two of 


them, you may perhaps chance to remember, 
sent short pieces to the “Paciolian” some 
time since, which were “respectfully de- 
clined.”) 

Boston is just like other places of its size; 
— only, perhaps, considering its excellent 
fish-market, paid fire-department, su^ierior 
monthly publications, and correct habit of 
spelling the English language, it has some 
o right to look down on the mob of cities. I’ll 
tell you, though, if you want to know it, what 
is the real offence of Boston. It drains a 
large w'ater-shed of its intellect, and will not 
itself he drained. If it would only send awaN 
5 its first-rate men, instead of its .second-rate 
ones (no offence to the well-known excej)- 
tions, of which we are always proud), wr 
should be spared .such epigrammatic remarks 
as that which the gentleman has quoted. 
There can never he a real metropolis in thi.s 
country, until the biggest centre can drain 
the lesser ones of their talent and wealth. — 

I have observed, by the way, that the people 
who really live in two great cities are by no 
means so jealous of each other as arc those of 
smaller cities .situated whthin the intellectual 
basin, or suetton-range, of one large one, of 
the pretensions of any other. Don’t you see 
why? Because their promising young author 
and rising lawyer and large capitalist have 
been drained off to the neighlwring big city, 
their prettiest girl has l)een exported to the 
same market; all their ambition points there, 
and all their thin gilding of glory comes from 
there. I hate little toad-eating cities. 

— Would I be so good as to specify any 
particular example? — Oh, — an example? 
Did you ever see a bear-trap? Never? Well, 
shouldn’t you like to see me put my foot into 
one? With .sentiments of the highest con.sid- 
eration I must beg leave to be excused. 

Besides, some of the smaller cities arc 
charming. If they have an old church or 
two, a few stately mansions of former gran- 
dees, here and there an old dwelling with the 
second story projecting (for the convenience 
of shooting the Indians knocking at the front- 
door with their tomahawks), if they have, 
scattered about, those mighty square houses 
built something more than half a century 
ago, and standing like architectural boulders 
dropped bv the former diluvium of wealth, 
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whose refluent wave has left them as its monu- 
ment, — if they have gardens with elbowed 
apple-trees that push their branches over the 
high board-fence and drop their fruit on the 
side-walk, — if they have a little grass in the 
side-streets, enough to betoken quiet without 
proclaiming decay, — I think I could go to 
pieces, after my life’s work were done, in one 
of those tranquil places, as sweetly as in any 
cradle that an old man may be rocked to 
sleep in. I visit such spots always with in- 
finite delight. My friend, the Poet, says, 
that rapidly growing towns are most unfavor- 
able to the imaginative and reflective facul- 
ties. Let a man live in one of these old quiet 
places, he says, and the wine of his soul which 
is kept thick and turbid by the rattle of busy 
streets, settles, and, as you hold it up, you 
may see the sun through it by day and the 
stars by night. 

— Do I think that the little villages have 
the conceit of the great towns? — I don’t be- 
lieve there is much difference. You know 
how they read Pope’s line in the smallest 
town in our State of Massachusetts? — Well, 
they read it 

“All are but parts of one stupendous Hull !” 

* ’*' * Men who exercise chiefly those facul- 
ties of the mind which work independently of 
the will, — poets and artists, for instance, 
who follow their imagination in their creative 
moments, instead of keeping it in hand as 
your logicians and practical men do with 
their reasoning faculty, — such men are too ; 
apt to call in the mechanical appliances to 
help them govern their intellects. 

— He means they get drunk, — said the 
young fellow already alluded to by name. 

Do you think men of true genius are apt to , 
indulge in the use of inebriating fluids? — 
said the divinity-student. 

If you think you are strong enough to bear 
what I am going to say, — I replied, — I will 
talk to you about this. But mind, now, these , 
are the things that some foolish people call 
dangerous subjects, — as if these vices which 
burrow into people’s souls, as the Guinea- 
worm burrows into the naked feet of Wcst- 
Indian slaves, would be more mischievous 
when seen than out of sight. Now the true 
way to deal with those obstinate animals. 


which are a dozen feet long, some of them, 
and no bigger than a horse hair, is to get a 
piece of silk round their heads, and pull them 
out very cautiously. If you only break them 
off, they grow worse than ever, and some- 
times kill the person who has the misfortune 
to harbor one of them. Whence it is plain 
that the first thing to do is to find out where 
the head lies. 

Just so of all the vices, and particularly of 
this vice of intemperance. What is the head 
of it, and where does it lie? For you may 
depend upon it, there is not one of these vices 
that has not a head of its own, — an intelli- 
gence, — a meaning, — a certain virtue, I 
was going to say, — but that might, perhaps, 
sound paradoxical. I have heard an im- 
mense number of moral physicians lay down 
the treatment of moral Guinea-worms, and 
the vast majority of them would always insist 
that the creature had no head at all, but was 
all body and tail. So I have found a very 
common result of their method to be that the 
string slipped, or that a piece only of the 
creature was broken off, and the worm soon 
grew again, as bad as ever. The truth is, if 
the Devil could only appear in church by 
attorney, and make the best statement that 
the facts would bear him out in doing on 
behalf of his special virtues (what we com- 
monly call vices), the influence of good teach- 
ers would be much greater than it is. For 
the arguments by which the Devil prevails 
are precisely the ones that the Devil-queller 
most rarely answers. The way to argue 
down a vice is not to tell lies about it, — to 
say that it has no attractions, when every- 
body knows that it has, — but rather to let 
it make out its case just as it certainly will 
in the moment of temptation, and then meet 
it with the weapons furnished by the Divine 
armory. Ithuriel did not spit the toad on his 
spear, you remember, but touched him with 
it, and the blasted angel took the sad glories 
of his true shape. If he had shown fight then, 
the fair spirits would have known how to deal 
with him. 

That all spasmodic cerebral action is an 
evil is not perfectly clear. Men get fairly 
intoxicated with music, with poetry, with 
religious excitement, — oftenest with love. 
Ninon de I’Enclos said she was so easily ex- 
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cited that her soup intoxicated her, and con- 
valescents have been made tipsy by a beef- 
steak. 

There are forms and stages of alcoholic 
exaltation which, in themselves, and without 
regard to their consequences, might be con- 
sidered as positive improvements of the per- 
sons affected. When the sluggish intellect 
is roused, the slow speech quickened, the 
cold nature warmed, the latent sympathy 
developed, the flagging spirit kindled, — be- 
fore the trains of thought become confused, 
or Ae will perverted, or the muscles relaxed, 
—just at the moment when the whole human 
zoophyte flowers out like a full-blown rose, 
and is ripe for the subscription-paper or the 
contribution box, — it would be hard to say 
that a man was, at that very time, worse, or 
less to be loved, than when driving a hard 
bargain with all his meaner wits about him. 
The difficulty is, that the alcoholic virtues 
don’t wash; but until the water takes their 
colors out, the tints are very much like those 
of the true celestial stuff, 

[Here I was interrupted by a question 
which I am very willing to report, but have 
confidence enough in those friends who exam- 
ine these records to commit to their candor. 

A person at table asked me whether I “went 
in for rum as a steady drink?” — His manner 
made the question highly offensive, but I re- 
strained myself, and answered thus;] 

Rum I take to be the name which un- 
washed moralists apply alike to the product 
distilled from molasses and the noblest juices 
of the vineyard. Burgundy “in all its sunset 
glow” is rum. Champagne, soul of “the 
foaming grape of Eastern France,” is rum. 
Hock, which our friend, the Poet, speaks of 
as 

“The Rhine’s breastmilk, gushing cold and bright, 
Pale as the moon, and maddening as her light,” 


'IDELL HOLMES g|3 

and sentiment is so much more stimulating 
than alcohol, that, if I thought fit to tain* 
wine, it would be to keep me sober. 

Among the gentlemen that I have known, 
5 few, if any, were ruined by drinking. My 
few druiiken acquaintances were generally 
ruined before thev became drunkards. The 
habit of drinking is often a vice, no doubt, — 
somerimes a misfortune, ~ as when an al- 
io most irrcsisiil/lc hereditary propensity exists 
to indulge in it, — but ofienest of all a punish- 
ment. 

Empty heads, — • heads without ideas in 
wholesome variety and sufficient number to 
IS furnish food for the mental clockwork, — ill- 
regulated heads, where the faculties are not 
under the control of the will, — tlicse arc the 
ones that hold the brains which their owners 
are so apt to tamper with, by introducing 
20 the appliances we have been talking about. 
Now, when a gentleman’s brain is empty or 
ill-regulated, it is, to a great extent, his own 
fault; and so it is simple retribution, that, 
while he lies slothfully sleeping or aimlessly 
25 dreaming, the fatal habit settles on him like 
a vampire, and sucks his blood, fanning him 
all the while with its hot wings into deeper 
slumber or idler dreams! I am not such a 
hard-soulcd being as to apply this to the 
30 neglected poor, who have had no chance to 
fill their heads with wholesome idczis, and to 
be taught the lesson of self-government. I 
trust the tariff of Heaven has an ad valorem 
scale for them, — and all of us. 

35 But to come back to poets and artists; — 
if they really are more prone to the abuse of 
stimulants, — and I fear that this is true, — 
the reason of it is only too clear. A man 
abandons himself to a fine frenzy, and the 
40 power which flows through him, as I once 
explained to you, makes him the medium of 
a great poem or a great picture. The crea- 
tive action is not voluntary at all, but auto- 


is rum. Sir, I repudiate the loathsome vul- 
garism as an insult to the first miracle wrought 
by the Founder of our religion! I address 
myself to the company. — I believe in tem- 
perance, nay, almost in abstinence, as a rule 
for healffiy people. I trust that I practice 
both. But let me tell you, there arc com- 50 
panics of men of genius into which I some- 
times go, where the atmosphere of intellect 


made; we can only put the mind into the 
proper attitude, and wait for the wind, that 
blows where it listeth, to breathe over ii. 
Thus the true state of creative genius is allied 
to reverie.^ or dreaming. If mind and body 
were both healthy and had food enough and 
fair play, I doubt whether any men would 
be more temperate than the imaginative 
classes. But body and mind often flag, — - 
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perhaps they are ill-made to begin with, 
underfed with bread or ideas, overworked, or 
abused in some way. The automatic action, 
by which genius wrought its wonders, fails. 
There is only one thing which can rouse the s 
machine: not will, — that cannot reach it, 
nothing but a ruinous agent, which hurries 
the wheels a while and soon eats out the heart 
of the mechanism. The dreaming faculties 
are always the dangerous ones, because their lo 
mode of action can be imitated by artificial 
excitement; the reasoning ones are safe, be- 
cause they imply continued voluntary effort. 

I think you will find it true, that, before 
any vice can fasten on a man, body, mind, 15 
or moral nature must be debilitated. The 
mosses and fungi gather on sickly trees, not 
thriving ones; and the odious parasites which 
fasten on the human frame choose that which 
is already enfeebled. Mr. Walker, the hyge- 20 
ian humorist, declared that he had such a 
healthy skin it was impossible for any impur- 
ity to stick to it, and maintained that it was 
an absurdity to wash a face which was of 
necessity always clean. I don’t know how 25 
much fancy there was in this; but there is no 
fancy in saying that the lassitude of tired-out 
operatives, and the languor of imaginative 
natures in their periods of collapse, and the 
vacuity of minds untrained to labor and dis- 30 
cipline, fit the soul and body for the germina- 
tion of the seeds of intemperance. 

Whenever the wandering demon of Drunk- 
enness finds a ship adrift, — no steady wind 
in its sails, no thoughtful pilot directing its 35 
course, — ■ he steps on board, takes the helm, 
and steers straight for the maelstrom.* * * 

And since I am talking of early recollec- 
tions, I don’t know why I shouldn’t mention 
some others that still cling to me, — not that 40 
you will attach any very particular meaning 
to these same images so full of significance to 
me, but that you will find something parallel 
to them in your own memory. You remem- 
ber, perhaps, what I said one day about 45 
smells. There were certain sounds also which 
had a mysterious suggestiveness to me, — not 
so intense, perhaps, as that connected with 
the other sense, but yet peculiar, and never to 
be forgotten. 50 

The first was the creaking of the woodsled, 
bringing their loads of oak and walnut from 


the country, as the slow-swinging oxen trailed 
them along over the complaining snow, in the 
cold, brown light of early morning. Lying in 
bed and listening to their dreary music had a 
pleasure in it akin to the Lucretian luxury, or 
that which Byron speaks of as to be enjoyed 
in looking on at a battle by one “who hath no 
friend, no brother there.” 

There was another sound, in itself so sweet, 
and so connected with one of those simple and 
curious superstitions of childhood of which I 
have spoken, that I can never cease to cherish 
a sad sort of love for it. — Let me tell the 
superstitious fancy first. The Puritan “Sab- 
bath,” as everybody knows, began at “sun- 
down” on Saturday evening. To such ob- 
servance of it I was bom and bred. As the 
large, round disk of day declined, a stillness, a 
solemnity, a somewhat melancholy hush came 
over us all. It was time for work to cease, and 
for playthings to be put away. The world of 
active life passed into the shadow of an eclipse, 
not to emerge until the sun should sink again 
beneath the horizon. 

It was in this stillness of the world without 
and of the soul within that the pulsating lull- 
aby of the evening crickets used to make itself 
most distinctly heard — so that I well re- 
member I used to think that the purring of 
these little creatures, which mingled with the 
batrachian hymns from the neighboring 
swamp, was peculiar to Saturday evenings. I 
don’t know that anything could give a clearer 
idea of the quieting and subduing effect of 
the old habit of observance of what was con- 
sidered holy time, than this strange, childish 
fancy. 

Yes, and there was still another sound 
which mingled its solemn cadences with the 
waking and sleeping dreams of my boyhood. 
It was heard only at times, — a deep, muffled 
roar, which rose and fell, not loud, but vast, 
— a whistling boy would have drowned it for 
his next neighbor, but it must have been 
heard over the space of a hundred square 
miles. I used to wonder what this might be. 
Gould it be the roar of the thousand wheels 
and the ten thousand footsteps jarring and 
trampling along the stones of the neighboring 
city? That would be continuous; but this, as 
I have said, rose and fell in regular rhythm. 
I remember being told, and I suppose this to 
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have been the true solution, that it was the 
sound of the waves, after a high wind, break- 
ing on the long beaches many miles distant. 

I should really like to know whether any ob- 
serving people living ten miles, more or less, « 
inland from long beaches, in such a town, 
for instance, as Cantabridge, in the eastern 
part of the Territory of the Massachusetts, — 
have ever observed any such sound, and 
whether it was rightly accounted for as i 
above.* * * 

Sir, — said I, — 'all men love all women. 
That is the primd-Jacie aspect of the case. The 
Court of Nature assumes the law to be, that 
all men do so; and the individual man is i 
bound to show cause why he does not love 
any particular woman. A man, says one of 
my old black-letter law-books, may show 
divers good reasons, as thus: He hath not seen 
the person named in the indictment; she is of 2 
tender age, or the reverse of that; she hath 
certain personal disqualifications, — • as, for 
instance, she is a blackamoor, or hath an ill- 
favored countenance; or, his capacity of lov- 
ing being limited, his affections are engrossed 2 
by a previous comer; and so of other condi- 
tions. Not the less is it true that he is bound 
by duty and inclined by nature to love each 
and every woman. Therefore it is that each 
woman virtually summons every man to 3 
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morning w'hcn I came in, — so much so, that 
I inquired of my neighbor, the divinity- 
student, what had been going on. It appears 
that the young fellow whom they call John 
; had taken advantage of my being a little late 
(1 havdng been rather longer than usual dress- 
ing that morning) to circulate several ques- 
tions involving a quibble or play upon words, 
— in short, containing that indignity to the 
0 human understanding, condemned in the 
passages from the distinguished moralist of 
the last century and the illustrious historian 
of the present, which I cited c:)n a former occa- 
sion, and known as a pun. After breakfast, 
5 one of the boarders handed me a small roll of 
paper containing some of the questions and 
their answers. I subjoin two or three of them, 
to show what a tendency theiT is to frivolity 
and meaningless talk in young persons of a 
0 certain sort, when not restrained by the pres- 
ence of more reflective natures. — It w^as 
asked, “Why tertian and quartan fevers were 
like certain short-lived insects.” Some inter- 
esting physiological relation would be natu- 
5 rally suggested. The inquirer blushes to find 
that the answer is in the paltry equivocation, 
that they skip a day or tw'o. — “Why an Eng- 
lishman must go to the Continent to weaken 
his grog or punch.” The answer proves to 
o have no relation whatever to the temperance- 


show cause why he doth not love her. This is 
not by written document, or direct speech, 
for the most part, but by certain signs of silk, 
gold, and other materials, which say to all 
men, — Look on me and love, as in duty 
bound. Then the man pleadeth this special 
incapacity, whatsoever that may be, — as, 
for instance, impecuniosity, or that he hath 
one or many wives in his household, or that 
he is of mean figure, or small capacity; of 
which reasons it may be noted, that the first 
is, according to late decisions, of chiefest 
authority. — So far the old law-book. But 
there is a note from an older authority, saying 
that every, woman doth also love each and 
every man, except there be some good reason 
to the contrary; and a very observing friend 
of mine, a young unmarried clergyman, tells 
me, that, so far as his experience goes, he has 
reason to think the ancient author had fact to 
justify his statement.* * * 

[The company looked a little flustered one 


movement, as no better reason is given than 
that island- (or, as it is absurdly written. He 
and) water won't mix. — But when I came to 
the next question and its answer, I felt that 
patience ceased to he a virtue. “Why an 
onion is like a piano” is a query that a person 
of sensibility would be slow to propose; but 
that in an educated community an individual 
could be found to answer it in these words, — 
“Because it smell odious,” quan.^ it’s melodi- 
ous, — is not credible, but too true. I can 
show you the paper. 

Dear reader, I beg your pardon for repeat- 
ing such things. I know mo.st conversations 
reported in books are altogether above such 
trivial details, but folly will come up at every 
table as surely as purslain and chickweed and 
sorrel will come up in gardens. This young 
fellow ought to have talked philosophy, I 
know perfectly well; but he didn’t, — he 
made jokes.] 

I am willing, — I said, — to exercise your 
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ingenuity in a rational and contemplative 
manner. — No, I do not proscribe certain 
forms of philosophical speculation which in- 
volve an approach to the absurd or the ludi- 
crous, such as you may find, for example, in 
the folio of the Reverend Father Thomas 
Sanchez, in his famous Disputations, “De 
Sancto Matrimonio.” I will therefore turn 
this levity of yours to profit by reading you a 
rhymed problem, wrought out by my friend 
the Professor: 

THE deacon’s masterpiece: 

OR THE WONDERFUL “ ONE-HOSS-SHAY” 

A LOGICAL STORY 

Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss-shay. 
That was built in such a logical way 
It ran a hundred years to a day. 

And then, of a sudden, it — ah, but stay. 

I’ll tell you what happened without delay. 
Scaring the parson into fits, 

Frightening people out of their wits, — 

Have you ever heard of that, I say? 

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five, 

Georgius Secundus was then alive, — 

Snuffy old drone from the German hive; 

That was the year when Lisbon-town 
Saw the earth open and gulp her down. 

And Braddock’s army was done so brown. 

Left without a scalp to its crown. 

It was on the terrible earthquake-day 
That the Deacon finished the one-hoss-shay. 

Now in building of chaises, I tell you what, 

There is always somewhere a weakest spot, — 

In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill, 

In panel, or crossbar, or floor, or sill, 

In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace, — lurking still, 
Find it somewhere you must and will, — 

Above or below, or within or without, — 

And that’s the reason, beyond a doubt, 

A chaise breaks down, but doesn’t wear out. 

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do. 

With an “I dew vum,” or an “I tell^^oM,”) 

He would build one shay to beat the taown 
’n’ the keounty ’n’ all the kentry raoun’; 

It should be so built that it couldn’ break daown, 
— “Fur,” said the Deacon, “’t’s mighty plain 
Thut the weakes’ place mus’ stan’ the strain; 

’n’ the way t’ fix it, uz I maintain. 

Is only jest 

T’ make that place uz strong uz the rest.” 

So the Deacon inquired of the village folk 
Where he could find the strongest oak, 

That couldn’t be split nor bent nor broke, — 
That was for spokes and floor and sills; 


He sent for lancewood to make the thills; 

The crossbars were ash, from the straightest trees. 
The panels of white-wood, that cuts like cheese. 
But lasts like iron for things like these; 

The hubs of logs from the “Settler’s ellum,” — 

5 Last of its timber, — they couldn’t sell ’em. 

Never an axe had seen their chips. 

And the wedges flew from between their lips. 
Their blunt ends frizzled like celery- tips; 

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw. 

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too, 
lo Steel of the finest, bright and blue; 

Thoroughbrace bison-skin, thick and wide; 

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide 
Found in the pit when the tanner died. 

That was the way he “put her through.” — 

IS “There!” said the Deacon, “naow she’ll dew.” 

Do! I tell you, I rather guess 
She was a wonder, and nothing less ! 

Colts grew horses, beards turned gray. 

Deacon and deaconess dropped away, 

20 Children and grand-children — where were they? 
But there stood the stout old one-hoss-shay 
As fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake-day 1 

Eighteen hundred ; — it came and found 
25 The Deacon’s Masterpiece strong and sound. 
Eighteen hundred increased by ten; — 

“Hahnsum kerridge” they called it then. 

Eighteen hundred and tw^enty came; — 

Running as usual; much the same. 

30 Thirty and forty at last arrive, 

And then come fifty, and fifty-five. 

Little of all we value here 
Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year 
35 Without both feeling and looking queer. 

In fact, there’s nothing that keeps its youth. 

So far as I know, but a tree and truth. 

(This is a moral that runs at large; 

Take it. — You’re welcome. — No extra charge.) 
40 First of November, — the Earthquake-day. — 
There are traces of age in the one-hoss-shay. 

A general flavor of mild decay, 

But nothing local, as one may say. 

45 There couldn’t be, — for the Deacon’s art 
Had made it so like in every part 
That there wasn’t a chance for one to start. 

For the wheels were just as strong as the thills, 
And the floor was just as strong as the sills, 

50 And the panels just as strong as the floor, 

And the whippletree neither less nor more, 

And the back-crossbar as strong as the fore, 

And spring and axle and hub encore. 

And yet, as a whole, it is past a doubt 
55 In another hour it will be worn out\ 

First of November, ’Fifty-five! 

This morning the parson takes a drive. 

Now, small boys, get out of the way ! 

6 o Here comes the wonderful one-hoss-shay, 

Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay. 
“Huddup!” said the parson. — Off went they. 
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The parson was working his Sunday’s text, — 

Had got to fifthly, and stopped perplexed 
At what the — Moses — was coming next. 

All at once the horse stood still, 

Close by the meet’ n’ -house on the hill. 

— First a shiver, and then a thrill, 

Then something decidedly like a spill, — 

And the parson was sitting upon a rock, 

At half-past nine by the meet’ n’ -house clock, — 
Just the hour of the Earthquake shock! 

— What do you think the parson found, 

When he got up and stared around? 

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound. 

As if it had been to the mill and ground. 

You see, of course, if you’re not a dunce, 

How it went to pieces all at once, — 

All at once, and nothing first, — 

Just as bubbles do when they burst. 

End of the wonderful one-hoss-shay. 

Logic is logic. That's all I say. 

— I think there is one habit, — I said to 
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schoolboy or fullgrown, wrung out of a three- 
volume novel which had sopjjed it up, or 
decanted from the pictured urn of Mr. Ver- 
dant Green, and diluted to suit the provincial 
5 climate. 

— The young fellow called John spoke up 
sharply and said, it was “rum” to hear me 
“pitchin’ into fellers” for “goin’ it in the slang 
line,” vvhen I used all the flash words myself 
10 just when 1 pleased. 

— I replied with my usual forbearance. — - 
Certainlv, to give up the algebraic symbol 
because a t)r b is often a cover for ideal nihil- 
ity, would be unwise. I have heard a child 
ic laboring lo express a certain condition, in- 
\olving a hitherto undcscribed .sensation (as 
It supposed), all of which could have been 
sufliciently explained by the participle — 
bored. I have .seen a count ry’-clergyman, with 


our company a day or two afterwards, — 20 a one-story intellect and a one-horse vocabu- 
worse than that of punning. It is the gradual Jary, who has consumed his valuable lime 
substitution of cant or slang terms for words (and mine) Ireely, in developing an opinion 
which truly characterize their objects. I of a brother-minister's discourse which would 
have known several very genteel idiots whose have been abundantly characterized by a 
whole vocabulary had deliquesced into some 25 peach-down-lipped sojihomore in the one 
half dozen expressions. All things fell into word — slow. Let us discriminate, and be 
one of two great categories, — fast or slow. shy of absolute proscription. 1 am omniver- 
Man’s chief end w^as to be a brick. When the bivorous by nature and training. Passing by 
great calamities of life overtook their friends, such words as arc poisonous, I can swallow 
these last were spoken of as being a good deal 30 most othcr.s, and chew such as I cannot swal- 
cut up. Nine tenths of human existence were low. 

summed up in the single word, bore. These Dandies are not good for much, but they 
expressions come to be the algebraic symbols are good for something. They invent or keep 
of minds which have growm too weak or indo- in circulation those conversational blank 
lent to discriminate. They are the blank 35 checks or counters just spoken of, which in- 
checks of intellectual bankruptcy; — you tellectual capitalists may sometimes find it 
may fill them up with what idea you like; it worth their w'hile to borrow of them. They 
makes no diflference, for there are no funds in are useful, too, in keeping up the standard of 
the treasury upon which they are drawn. dress, which, but for them, would deteriorate. 
Colleges and good-for-nothing smoking-clubs 40 and become, what some old fools would have 
are the places where these conversational it, a matter of convenience, and not of taste 
fungi spring up most luxuriantly. Don’t and art. Yes, I like oandies well enough, 
think I undervalue the proper use and appli- on one condition. 

cation of a cant word or phrase. It adds —What is that, Sir? — said the divinity- 
piquancy to conversation, as a mushroom 4s student. 

does to a sauce. But it is no better than a —That they have pluck. I find that lies 

toadstool, odious to the sense and poisonous at the bottom of all true dandyism. A little 
to the intellect when it spawns itself all over boy dressed up very fine, who puts his finger 
the talk of men’ and youths capable of talking, in his mouth and takes to crying, if other boys 
as it sometimes does. As we hear slang 50 make fun of him, looks very silly But if he 
phraseology, it is commonly the dish-water turns r^^d in the face and knotty in the fists, 
from the washings of English dandyism, and makes an example of the biggest of his 
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assailants, throwing off his fine Leghorn and 
his thickly-buttoned jacket, if necessary, to 
consummate the act of justice, his small tog- 
gery takes on the splendors of the crested 
helmet that frightened Astyanax. You re- 5 
member that the Duke said his dandy officers 
were his best officers. The “Sunday blood,” 
the super-superb sartorial equestrian of our 
annual Fast-day, is not imposing or danger- 
ous. But such fellows as Brummel and 
D’Orsay and Byron are not to be snubbed 
quite so easily. Look out for “la main de fer 
sous le gant de velours” (which I printed in 
English the other day without quotation- 
marks, thinking whether any scarahceus criticus i. 
would add this to his globe and roll in glory 
with it into the newspapers, — which he 
didn’t do it, in the charming pleonasm of the 
London language, and therefore I claim the 
sole merit of exposing the same). A good 
many powerful and dangerous people have 
had a decided dash of dandyism about them. 
There was Alcibiades, the “curled son of 
Clinias,” an accomplished young man, but 
what would be called a “swell” in these days. 
There was Aristoteles, a very distinguished 
writer, of whom you have heard, — a phi- 
losopher, in short, whom it took centuries to 
learn, centuries to unlearn, and is now going 
to take a generation or more to learn over 
again. Regular dandy he was. So was Mar- 
cus Antonius; and though he lost his game, he 
played for big stakes, and it wasn’t his dandy- 
ism that spoiled his chance. Petrarca was 
not to be despised as a scholar or a poet, but 
he was one of the same sort. So was Sir 
Humphrey Davy; so was Lord Palmerston, 
formerly, if I am not forgetful. Yes, — a 
dandy is good for something as such; and 
dandies such as I was just speaking of have 
rocked this planet like a cradle, — aye, and 
left it swinging to this day. — Still, if I were 
you, I wouldn’t go to the tailor’s, on the 
strength of these remarks, and run up a long 
bill which will render pockets a superfluity in 
your next suit. Elegans ^^nascitur, non Jit.’* A 
man is bom a dandy, as he is bom a poet. 
There are heads that can’t wear hats; there 
are necks that can’t fit cravats; there are jaws 
that can’t fill out collars — (Willis touched 
this last point in one of his earlier ambro- 
typcs, if I remember righdy); there are 


tournures nothmg can humanize, and move- 
ments nothing can subdue to the gracious 
suavity or elegant languor or stately serenity 
which belong to different styles of dandyism. 

We are forming an aristocracy, as you may 
observe, in this country, — not a gratid-Dei, 
nor a jure-divine one, — but a de-jacto upper 
stratum of being, which floats over the turbid 
waves of common life like the iridescent film 
you may have seen spreading over the water 
about our wharves, — very splendid, though 
its origin may have been tar, tallow, train-oil, 
or other such unctuous commodities. I say, 
then, we are forming an aristocracy; and, 
15 transitory as its individual life often is, it 
maintains itself tolerably, as a whole. Of 
course money is its corner-stone. But now 
observe this. Money kept for two or three 
generations transforms a race, — I don’t 
mean merely in manners and hereditary cul- 
ture, but in blood and bone. Money buys 
air and sunshine, in which children grow up 
more kindly, of course, than in close, back 
streets; it buys country places to give them 
happy and healthy summers, good nursing, 
good doctoring, and the best cuts of beef and 
mutton. When the spring-chickens come to 

market I beg your pardon, — that is 

not what I was going to speak of. As the 
young females of each successive season come 
on, the finest specimens among them, other 
things being equal, are apt to attract those 
who can afford the expensive luxury of 
beauty. The physical character of the next 
generation rises in consequence. It is plain 
that certain families have in this way ac- 
quired an elevated type of face and figure, 
and that in a small circle of city-connections 
one may sometimes find models of both sexes 
which one of the rural counties would find it 
hard to match from all its townships put to- 
gether. Because there is a good deal of run- 
ning down, of degeneration and waste of life, 
among the richer classes, you must not over- 
look the equally obvious fact I have just 
spoken of, — which in one or two generations 
more will be, I think, much more patent than 
just now. 

The weak point in our chryso-aristocracy 
is the same I have alluded to in connection 
with cheap dandyism. Its thorough man- 
hood, its high-caste gallantry, are not so 
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manifest as the plate-glass of its windows and 
the more or less legitimate heraldry of its 
coach-panels. It is very curious to observe of 
how small account military folks are held 
among our Northern people. Our young 5 
men must gild their spurs, but they need not 
win them. The equal division of property 
keeps the younger sons of rich people above 
the necessity of military service. Thus the 
army loses an element of refinement, and the 10 
moneyed upper class forgets what it is to 
count heroism among its virtues. Still I don’t 
believe in any aristocracy without pluck as 
its backbone. Ours may show' it when the 
time comes if it ever does come.^ 13 

— ’ These United States furnish the greatest 
market for intellectual green Jruit of all the 
places in the world. I think so, at any rate. 
The demand for intellectual labor is so enor- 
mous and the market so far from nice, that 20 
young talent is apt to fare like unripe goose- 
berries, — get plucked to make a fool of. 
Think of a country which buys eighty thou- 
sand copies of the ‘ Trove rbial Philosophy,” 
while the author’s admiring countrymen 25 
have been buying twelve thousand! How 
can one let his fruit hang in the sun until it 
gets fully ripe, while there are eighty thousand 
such hungry mouths ready to swallow it and 
proclaim its praises? Consequently, there 30 
never was such a collection of crude pippins 
and half-grown windfalls as our native litera- 
ture displays among its fruits. There are 
literary green-groceries at every corner, 
which will buy anything, from a button-pear 35 
to a pine-apple. It takes a long apprentice- 
ship to train a whole people to reading and 
writing. The temptation of money and 
fame is too great for young people. Do I not 
remember that glorious moment when the 40 

late Mr. we won’t say who, — editor of 

the — ' — we won’t say what, offered me the 
sum of fifty cents per double-columned quarto 
page for shaking my young boughs over his 
foolscap apron? Was it not an intoxicating 45 
vision of gold and glory? I should doubtless 
have revelled in its wealth and splendor, but 

1 The marble tablets and memorial windows in our 
churches and monumental buildings bear evidence as 
to whether the young men of favored social position 50 
proved worthy of their privileges or not 
four years of trial which left us a nation. [Authors 
noU.} 


for learning that thcjifty cents was to be con- 
sidered a rhetorical embeilisliment, and by no 
means a literal expression of past fact or 
present intention. 

— Beware of making your moral staple 
consist of the negative virtues. It is good to 
abstain, and teach others to abstain, from all 
that is sinful or hurtful. But making a busi- 
ness of it leads to emaciation of character, 
unless one leeds largely also on the more 
nutritious diet of acti\e sympathetic benevo- 
lence. 

— 1 don't believe one word of what you are 
saying, — spoke up the angular female in 
black bombazine. 

I am sorr\' you disbelieve it, Madam, — I 
said, and added softly to my next neighbor, 
— but you prove it. 

The young fellow sitting near me winked; 
and the divinity-student said, m an under- 
tone, — Optime dii turn. 

Your talking Latin, — said I, — reminds 
me of an odd trick of one of iny old tutors. 
He read so much of that language, that his 
English half turned into it. He got caught 
in town, one hot summer, in pretty close 
quarters, and wrote, or began to write, a 
series of city pastorals. Eclogues he called 
them, and meant to have published them by 
subscription. I remember some of his verses, 
if you want to hear them. — You, Sir (ad- 
dressing myself to the divinity-student), and 
all such as have been through college, or 
what is the same thing, received an honorary 
degree, will understand them without a dic- 
tionary. The old man had a great deal to say 
about “aestivation,” as he called it, in opposi- 
tion, as one might say, to hibernation. Intra- 
mural aestivation, or town-life in summer, he 
w'ould say, is a peculiar form of suspended 
existence, or semi-asphyxia. One wakes up 
from it about the beginning of the last week 
in September. This is what I remember of 
his poem; 

iiESTIVATinN 

AN UNPUBLISHED POLM, BY MY LATE 
LATIN TUTOR 

In candent ire the solar splendor flames; 

The foies, langucscent, pend Irom arid rames; 

His humid front the cive, anhcling, wipes," 

And dreams of erring on ventiferous ripca. 
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How dulce to vive occult to mortal eyes. 

Dorm on the herb with none to supervise, 

Carp the suave berries from the crescent vine,^ 

And bibe the flow from longicaudate kine ! 

To me, alas! no verdurous visions come, 5 

Save yon exiguous pool’s conferva-scum, — 

No concave vast repeats the tender hue 
That laves my milk-jug with celestial blue! 

Me wretched ' Let me curr to quercine shades ! 
Effund your albid hausts, lactiferous maids! lo 

Oh, might I vole to some umbrageous clump, — 
Depart, — be off, — excede, — evade, — erump ! 

— I have lived by the sea-shore and by the 
mountains. — No, I am not going to say 
which is best. The one where your place is i 5 
is the best for you. But this diflference there 
is; you can domesticate mountains, but the sea 
is Jera naturae. You may have a hut, or know 
the owner of one, on the mountain-side; you 
see a light half-way up its ascent in the eve- 20 
ning, and you know there is a home, and you 
might share it. You have noted certain trees, 
perhaps; you know the particular zone where 
the hemlocks look so black in October, when 
the maples and beeches have faded. All its 25 
reliefs and intaglios have electrotyped them- 
selves in the medallions that hang round the 
walls of your memory’s chamber. — The sea 
remembers nothing. It is feline. It licks 
your feet, — its huge flanks purr very pleas- 30 
antly for you; but it will crack your bones and 
eat you, for all that, and wipe the crimsoned 
foam from its jaws as if nothing had hap- 
pened. The mountains giv^e their lost chil- 
dren berries and water; the sea mocks their 35 
thirst and lets them die. The mountains have 
a grand, stupid, lovable tranquillity; the sea 
bas a fascinating, treacherous intelligence. 
The mountains lie about like huge ruminants, 
their broad backs awful to look upon, but safe 40 
to handle. The sea smooths its silver scales 
Lintil you cannot see their joints, — but their 
ihining is that of a snake’s belly, after all. — 

[n deeper suggestiveness I find as great a dif- 
erence. The mountains dwarf mankind and 45 
breshorten the procession of its long genera- 
ions. The sea drowns out humanity and 
ime; it has no sympathy with either; for it 
)clongs to eternity, and of that it sings its 
nonotonous song forever and ever. 50 

Yet I should love to have a little box by 
he sea-shore. I should love to gaze out on 


the wild feline element from a front window 
of my own, just as I should love to look on a 
caged panther, and see it stretch its shining 
length, and then curl over and lap its smooth 
sides, and by-and-by begin to lash itself into 
rage and show its white teeth and spring at 
its bars, and howl the cry of its mad, but, to 
me, harmless fury. — And then, — to look at 
it with that inward eye, — who does not love 
to shuffle off time and its concerns, at inter- 
vals, — to forget who is President and who is 
Governor, what race he belongs to, what lan- 
guage he speaks, which golden-headed nail of 
the firmament his particular planetary system 
is hung upon, and listen to the great liquid 
metronome as it beats its solemn measure, 
steadily swinging when the solo or duet of 
human life began, and to swing just as stead- 
ily after the human chorus has died out and 
man is a fossil on its shores? 

— What should decide one, in choosing a 
summer residence? — Constitution, first of 
all. How much snow could you melt in an 
hour, if you were planted in a hogshead of it? 
Comfort is essential to enjoyment. All sensi- 
tive people should remember that persons in 
easy circumstances suffer much more from 
cold in summer — that is, the warm half of 
the year — than in winter, or the other half. 
You must cut your climate to your constitu- 
tion, as much as your clothing to your shape. 
After this, consult your taste and conven- 
ience. But if you would be happy in Berk- 
shire, you must carry mountains in your 
brain; and if you would enjoy Nahant, you 
must have an ocean in your soul. Nature 
plays at dominos with you; you must match 
her piece, or she will never give it up to you. 

— The schoolmistress said, in a rather mis- 
chievous way, that she was afraid some minds 
or souls would be a little crowded, if they took 
in the Rocky Mountains or the Atlantic. 

Have you ever read the little book called 
“The Stars and the Earth?” — said I. — - 
Have you seen the Declaration of Independ- 
ence photographed in a surface that a fly’s 
foot would cover? The forms or conditions 
of Time and Space, as Kant will tell you, are 
nothing in themselves, — only our w^ay of 
looking at things. You are right, I think, 
however, in recognizing the idea of Space as 
being quite as applicable to minds as to the 
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outer world. Every man of reflection is 
vaguely conscious of an imperfectly-defined 
circle which is drawn about his intellect. He 
has a perfectly clear sense that the fragments 
of his intellectual circle include the curv^es of 
many other minds of which he is cognizant. 
He often recognizes these as manifestly con- 
centric with his own, but of less radius. On 
the other hand, when we find a portion of an 
arc on the outside of our own, we say it inter- 
sects ours, but are very slow to confess or to 
see that it circumscribes it. Every now and 
then a man’s mind is stretched by a new idea 
or sensation, and never shrinks back to its 
former dimensions. After looking at the 
Alps, I felt that my mind had been stretched 
beyond the limits of elasticity, and fitted so 
loosely on my old ideas of space that I had to 
spread these to fit it. * * * 

— Travel, according to my experience, 
does not exactly correspond to the idea one 
gets of it out of most books of travels. I am 
thinking of travel as it was when I made the 
Grand Tour, especially in Italy. Memory is 
a net; one finds it full of fish when he takes it 
from the brook; but a dozen miles of water 
have run through it without sticking. I can 
prove some facts about travelling by a story 
or two. There are certain principles to be 
assumed, — such as these: — He who is car- 
ried by horses must deal with rogues. — To- 
day’s dinner subtends a larger visual angle 
than yesterday's revolution. A mote in my 
eye is bigger to me than the biggest of Dr. 
Gould’s private planets. — Every traveller is 
a self-taught entomologist. — Old jokes are 
dynamometers of mental tension; an old joke 
tells better among friends travelling than at 
home, — which shows that their minds are in 
a state of diminished, rather than increased, 
vitality. There was a story about “strahps to 
your pahnts,” which was vastly funny to us 
fellows, — on the road from Milan to Venice. 
— Calum, non ammum, — travellers change 
their gaiineas, but not their characters. The 
bore is the same, eating dates under the 
cedars of Lebanon, as over a plate of baked 
beans in Beacon Street. — Parties of travel- 
lers have a morbid instinct for “establishing 
raws” upon each other. — A man shall sit 
down with his friend at the foot of the Great 
Pyramid and they will take up the question 


they had been talking about under “the great 
elm,” and forget all aboui Egypt. When I 
w^ls crossing the Po, we were all fighting about 
the propriety of one fellow’s telling another 
5 that his argument was abmrd; one maintain- 
ing it to be a perfectly admissible logical 
term, as proved by the phrase ‘reductio ad 
absurdum;" the rest badgering him as a con- 
versational Inill','. Mighty little v\c troubled 
lo ourselves for I acius, the Po, “a river broader 
and more rajDid than the Rhone," and the 
times when Ihinnibal led his grim Africans to 
its banks, and his elephants thrust their 
trunks into the yellow waters o\er which that 
15 pendulum .‘Vrrv-boat was sv\ingmg back and 
lorward every ten minutes' 

-- Here are some of th(’»sc reminiscences, 
^^ith morals jircfixed, or annexed, or implied. 

Lively emotions \ery commonly do not 
20 strike us full in front, but oliliquely Irom the 
side; a scene or incident in undiess ciflen affect.® 
ns more than one in full costume. 

“Is this the mighty ocean^ Is this alP” 

2:^ says the Prini'css in (iebir. I'lie rush that 
should have floo(l(‘d iny soul in the Goliseum 
did not come. But walking one day in the 
lields about the city, I slumliled over a frag- 
ment of broken masonry', and lo! the World's 
p Mistress m hem stone' girdle ~ aha mcenia 
Roma — rose before me and whitened iny 
cheek with her jiale shadow as nc\er before or 
since. 

I used very cjften, when coming home from 
3:5 my morning's work at one of the jiublic insti- 
tutions of Paris, to stop in at the dear old 
church of St. Etienne cJu Mont. The tomb 
of St. Genevieve, surrounded by burning 
candles and votive tablets, was ihf-rc; the 
40 mural tablet of Jacobus Benignus Wircslow 
was there; there was a noble organ with 
carv^ed figures; the pulpit was borne on the 
oaken shoulders of a stooping Samsem; and 
there was a marv’ellous staircase like a coil of 
45 lace. These things I mention from memory, 
but not all of them together impressed me so 
much as an inscription on a small slab of 
marble fixed in one of the walls. It told how 
this church of St. Stephen was repaired and 
50 beautified in the year 16 — , and how, during 
the celebration of its reopening, two giris of 
the parish {Jilles de la paroisse) fell from the 
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gallery, carrying a part of the balustrade 
with them, to the pavement, but by a miracle 
escaped uninjured. Two young girls name- 
less, but real presences to my imagination, as 
much as when they came fluttering down on 
the tiles with a cry that outscreamed the 
sharpest treble in the Te Deum. (Look at 
Carlyle’s article on Boswell, and see how he 
speaks of the poor young women Johnson 
talked with in the streets one evening.) All 
the crowd gone but these two “filles de la 
paroisse,” — gone as utterly as the dresses 
they wore, as the shoes that were on their feet, 
as the bread and meat that were in the mar- 
ket on that day. 

Not the great historical events, but the 
personal incidents which call up single sharp 
pictures of some human being in its pang or 
struggle, reach us most nearly. I remember 
the platform at Berne, over the parapet of 
which Theobald Weinzapfli’s restive horse 
sprung with him and landed him more than 
a hundred feet beneath in the lower town, 
not dead, but sorely broken, and no longer a 
wild youth, but God’s servant from that day 
forward. I have forgotten the famous bears, 
and all else. I remember the Percy lion on 
the bridge over the little river at Alnwick, — 
the leaden lion with his tail stretched out 
straight like a pump-handle, — and why? 
Because of the story of the village boy who 
must fain bestride the leaden tail, standing 
out over the water, — which breaking, he 
dropped into the stream far below, and was 
taken out an idiot for the rest of his life. 

Arrow-heads must be brought to a sharp 
point and the guillotine-axe must have a 
slanting edge. Something intensely human, 
narrow, and definite pierces to the seat of our 
sensibilities more readily than huge occur- 
rences and catastrophes. A nail will pick a 
lock that defies hatchet and hammer. “The 
Royal George” went down with all her crew, 


and Cowper wrote an exquisitely simple 
poem about it; but the leaf which holds it is 
smooth, while that which bears the lines on 

his mother’s portrait is blistered with tears. 
* ^ ^ 

It was my last breakfast as a boarder, and 
I could not leave them in utter silence. 

Good-by, — I said, — my dear friends, 
one and all of you! I have been long with 
you, and I find it hard parting. I have to 
thank you for a thousand courtesies, and 
above all for the patience and indulgence 
with which you have listened to me when I 
have tried to instruct or amuse you. My 
friend the Professor (who, as well as my friend 
the Poet, is unavoidably absent on this inter- 
esting occasion) has given me reason to sup- 
pose that he would occupy my empty chair 
about the first of January next. If he comes 
among you, be kind to him, as you have been 
to me. May the Lord bless you all ! — And 
we shook hands all round the table. 

Half an hour afterwards the breakfast 
things and the cloth were gone. I looked up 
and down the length of the bare boards over 
which I had so often uttered my sentiments 
and experiences — and — Yes, I am a man, 
like another. 

All sadness vanished, as, in the midst of 
these old friends of mine, whom you know, 
and others a little more up in the world, per- 
haps, to whom I have not introduced you, I 
took the schoolmistress before the altar from 
the hands of the old gentleman who used to 
sit opposite, and who would insist on giving 
her away. 

And now we two are walking the long path 
in peace together. The “schoolmistress” 
finds her skill in teaching called for again, 
without going abroad to seek little scholars. 
Those visions of mine have all come true. 

I hope you all love me none the less for 
anything I have told you. Farewell ! 
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Augustus B. Longstreet (1790-1870) 

Bom at Augusta, Georgia, Longstreet became a Yale graduate, lawyer, judge of 
me state supreme court, Methodist minister, college president, and (incidentally, as 
he conceived) a popular writer. 

Georgia Scenes, 1835, was a collection of newspaper sketches of the life of the old 
Southwest before the frontier crossed the Mississippi, lii dicir back country humor 
and frank realism, these sketches, like the work of other w rilers of the region, are tar 
removed from the polite literature of the n^niantic iiio\cment. With the pcrsf^ective 
of social background and education, men like W. 1 ’. Thompson, Johnson Hooper, 
Joseph G. Baldwin, and Longstreet himself put the back country life on recoixl in a 
manner that foreshaaowed the humorists of t he \\ est in ; i 'e period after the Civil War. 

The life of Augustus Baldwin Longstreet by J. D. Wade was published in 1924. See 
also J. Tandy, Ciackerbox Philosophers, 1925. 


From Georgia Scenes 
(1835) 

The Fight 

In the younger days of the Republic there ^ 

lived in the county of two men, v/ho 

were admitted on all hands to be the very 
best men in the county; which, in the Georgia 
vocabulary, means they could flog any 
other two men in the county. Each, through i 
many a hard-fought battle, had acquired 
the mastery of his own battalion; but they 
lived on opposite sides of the Courthouse, 
and in different battalions: consequently, 
they were but seldom thrown together. i 
When they met, however, they were always 
very friendly; indeed, at their first interview, 
they seemed to conceive a wonderful attach- 
ment to each other, which rather increased 
than diminished as they became better 2 
acquainted; so that, but for the circum- 
stance which I am about to mention, the 
question, which had been a thousand times 
asked, “Which is the best man, Billy Stallions 
(Stallings) or Bob Durham?” would prob- 2 
ably never have been answered. 

Billy ruled the upper battalion, and Bob 
the lower. The former measured six feet 


he had but few equals in the county; and 
in wrestling, none. In other respects they 
were nearly equal. Both were admirable 
specimens of human nature in its finest 
lorm. Billy’s victories had generally been 
achieved by the tremendous power of his 
blows, one of which had often jiroved de- 
cisive of his battles; Bob's, by his adroitness 
in bringing his adversary to the ground. 
This advantage he had never failed to gain 
at the onset, and, when gam(‘d, he never 
failed to improve it to the defeat of his ad- 
versary. These points of difference have in- 
volved the reader in a doubt as to the jirob- 
5 able issue of <i (cmiest between them. It was 
not so, however, with the two battalions. 
Neither had the least diflicully in determin- 
ing the point by the most mUural and irre- 
sistible deductions a priori', and though, by 
o the same course of reasoning, they arrived 
at directly opposite conclusions, neither felt 
its confidence in the least shaken by this 
circumstance. The upjier battalion swore 
“that Billy only wanted one lick at him to 
5 knock his heart, liver, and lights out of him; 
and if he got two at him, he’d knock him 
into a cocked hat.” The lower battalion 
retorted, “that he wouldn’t have time to 


and an inch in his stockings, and, without 
a single pound of cumbrous flesli about him, 
weighed a hundred and eighty. The latter 
was an inch shorter than his rival, and ten 
piounds lighter; but he was much the most 
active of the two. In running and jumping 


double his fist before R>h would put his 
head where his feet ought to be; and that, 
by the time he hit the ground, the meat 
would fly off his face so quick, that people 
would think it was shook off Vjy the fall.” 
These disputes often led to the argumenium 



824 


THE ROMANTIC MOVEMENT 


ad hominem^ but with such equahty of suc- 
cess on both sides as to leave the main ques- 
tion just where they found it. They usually 
ended, however, in the common way, with 
a bet; and many a quart of old Jamaica 5 
(whiskey had not then supplanted rum) 
were staked upon the issue. Still, greatly to 
the annoyance of the curious, Billy and Bob 
continued to be good friends. 

Now there happened to reside in the 10 
county just alluded to a little fellow by the 
name of Ransy Sniffle: a sprout of Rich- 
mond, who, in his earlier days, had fed 
copiously upon red clay and blackberries. 
This diet had given to Ransy a complexion 15 
that a corpse would have disdained to own, 
and an abdominal rotundity that was quite 
unprepossessing. Long spells of the fever 
and ague, too, in Ransy’s youth, had con- 
spired with clay and blackberries to throw 20 
him quite out of the order of nature. His 
shoulders were fleshless and elevated; his 
head large and flat; his neck slim and trans- 
lucent; and his arms, hands, fingers, and 
feet were lengthened out of all proportion 25 
to the rest of his frame. His joints were 
large and his limbs small; and as for flesh, 
he could not, with propriety, be said to have 
any. Those parts which nature usually 
supplies with the most of this article — the 30 
calves of the legs, for example — presented 
in him the appearance of so many well- 
drawn blisters. His height was just five feet 
nothing; and his average weight in black- 
berry season, ninety-five. I have been thus 35 
particular in describing him, for the pur- 
pose of showing what a great matter a little 
fire sometimes kindle th. There was nothing 
on this earth which delighted Ransy so much 
as a fight. He never seemed fairly alive 40 
except when he was witnessing, fomenting, 
or talking about a fight. Then, indeed, his 
deep-sunken gray eye assumed something 
of a living fire, and his tongue acquired a 
volubility that bordered upon eloquence. 45 
Ransy had been kept for more than a year 
in the most torturing suspense as to the 
comparative manhood of Billy Stallings 
and Bob Durham. He had resorted to all 
his usual expedients to bring them in col- 
lision, and had entirely failed. He had 
faithfully reported to Bob all that had been 


said by the people in the upper battalion 
“agin him,” and “he was sure Billy Stall- 
ings started it. He heard Billy say himself 
to Jim Brown, that he could whip him, 01 
any other man in his baUalM^\ and this he told 
to Bob; adding, “Dod darn his soul, if he 
was a little bigger, if he’d let any man put 
upon his battalion in such a way.” Bob 
replied, “If he (Stallings) thought so, he’d 
better come and try it.” This Ransy carried 
to Billy, and delivered it with a spirit be- 
coming his own dignity and the character 
of his battalion, and with a colouring well 
calculated to give its effect. These, and 
many other schemes which Ransy laid for the 
gratification of his curiosity, entirely failed 
of their object. Billy and Bob continued 
friends, and Ransy had begun to lapse into 
the most tantalizing and hopeless despair, 
when a circumstance occurred which led to 
a settlement of the long-disputed question. 

It is said that a hundred game cocks will 
live in perfect harmony together if you do 
not put a hen with them; and so it would 
have been with Billy and Bob, had there 
been no women in the world. But there were 
women in the world, and from them each 
of our heroes had taken to himself a wife. 
The good ladies were no strangers to the 
prowess of their husbands, and, strange as 
it may seem, they presumed a little upon it. 

The two battalions had met at the Court- 
house upon a regimental parade. The two 
champions were there, and their wives had 
accompanied them. Neither knew the other’s 
lady, nor were the ladies known to each 
other. The exercises of the day were just 
over, when Mrs. Stallings and Mrs. Durham 
stepped simultaneously into the store of 
Zephaniah Atwater, from “down east.” 

“Have you any Turkey-red?” said Mrs. S. 

“Have you any curtain calico?” said Mrs. 
D. at the same moment. 

“Yes, ladies,” said Mr. Atwater, “I have 
both.” 

“Then help me first,” said Mrs. D., “for 
I’m in a hurry.” 

“I’m in as great a hurry as she is,” said 
Mrs. S., “and I’ll thank you to help me 
first.” 

“And, pray, who are you, madam?” con- 
tinued the other. 
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Your betters, madaiii,” was the reply. 

At this moment Billy Stallings stepped in. 
^‘Come,” said he, “Nancy, let’s be going; 
it’s getting late.” 

“I’d a been gone half an hour ago,” she ; 
replied, “if it hadn’t a’ been for that im- 
pudent huzzy.” 

“Who do you call an impudent huzzy, 
you nasty, good-for-nothing, snaggle-toothed 
gaub of fat, you?” returned Mrs. D. i 

“Look here, woman,” said Billy, “have 
you got a husband here? If you have, Lil 
lick him till he learns to teach you better 
manners, you sassy heifer you.” 

At this moment something was seen to ; 
rush out of the store as if ten thousand hor- 
nets were stinging it; crynng, “Take care — 
let me go — don’t hold me — where’s Bob 
Durham?” It was Ransy Sniffle, who had 
been listening in breathless delight to all 2 
that had passed. 

“Yonder’s Bob, setting on the Courthouse 
steps,” cried one. “What’s the matter?” 

“Don’t talk to me!” said Ransy. “Bob 
Durham, you’d better go long yonder, and 2 
take care of your wife. They’re playing 

h 1 with her there, in Zeph Atwater’s 

store. Dod etarnally darn my soul, if any 
man was to talk tc my wife as Bill Stallions 
is talking to yours, if I wouldn’t drive blue 3 
blazes through him in less than no time.” 

Bob sprang to the store in a minute, fol- 
lowed by a hundred friends; for the bully 
of a county never wants friends. 

“Bill Stallions,” said Bob, as he entered, 3 
“what have you been saying to my wife?” 

“Is that your wife?’’ inquired Billy, obvi- 
ously much surprised and a little discon- 
certed. 

“Yes, she is, and no man shall abuse her, 4< 
I don’t care who he is.” 

“Well,” rejoined Billy, “it ain’t worth 
while to go over it; I’ve said enough for a 
fight: and, if you’ll step out, we’ll settle 
it!” 4 

“Billy,” said Bob, “are you for a fair 
fight?” 

“I am,” said Billy. “I’ve heard much of 
your manhood, and I believe I m a better 
man than you are. If you will go into a ring 5< 
with me, we can soon settle the dispute.” 

“Choose vour friends,” said Bob; “make 


longstrlet 

your rmg, and I'll be in with mine as soon 
as you will.” 

They both stepped out, and began to strip 
very deliberately, each battalion gathering 
i round its champion, except Ransy, who 
kept himself busy in a most honest endeavour 
to hear and see all that transpired in both 
groups at the same time. He ran from one 
to the other in quick succe.ssion; peeped here 
o and listened there; talked to this one, then 
to that one, and then to himself; squatted 
under one's legs and anothei's arms and, 
in the short interv.il between stripping and 
stepping into the ring, managed to get 
5 lumself trod on by half of both battalions. 
But Ransy was not the only one interested 
upon this occasion; the most intense in- 
terest prevailed everywhere. Many were 
the conjectures, doubts, oaths, and im- 
0 precations uttered while the jiarties were 
preparing for the combat. All the knowing 
ones were consulted as to the issue, and they 
all agreed, to a man, in one of two opinions: 
either that Bob would flog Killy, or Billy 
s would flog Bob. We must be pennitted, 
how'ever, to dwell for a moment upon the 
opinion of Squire Thomas Loggins; a man 
W'ho, it w'as said, had never failed to jircdict 
the issue of a fight in all his life. Indeed, 
) so unerring had he always jjroved in this 
regard, that it would have liccn counted 
the most obstinate infidelity to doulit for a 
moment after he had delivered him.self. 
Squire Loggins was a man who said but 
; little, but that little was always delivered 
with the most imposing solemnity of look 
and cadence. He always wore the aspect 
of profound thought, and you ccaild not look 
at him without coming to the conclusion 
} that he was elaborating truth fr >m its most 
intricate combinations. 

“Uncle Tommy,” said Sam Reynolds, 
“you can tell us all about it if you will; how 
will the fight go?” 

: The question immediately drew an anx- 

ious group around the squire. He raised 
his teeth slowly from the bead of his walk- 
ing cane, on which they had been resting; 
pressed his lips closely and thoughtfully to- 
> gether; threw down his e'/ebrows, dropped 
his chin, rai.sed his eyes to an angle of twenty- 
three degrees, paused about half a minute. 
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and replied, ‘'Sammy, watch Robert Dur- about it’s broke three o’ my ribs a’ready!’ 
ham close in the beginning of the fight; take “What’s Bob Durham going to do whei 
care of William Stallions in the middle of Billy lets that arm loose upon him?” 

it; and see who has the wind at the end.” “God bless your soul, he’ll think thundci 
As he uttered the last member of the sen- s and lightning a mint julip to it.” 
tence, he looked slyly at Bob’s friends, and “Oh, look here, men, go take Bill Stallions 
winked very significantly; whereupon they out o’ that ring, and bring in Phil Johnson’s 
rushed, with one accord, to tell Bob what stud horse, so that Durham may have some 
Uncle Tommy had said. As they retired, the chance! I don’t want to see the man killed 
squire turned to Billy’s friends, and said, lo right away.” 

with a smile, “Them boys think I mean that These and many other like expressions. 
Bob will whip.” interspersed thickly with oaths of the most 

Here the other party kindled into joy, modern coinage, were coming fron: aU points 
and hastened to inform Billy how Bob’s of the upper battalion, while Bob was ad- 
friends had deceived themselves as to Uncle 15 justing the girth of his pantaloons, which 
Tommy’s opinion. In the mean time the walking had discovered not to be exactly 
principals and seconds were busily employed right. It was just fixed to his mind, his foes 
in preparing themselves for the combat. The becoming a little noisy, and his friends a 
plan of attack and defence, the manner of little uneasy at his delay, when Billy called 
improving the various turns of the conflict, 20 out, with a smile of some meaning, “Where’s 
“the best mode of saving wind,” &c., &c., the bully of the lower battalion? I’m getting 
were all discussed and settled. At length tired of waiting.” 

Billy announced himself ready, and his “Here he is,” said Bob, lighting, as it 
crowd were seen moving to the centre of the seemed, from the clouds into the ring, for 
Courthouse Square; he and his five seconds 25 he had actually bounded clear of the head 
in the rear. At the same time, Bob’s party of Ransy Sniffle into the circle. His descent 
moved to the same point, and in the same was quite as imposing as Billy’s entry, and 
order. The ring was now formed and for excited the same feelings, but in opposite 
a moment the silence of death reigned bosoms. 

through both battalions. It was soon inter- 30 Voices of exultation now rose at his side, 

rupted, however, by the cry of “Clear the “Where did he come from?” 

way!” from Billy’s seconds; when the ring “Why,” said one of his seconds (all having 
opened in the centre of the upper battalion just entered), “we were girting him up, 
(for the order of march had arranged the about a hundred yards out yonder, when he 
centre of the two battalions on opposite 5 heard Billy ask for the bully; and he fetched 
sides of the circle), and Billy stepped into a leap over the Courthouse, and went out 

the ring from the east, followed by his of sight; but I told them to come on, they’d 

friends. He was stripped to the trousers, find him here.” 

and exhibited an arm, breast, and shoulders Here the lower battalion burst into a peal 
of the most tremendous portent. His step 40 of laughter, mingled with a look of admira- 
was firm, daring, and martial; and as he tion, which seemed to denote their entire 

bore his fine form a little in advance of his belief of what they had heard, 

friends, an involuntary burst of triumph “Boys, widen the ring, so as to give him 
broke from his side of the ring; and, at the room to jump.” 

same moment, an uncontrollable thrill of 45 “Oh, my little flying wild-cat, hold him 

awe ran along the whole curve of the lower if you can! and, when you get him fast, 

battalion. hold lightning next.” 

“Look at him !” was heard from his friends; “Ned, what do you think he’s made 

“just look at him.” of?” 

“Ben, how much you ask to stand before 50 “Steel springs and chicken-hawk, Ck)d 
that man two seconds?” bless you !” 

“Pshaw, don’t talk about it! Just thinkin* “Gentlemen,” said one of Bob’s seconds. 
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I understand it is to be a fair fight; catch 
as catch can, rough and tumble: no man 
touch till one or the other halloos.” 

That s the rule,” was the reply from the 
other side. 

“Are you ready?” 

“We are ready.” 

“Then blaze away, my game cocks!” 

At the word. Bob dashed at his antago- 
nist at full speed; and Bill squared himself 
to receive him with one of his most fatal 
blows. Making his calculation, from Bob's 
velocity, of the time when he would coinc 
within striking distance, he let drive with 
tremendous force. But Bob’s onset was ob- 
viously planned to avoid this blow; for, con- 
trary to all expectations, he stopped short 
just out of arm’s reach, and, before Billy 
could recover his balance. Bob had him “all 
under-hold.” The next second, sure enough, 
“found Billy’s head where his feet ought 
to be.” How it was done no one could tell; 
but, as if by supernatural power, both 
Billy’s feet were thrown full half his own 
height in the air, and he came down with a 
force that seemed to shake the earth. As he 
struck the ground, commingled shouts, 
screams, and yells burst from the lower bat- 
talion, loud enough to be heard for miles. 
“Hurra, my little hornet!” “Save him!” 
“Feed him!” “Give him the Durham physic 
till his stomach turns!” Billy was no sooner 
down than Bob was on him, and lending him 
awful blows about the face and breast. Billy 
made two efforts to rise by main strength, 
but failed. “Lord bless you, man, don’t try 
to get up! Lay still and take it! you bleege 
to have it!” 

Billy now turned his face suddenly to 
the ground, and rose upon his hands and . 
knees. Bob jerked up both his hands and 
threw him on his face. He again recovered 
his late position, of which Bob endeavoured 
to deprive him as before; but, missing one 
arm, he failed, and Billy rose. But he had . 
scarcely resumed his feet before they flew 
up as before, and he came again to the 
ground. “No fight, gentlemen !” cried Bob’s 
friends; “the man can’t stand up! Bouncing 
feet are bad things to fight in.” His fall, i 
however, was this time comparatively light; 
for, having thrown his right arm round Bob's 


neck, he carried his head down with him. 
This grasp, which was obstinately main- 
tained, prevented Bob from getting on him, 
and they lay head to head, seeming, for a 
5 lime, to do nothing. Presently they rose, as 
if by mutual consent; and, as they rose, a 
shout burst from both battalions. “Oh, 
my*^ Jark! ’ cried the east, “has he foxed you? 
Do you begin to feel him? He’s only be- 
lo ginning to liglit; he ain’t got warm yet.” 

“Look yonder!'’ cried the west; “didn’t I 
tell you so! He hit the ground so hard it 
jarred his nose ofi. Now ain’t he a pretty 
man as he stands? He shall have my sister 
15 Sal just for his pretty looks. I want to get 
in the breed of them sort o’ men, to drive 
ugly out of my kinfolks.” 

I looked, and saw' that Bob had entirely 
lost his left ear, and a large piece from his 
20 left cheek. His right eye was a little dis- 
coloured, and the blood flowed profusely 
from his wounds. 

Billy presented a hideous spectacle. About 
a third of his nose, at the lower extremity, 
25 was bit off, and his face so .swelled and 
bruised that it was diflicult to discover in it 
anything of the human visage, much more 
the fine features which he carried into the 
ring. 

30 They were up only long enough for me 
to make the foregoing discoveries, when 
dowm they went again, precisely as before. 
They no sooner touched the ground than 
Billy relinquished his hold upon Bob’s neck. 
35 In this he .seemed to all to have forfeited 
the only advantage which put him upon an 
equality with his adversary. But the move- 
ment w’as soon explained. Bill wanted this 
arm for other purposes than defence; and 
he had made arrangements whereby he 
knew that he could make it answer these 
purposes; for, when they rose again, he had 
the middle finger of Bob’s left hand in his 
mouth. He was now secure from Bob’s 
annoying trips; and he began to lend his 
adversary tremendous blows, every one of 
v/hich was hailed by a shout from his friends. 
“Bullets!” “//ojj-kicking !” “Thunder!” 
“That’ll do for his face; now feel his short 
ribs, Billy!” 

I now considered the contest settled. I 
deemed it impossible for any human being 
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to withstand for five seconds the loss of 
blood which issued from Bob’s ear, cheek, 
nose, and finger, accompanied with such 
blows as he was receiving. Still he main- 
tained the conflict, and gave blow for blow s 
with considerable effect. But the blows of 
each became slower and weaker after the first 
three or four; and it became obvious that 
Bill wanted the room which Bob’s finger 
occupied for breathing. He would there- lo 
fore probably, in a short time, have let it go, 
had not Bob anticipated his politeness by 
jerking away his hand, and making him a 
present of the finger. He now seized Bill 
again, and brought him to his knees, but he 15 
recovered. He again brought him to his 
knees, and he again recovered. A third 
effort, however, brought him down, and 
Bob on top of him. These efforts seemed 
to exhaust the little remaining strength of 20 
both; and they lay. Bill undermost and Bob 
across his breast, motionless, and panting 
for breath. After a short pause. Bob gath- 
ered his hand full of dirt and sand, and was 
in the act of grinding it in his adversary’s 25 
eyes, when Bill cried “Enough!” Language 
cannot describe the scene that followed; the 
shouts, oaths, frantic gestures, taunts, le- 
plies, and little fights, and therefore I shall 
not attempt it. The champions were borne 30 
off by their seconds and washed ; when many 
a bleeding wound and ugly bruise was dis- 
covered on each which no eye had seen 
before. 

Many had gathered round Bob, and were 35 
in various ways congratulating him, when 
a voice from the centre of the circle cried 
out, “Boys, hush and listen to me!” It pro- 
ceeded from Squire Loggins, who had made 
his way to Bob’s side, and had gathered his 40 
face up into one of its most flattering and 
intelligible expressions. “Gentlemen,” con- 
tinued he, with a most knowing smile, “is — 
Sammy — Reynolds — in — this — company 

— of — gentlemen?” 45 

“Yes,” said Sam, “here I am.” 

“Sammy,” said the squire, winking to the 

company, and drawing the head of his cane 
to his mouth with an arch smile as he closed, 

“I — wish — you — to — tell — cousin — 50 
Bobby — and — these — gentlemen here 
present — whai — your — Uncle — Tommy 

— said — before — the — fight — began?” 


“Oh! get away. Uncle Tom,” said Sam, 
smiling (the squire winked), “you don’t 
know nothing about fighting.''^ (The squire 
winked again.) “All you know about it is 
how it’ll begin, how it’ll go on, how it’ll 
end; that’s all. Cousin Bob, when you going 
to fight again, just go to the old man, and 
let him tell you all about it. If he can’t, 
don’t ask nobody else nothing about it, I 
tell you.” 

The squire’s foresight was complimented 
in many ways by the by-standers; and he 
retired, advising “the boys to be at peace, 
as fighting was a bad business.” 

Durham and Stallings kept their beds for 
several weeks, and did not meet again for 
two months. When they met, Billy stepped 
up to Bob and offered his hand, saying, 
“Bobby, you’ve licked me a fair fight; but 
you wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t been 
in the wrong. I oughtn’t to have treated 
your wife as I did; and I felt so through the 
whole fight; and it sort o’ cowed me.” 

“Well, Billy,” said Bob, “let’s be friends. 
Once in the fight, when you had my finger 
in your mouth and was pealing me in the 
face and breast, I was going to halloo; but 
I thought of Betsy, and knew the house would 
be too hot for me if I got whipped when 
fighting for her, after always whipping when 
I fought for myself.” 

“Now that’s what I always love to see,” 
said a bystander. “It’s true I brought about 
the fight, but I wouldn’t have done it if it 
hadn’t o’ been on account of Miss (Mrs.) 
Durham. But dod etamally dam my soul, 
if I ever could stand by and see any woman 
put upon, much less Miss Durham. If 
Bobby hadn’t been there, I’d o’ took it up 
myself, be darned if I wouldn’t, even if 
I’d o’ got whipped for it. But we’re all 
friends now.” The reader need hardly be 
told that this was Ransy Sniffle. 

Thanks to the Christian religion, to 
schools, colleges, and benevolent associa- 
tions, such scenes of barbarism and cmelty 
as that which I have been just describing are 
now of rare occurrence, though they may 
still be occasionally met with in some of the 
new counties. Wherever they prevail, they 
are a disgrace to that community. The 
peace-officers who countenance them deserve 
a place in the Penitentiarv. 
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The Horse-Swap 

During the session of the Supreme Court 

in the village of , about three weelci 

ago, when a number of people were col- 
lected in the principal street of the village, 

I observed a young man riding up and 
down the street, as I supposed, in a violent 
passion. He galloped this way, then that, 
and then the other: spurred his horse to i 
one group of citizens, then to another; then 
dashed off at half speed, as if fleeing from 
danger; and, suddenly checking his horse, 
returned first in a pace, then in a trot, and 
then in a canter. While he was performing i 
these various evolutions, he cursed, swore, 
whooped, screamed, and tossed himself in 
every attitude which man could assume on 
horseback. In short, he cavortzd most mag- 
nanimously (a term which, in our tongue, ; 
expresses all that I have described, and a 
little more), and seemed to be setting all 
creation at defiance. As I like to see all 
that is passing, I determined to take a posi- 
tion a little nearer to him, and to ascertain, ; 
if possible, what it was that affected him so 
sensibly. Accordingly, I approached a 
crowd before which he had stopped for a 
moment, and examined it with the strictest 
scrutiny. But I could see nothing in it that i 
seemed to have anything to do with the 
cavorter. Every man appeared to be in 
good humour, and all minding their own 
business. Not one so much as noticed the 
principal figure. Still he went on. After a 3 
semicolon pause, which my appearance 
seemed to produce (for he eyed me closely 
as I approached), he fetched a whoop, and 
swore that “he could out-swap any live man, 
woman, or child that ever walked these 4 
hills, or that ever straddled horseflesh since 
the days of old daddy Adam. Stranger,” 
said he to me, “did you ever see the fallow 
Blossom from Jasper?” 

“No,” said I, “but I have often heard of 4 
him.” 

“I’m the boy,” continued he; “perhaps a 
leetle, jist a leetle^ of the best man at a horse- 
swap that ever trod shoe-leather.’' 

I began to feel my situation a little awk- 5< 
ward, when I was relieved by a man some- 
what advanced in years, who stepped up 


82 ^ 

and began to survey the Yalloiv Blossom i 
horse with much apparent interest. This 
drew the rider’s attention, and he turned 
the conversation from me to the stranger, 
s V\ell, m\' old coon,’’ said he, “do you 
want to swap hossesV'^ 

hy. 1 don t know,” replied the stran- 
ger; “I believe I've got a beast I'd trade 
with you for that one, if you like him.” 
o “Well, fetch up \our nag, rnv old cock; 
^ou’re jist the lark I wanted to get iiold of. 

1 am perhaps a leeih\ jist a lectlc^ of the best 
nian at a horse-swap that e\er stole nacklins 
out of his inainnu's fat gourd. Where's 
=; your hossV' 

“Pll bring him presentU'; liut I want to 
examine vour horse a little.’’ 

“Oh! look at him,” said the Blossom, 
alighting and hitting him a cut — “look at 
) him! He's the best piece of //e.fdlesh in the 
thirteen united uiuvensal worlds. I'lierc’.s 
no sort o’ mistake in little Bullet. He can 
pick up miles on his Icet, and fling ’em be- 
hind him as fast as tlie next man’s /aur, 1 
; don’t care where he comes Iroin. And he 
can keep at it as long as the sun can shine 
W'ithout resting.'’ 

During this harangue, little Bullet looked 
as if he understood it all, believed it, and 
> was ready at any moment to verify it. H(‘ 
was a horse of gotxJly countenance, rather 
expressive of vigilance than fire; though 
an unnatural a})p<‘araiKe of fuTceness wii.s 
thrown into it by the loss of his ears, which 
^ had been cropped pretty close to his head 
Nature had done but little for Bullet’s 
head and neck; but he managed, in a great 
measure, to hide their defects by bowing 
perpetually. He had obviously suffered 
o severely for corn; but if his ribs and hip 
bones had not disclo.sed the fact, he never 
would have done it; for he was in all re- 
spects as cheerful and happy as if he com- 
manded all the corn-cribs and fodder- 
5 stacks in Georgia. His height was about 
twelve hands; but as his shape partook 
somewhat of that of the giraffe, his haunches 
stood much lower. They were short, strait, 
peaked, and concave. Bullet’s tail, how- 
) ever, made amends for all his defects. All 
that the artist could do to beautify it had 
been done, and all that horse could do to 
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compliment the artist. Bullet did. His tail 
was nicked in superior style, and exhibited 
the line of beauty in so many directions, 
that it could not fail to hit the most fastidious 
taste in some of them. From the root it 
dropped into a graceful festoon, then rose 
in a handsome curve, then resumed its first 
direction, and then mounted suddenly up- 
ward like a cypress knee to a perpendicular 
of about two and a half inches. The whole 
had a careless and bewitching inclination to 
the right. Bullet obviously knew where his 
beauty lay, and took all occasions to display 
it to the best advantage. If a stick cracked, 
or if any one moved suddenly about him, 
or coughed, or hawked, or spoke a little 
louder than common, up went Bullet’s tail 
like lightning; and if the going up did not 
please, the coming down must of necessity, 
for it was as different from the other move- 
ment as was its direction. The first was a 
bold and rapid flight upward, usually to an 
angle of forty-five degrees. In this position 
he kept his interesting appendage until he 
satisfied himself that nothing in partieular 
was to be done; when he commenced drop- 
ping it by half inches, in second beats, then 
in triple time, then faster and shorter, and 
faster and shorter still, until it finally died 
away imperceptibly into its natural position. 
If I might compare sights to sounds, I should 
say its settling was more like the note of a 
locust than anything else in nature. 

Either from native sprightliness of dis- 
position, from uncontrollable activity, or 
from an unconquerable habit of removing 
flies by the stamjnng of the feet, Bullet 
never stood still; but always kept up a 
gentle fly-scaring movement of his limbs, 
which was peculiarly interesting. 

‘T tell you, man,” proceeded the Yellow 
Blossom, ‘'he’s the best live boss that ever 
trod the grit of Georgia. Bob Smart knows 
the boss. Come here. Bob, and mount this 
boss, and show Bullet’s motions.” Here 
Bullet bristled up, and looked as if he had 
been hunting for Bob all day long, and had 
just found him. Bob sprang on his back. 
“Boo-oo-oo!” said Bob, with a fluttering 
noise of the lips, and away w'ent Bullet, as 
if in a quarter race, with all his beauties 
spread in handsome style. 


“Now fetch him back,” said Blossom. 
Bullet turned and came in pretty much as 
he went out. 

“Now trot him by.” Bullet reduced his 
5 tail to customary ^ \ sidled to the right and 
left airily, and exhibited at least three vari- 
eties of trot in the short space of fifty yards. 

“Make him pace!” Bob commenced 
twitching the bridle and kicking at the same 
[o time. These inconsistent movements ob- 
viously (and most naturally) disconcerted 
Bullet; for it was impossible for him to learn, 
from them, whether he was to proceed or 
stand still. He started to trot, and was 
15 told that wouldn’t do. He attempted a 
canter, and was checked again. He stopped, 
and was urged to go on. Bullet now rushed 
into the wide field of experiment, and 
struck out a gait of his own, that completely 
turned the tables upon his rider, and cer- 
tainly deserved a patent. It seemed to have 
derived its elements from the jig, the minuet, 
and the cotillion. If it was not a pace, it 
certainly had pace in it, and no man would 
25 venture to call it anything else; so it passed 
oflf 10 the satisfaction of the owner. 

“Walk him!” Bullet was now at home 
again, and he walked as if money were 
staked on him. 

30 The stranger, whose name I afterwards 
learned was Peter Ketch, having examined 
Bullet to his heart’s content, ordered his 
son Neddy to go and bring up Kit. Neddy 
soon appeared upon Kit, a well-formed sorrel 
35 of the middle size, and in good order. His 
tout ensemble threw Bullet entirely in the 
shade, though a glance was sufficient to 
satisfy any one that Bullet had the decided 
advantage of him in point of intellect. 

40 “\Vhy, man,” said Blossom, “do you bring 
such a hoss as that to trade for Bullet? Oh, 
I see, you’ve no notion of trading.” 

“Ride him off, Neddy!” said Peter. Kit 
put off at a handsome lope. 

45 ”Trot him back!” Kit came in at a long, 
sweeping trot, and stopped suddenly at the, 
crowd. 

“Well,” said Blossom, “let me look at him; 
maybe he’ll do to plough.” 

50 “Examine him!” said Peter, taking hold 
of the bridle close to the mouth; “he’s noth- 
ing but a tacky. He an’t as pretty a horse as 
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Bullet, I know; but he’ll do. Start ’em to- 
gether for a hundred and fifty mile', and if 
Kit an’t twenty mile ahead of him at the 
coming out, any man may take Kit for 
nothing. But he’s a monstrous mean horse, 5 
gentlemen; any man may see that. He’s the 
scariest horse, too, you ever saw. He won’t 
do to hunt on, no how. Stranger, will you 
let Neddy have your rifle to shoot off him? 
Lay the rifle between his ears, Neddy, and 10 
shoot at the blaze in that stump. Tell me 
when his head is high enough.” 

Ned fired and hit the blaze; and Kit did 
not move a hair’s breadth. 

“Neddy, take a couple of sticks, and beat 15 
on that hogshead at Kit’s tail.” 

Ned made a tremendous rattling, at which 
Bullet took fright, broke his bridle, and 
dashed off in grand style; and would have 
stopped all further negotiations by going 20 
home in disgust, had not a traveller ar- 
rested him and brought him back; but Kit 
did not move. 

“I tell you, gentlemen,” continued Peter, 
“he’s the scariest horse you ever saw. He 25 
an’t as gentle as Bullet, but he won’t do 
any harm if you watch him. Shall I put 
him in a cart, gig, or wagon for you, stranger? 
He’ll cut the same capers there he does here. 
He’s a monstrous mean horse.” 30 

During all this time Blossom was exam- 
ining him with the nicest scrutiny. Having 
examined his frame and limbs, he now 
looked at his eyes. 

“He’s got a curious look out of his eyes,” 3.i 
said Blossom. 

“Oh yes, sir,” said Peter, “just as blind as 
a bat. Blind horses always have clear eyes. 
Make a motion at his eyes, if you please, 
sir.” 40 

Blossom did so, and Kit threw up his 
head rather as if .something pricked him 
under the chin than as if fearing a fiJow. 
Blossom repeated the experiment, and Kit 
jerked back in considerable astonishment. 4S 

“Stone blind, you see, gentlemen,” pro- 
ceeded Peter; “but he’s just as good to travel 
of a dark night as if he had eyes.” 

“Blame my buttons,” said Blossom, “if I 
like them eyes.” 50 

“No,” said Peter, “nor I neither. I’d 
rather have ’em made of diamonds; but 
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they’ll do if they don’t show as much 
white as Bullet's.” 

“Well," said Blossom, “make a pass at 
me.'’ 

“No,” said Peter; “you made the banter, 
now make vour jiass.” 

‘^\ell, 1 m ne\er .ifiMui to price my 
bosses. You must gi\'e me twemy-five dol- 
lars boot.” 

“Oh, reitairjy; say fifty, and my saddle 
and bridle in. Here, Neddy, my soiv, take 
away daddy's liorse." 

“Well,’ said Blossom, “I'ye made my 
pass, now you make noui's." 

“I'm fot short talk in a hoi-sc-swap, and 
therefore always tell ;i e:»Mitlem.in at oik e 
w’lat I mean to do. Y(ai must give me ten 
dollars.” 

Blossom swore absolutely, roundly, and 
j)rofanel\ (luii he ne\ei wouki gi\e boot. 

“W'dl," said Peter, “1 didn't care about 
trading; but you c ut suc.h high shines lliat 
1 thought I'd like to bat k yem out, and I've 
dene it. (kMulcniu'n, vou .see I’ve brought 
bun to a hac k." 

“Come, old man,” said Blossom, “I've 
!)ecn joking with you. 1 begin to think you 
do w'ant to ir.ide; therefore, give me five 
dollars and lake Bullet. I’d rallier lose ten 
dollars any time llian not make a trade, 
though f hate to fling away a good boss.” 

“Well,” said Peter, “i'U Vjc as clever as 
>ou arc. Just j)ul the five dollars on Bul- 
let's back, and hand him over; it’s a trade.” 

Blossom swore again, as roundly as be- 
fore, that he would not give boot; and, said 
he, “Bullet wouldn’t liold five dollars on 
his back, no how. But, as 1 bantered you, 
if you say an even swap, here’s at you.” 

“I told you,” said Peter, “I'd be as clever 
as you, therefcjre, here goes two dollars 
more, just for trade sake. Give me three 
dollars, and it’s a bargain.” 

Blossfjm repeated his former a.sscrtion; 
and here the parties stood for a long time, 
and the by-stander.s (for many were now 
collected) began to taunr both parties. After 
some time, however, it was pretty unani- 
mously d( cided that the old man had backed 
Blossom out. 

At length Blossom swore he “never 
would be backed out for three dollars after 
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bantering a man”; and, accordingly, they 
closed the trade. 

“Now,” said Blossom, as he handed Peter 
the three dollars, “I’m a man that, when he 
makes a bad trade, makes the most of it s 
until he can make a better. I’m for no rues 
and after-claps.” 

“That’s just my way,” said Peter; “I never 
goes to law to mend my bargains.” 

“Ah, you’re the kind of boy I love to trade lo 
with. Here’s your boss, old man. Take the 
saddle and bridle off him, and I’ll strip 
yours; but lift up the blanket easy from 
Bullet’s back, for he’s a mighty tender- 
backed boss.” 15 

The old man removed the saddle, but 
the blanket stuck fast. He attempted to 
raise it, and Bullet bowed himself, switched 
his tail, danced a little, and gave signs of 
biting. 20 

“Don’t hurt him, old man,” said Blossom, 
archly; “take it off easy. I am, perhaps, a 
leetlc of the best man at a horse-swap that 
ever catched a coon.” 

Peter continued to pull at the blanket 25 
more and more roughly, and Bullet became 
more and more cavortish: insomuch that, 
when the blanket came off, he had reached 
the kicking point in good earnest. 

The removal of the blanket disclosed a 30 
sore on Bullet’s back-bone that seemed to 
have defied all medical skill. It measured 
six full inches in length and four in breadth, 
and had as many features as Bullet had mo- 
tions. My heart sickened at the sight; and 35 
I felt that the brute who had been riding 
him in that situation deserved the halter. 

The prevailing feeling, however, was 
that of mirth. The laugh became loud and 
g^eneral at the old man’s expense, and rustic 40 
ivitticisms were liberally bestowed upon 
him and his late purchase. These Blossom 
continued to provoke by various remarks. 

He asked the old man “if he thought Bullet 
would let five dollars lie on his back.” He 45 
declared most seriously that he had owned 
that horse three months, and had never 


discovered before that he had a sore back, 
“or he never should have thought of trading 
him,” &c., &c. 

The old man bore it all with the most 
philosophic composure. He evinced no as- 
tonishment at his late discovery, and made 
no replies. But his son Neddy had not dis- 
ciplined his feelings quite so well. His eyes 
opened wider and wider from the first to 
the last pull of the blanket; and, when the 
whole sore burst upon his view, astonish- 
ment and fright seemed to contend for the 
mastery of his countenance. As the blanket 
disappeared, he stuck his hands in his 
breeches pockets, heaved a deep sigh, and 
lapsed into a profound revery, from which 
he was only roused by the cuts at his father. 
He bore them as long as he could; and, 
when he could contain himself no longer, 
he began, with a certain wildness of ex- 
pression which gave a peculiar interest to 
what he uttered: “His back’s mighty bad 
off; but dod drot my soul if he’s put it to 
daddy as bad as he thinks he has, for old 
Kit’s both blind and deef^ I’ll be dod drot 
if he eint.” 

“The devil he is,” said Blossom. 

“Yes, dod drot my soul if he eint. You 
walk him, and see if he eint. His eyes don’t 
look like it; but he’d jist as leve go agin the 
house with you, or in a ditch, as any how. 
Now you go try him.” The laugh was now 
turned on Blossom; and many rushed to 
test the fidelity of the little boy’s report. A 
few experiments established its truth be- 
yond controversy. 

“Neddy,” said the old man, “you oughtn’t 
to try and make people discontented with 
their things. Stranger, don’t mind what the 
little boy says. If you can only get Kit rid 
of them little failings, you’ll find him all 
sorts of a horse. You are a leetle the best 
man at a horse-swap that ever I got hold 
of; but don’t fool away Kit. Come, Neddy, 
my son, let’s be moving; the stranger seems 
to be getting snappish.” 
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